The 
Frankenstein 
Omnibus 


ee Bimari i ee cate Hie trina teem eai 


EDITED BY 
Peter Haining 


ORION 


An Orton paperback 


First published in Great Britain by Orion in 1914 
This paperback edition published in 1915 
by Orton Books Ltd 
Orion House, 5 Upper St Martin’s Lane, London wc2H 9ŁA 


A CIP catalogue record fer this book is 
available from the British Library. 


ISBN. 85797 8oq4 8 
Typeset by Datix International Limited, Bungay, Suffolk 


" Printed and bound in Great Britain 
by Clays Ird, St Ives ple 


FOR ANTHONY CHEETHAM 


et 4g re, ee ee 


In memory of the monster 
we created at Barnard’s Inn! 


Contents 


INTRODUCTION I 
PREFACE: ‘The Creature Lives’ 5 

I: THE PROTOTYPES 1I 
The Reanimated Man by Mary Shelley 13 
The Mummy by Jane Webb 24 
The New Frankenstein by William Maginn 45 
The Bell-Tower by Herman Melville 64 
The Vivisector by Sir Ronald Ross 80 
The Future Eve by Vilhers De L'Isle Adam 96 
The Incubated Girl by Fred T. Jane 227 
The Surgeon's Experiment by W. C. Marrow 245 
Some Experiments With A Head by Dick Donovan 263 
The New Frankenstein by E. E. Kellett 274 
The Man Who Made A Man by Harle Oren Cummins 300 
Frankenstein H by Leonard Merrick 306 
The Composite Brain by Robert S. Carr 317 


Demons of the Film Colony by Theodore LeBerthon 329 


t: THE FILMS 337 
Frankenstein; or, The Man and the Monster! 

by H. M. Milner 339 
Frankenstein: The Man Who Made A Monster 

by Garrett Ford and Francis Faragoh 365 


The Bride of Frankenstein by John L. Balderston 
and William Hurlbut 387 


x Contents 


The Workshop of Filthy Creation by Robert Muller 
The Dead Man by Fritz Leiber 

The Curse of Frankenstein by Jimmy Sangster 

The Reanimmator by H. P. Lovecraft 
Transformation by Mary Shelley 


Hl: THE ARCHETYPES 
Fhe Golem by Gustav Meyrink 
Death of a Professor by Michael Hervey 
Frankenstein - Unlimited by H. A. Highstone 
It by Theodore Sturgeon 
Wednesday’s Child by Wilham Tenn 
Dial ‘F For Frankenstein by Arthur C. Clarke 
The Plot 1s the Thing by Robert Bloch 
Fortitude by Kurt Vonnegut, Jr. 
Summertime Was Nearly Over by Brian Aldiss 
At Last, The True Story of Frankenstein by 
Harry Harrison 


ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS 


Introduction 


It had been an overcast and rather chilly spring day that 
caused darkness to fall earlier than usual over the Villa 
Diodati on the shores of Lake Geneva ın Switzerland. For the 
five people holidaying at the picturesque mansion on June 16, 
1816, the evening was only enlivened by the reading aloud 
around the fire of some supernatural stories in a small, leather 
bound book embossed with the title Fantasmagoriana. The 
host, an almost demoniacally handsome young man, had 
heightened the atmosphere of frisson in the room by dramati- 
cally reciting a German tale about a luckless bridegroom who 
had kissed his newlywed wife on their honeymoon night only 
to find her instantly turned into a rotting corpse ... 

When the group had finally decided to retire to bed, the 
host offered a last thought to his guests. ‘We will each write a 
ghost story,” he said. ‘And then read them to each other to see 
whose is the best.” 

It was an innocent enough suggestion ~ but one that was to 
have far-reaching implications. Not only for that group of 
people - but the whole of literature, too. 

The man who issued the challenge was the notorious poet, 
Lord Byron. He had hired the Villa Diodati for the summer, 
and invited his friends, another leading English poet Percy 
Shelley, and his 18-year-old mistress, Mary, the daughter of 
Mary Wollstonecraft, the campaigner for women’s rights, and 
William Godwin, the political writer and novelist. Completing 
the house party were Byron’s Italian physician, John William 
Polidori, and Mary’s stepsister, Claire Clairmont, who was 
carrying Byron’s child. 

The idea of the story was eagerly taken up by the party, all 
of whom had been growing rather bored during the recent 


2 THE FRANKENSTEIN OMNIBUS 


period of poor weather which had prevented them taking 
advantage of the lake or the surrounding countryside. All 
proceeded to bed with their minds still alive from the tales 
they had heard. 

The results initially, however, were disappointing. Both 
Byron and Percy Shelley lost interest after scribbling only a 
few pages. John Polidor did work on an idea for a story 
about an undead man which would later be called The 
Vampyre, but it would be some time before he completed the 
task. Mary Shelley, for her part, could think of nothing that 
night — or for several nights thereafter. It seemed as if the 
whole idea would be a failure. 

Then, unexpectedly, as she lay in bed about a week later in 
the half-world between waking and sleeping, Mary experi- 
enced a vivid flight of imagination in which she saw a scientist 
create artificial life in a laboratory. Here was her theme, she 
knew at once, and the next morning quickly took up her pen. 

The result of that dream was Frunkenstein. But not the 
famous novel that we know today. Mary, true to the imstruc- 
tions of the challenge, merely wrote a short story around her 
nightmare, which she then showed to Byron and Shelley. Her 
host dismissed ıt with hardly a glance; her lover, though, 
read the few pages rather more carefully, and then declared it 
was not really a story. She should perhaps try to turn it into a 
novel. 

It was, in fact, to be two more years before the finished 
draft would finally be published on March 11, 1818 as Franken- 
stein; or, The Modern Prometheus, m three sturdy volumes 
from the London publishing house of Lackington, Hughes, 
Harding, Mayor and Jones. But this publication was not to 
result in the instant fame for the author and for her story that 
one might expect for such a seminal work. Indeed, the first 
edition was actually issued without an author’s name on the 
title page at all, and for a while rumour had it that Percy 
Shelley was the author — probably because he had written the 
Introduction. It never crossed anyone’s mind that a woman 
might have been the author — for surely no membér of the 
gentle sex could have written such a tale! 

‘Frankenstein is an uncouth story,’ the critic of the Monthly 
Review declared as if echoing such a view, ‘setting probability 
at defiance and leading to no conclusion either moral or 
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philosophical A serious examination 1s scarcely necessary 
for so eccentric a vagary of the imagination as this tale 
presents ° 

Had that reviewer still been alive today he would have 
cause to regret such a hasty decision m the light of the critical 
importance that was subsequently attached to the book and 
continues to be given to it today For Frankenstein 1s now 
widely regarded as the book which marked the decline of the 
Gothic novel and heralded the dawn of Suence Fiction It has 
also attracted admirers from each new generation of readers 
and writers Stephen King and Clive Barker, two of today’s 
leading authors of horror faction, have both admitted their 
debt to this masterpiece 

‘Frankenstein is a mystical morality tile,’ Stephen King 
says, stating what both writers feel, ‘about what happened 
when man dares to transgress the limits of knowledge ’ 

The fame of the book has spread not only by way of the 
endless new editions and translations into other languages 
which have kept it in print tor 175 years, but also in the 
novels and stories which have utilised its ideas, and the films 
and television adaptations which have brought the story to 
the screen It 15, with good reison, now generally regarded as 
the smgle greatest horror story novel ever written and the 
most widely influential in the genre 

A guide to just how wide this influence has spread ts 
the theme of this anthology Though by no means exhaus- 
tive, it certainly represents the largest and most comprehen- 
sive collection of stories on the Frankenstein theme ever 
collected in one volume It begins, appropriately, with the 
short episode that was Mary Shelley’s first rendering of her 
idea, and which she was later to enlarge into the enduring 
classic 

‘I have found it" Mary Shelley declared enthusiastically to 
her fellow guests at the Villa Diodata on that June morning, 
and then repeated in an introduction specially written for a 
new edition of Frankensterm published in 1831 ‘What terri 
fied me will terrify others, and I need only describe the 
spectre which haunted my midnight pillow 1 began that day 
with the words, “It was on a dreary night of November”, 
making a transcript of the grim terrors of my waking 
dream.’ 
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What she also did that mght was to give life to the creature 
who ever since has walked through all our days and 1ughts in 


words and illustrations and moving pictures 


PETER HAINING 


Preface 


“THE CREATURE LIVES!’ 


It was on a dreary night of November, that I beheld the 
accomplishment of my toils. With an anxiety that almost 
amounted to agony, I collected the instruments ot life around 
me, that I might infuse a spark of being into the lifeless thing 
that lay at my feet It was already one in the morning, the 
ram pattered dismally against the panes, and my candle was 
nearly burnt out, when, by the glimmer of the half-extmn- 
guished light, I saw the dull yellow eye of the creature open; 
it breathed hard, and a convulsive motion agitated its limbs. 

How can I deseribe my emotions at this catastrophe, or 
how delineate the wretch whom with such infinite pains and 
care | had endeavoured to form? His limbs were in proportion, 
and I had selected his features as beautiful Beaucful! — Great 
God! His yellow skin scarcely covered the work of muscles 
and arteries beneath, his hair was ot a lustrous black, and 
flowing, his teeth of a pearly whiteness; but these luxuriances 
only formed a more horrid contrast with his watery eyes, that 
seemed almost of the same colour as the dun white sockets in 
which they were set, his shrivelled complexion and stratght 
black lips. 

The different accidents of life are not so changeable as the 
feelings of human nature. I had worked hard for nearly two 
years, for the sole purpose of infusing hfe into an inanimate 
body. For this 1 had deprived myself of rest and health. | had 
desired it with an ardour that far exceeded moderation; but 
now that I had finished, the beauty of the dream vanished, 
and breathless horror and disgust filled my heart. Unable to 
endure the aspect of the being I had created, I rushed out of the 
room, and continued a long time traversing my bed-chamber, 
unable to compose my mind to sleep. At length lassitude 
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succeeded to the tumult I had before endured, and I threw 
myself on the bed in my clothes, endeavouring to seek a few 
moments of forgetfulness. But ıt was in vain I slept, indeed, 
but I was disturbed by the wildest dreams I thought I saw 
Ehzabeth, m the bloom of health, walking tn the streets of 
Ingolstadt Delighted and surprised, I embraced her, but as I 
imprinted the first kiss on her lips, they became livid with the 
hue of death, her features appeared to change, and | thought 
that I held the corpse of my dead mother in my arms, a 
shroud enveloped her form, and I saw the grave worms crawl- 
ing in the folds ot the flannel I started trom my sleep with 
horror, a cold dew covered mv forehead, my teeth chattered, 
and every limb became convulsed when, by the dim and 
yellow lhght of the moon, as it forced its way through the 
window shutters, I beheld the wretch — the miserable monster 
whom I had created He held up the curtain of the bed, and 
his eyes, if eyes they may be called, were fixed on me His 
jaws opened, and he muttered some inarticulate sounds, while 
a grin wrinkled his cheeks He might have spoken, but I did 
not hear, one hand was stretched out, seemingly to detain me, 
but I escaped, and rushed down stairs | took refuge in the 
courtyard belonging to the house which I inhabited, where | 
remained during the rest of the mght, walking up and down 
in the greatest agitation, listening attentively, catching and 
fearing each sound as if it were to announce the approach of 
the demoniacal corpse to which [ had so miserably given life 

Oh! no mortal could support the horror of that counte 
nance A mummy again endued with animation could not be 
so hideous as that wretch I had gazed on him while unfin 
ished, he was ugly then, but when those muscles and joints 
were rendered capable of motion, it became a thing such as 
even Dante could not have conceived. 

| passed the night wretchedly. Sometimes my pulse beat so 
quickly and hardly, that I felt the palpitation ot every artery, 
at others, I nearly sank to the ground through languor and 
extreme weakness. Mingled with this horror, I felt the bitter- 
ness of disappointment, dreams that had been my food and 
pleasant rest for so long a space were now become a hell to 
me, and the change was so rapid, the overthrow so domplete! 

Morning, dismal and wet, at length dawned, and discovered 
to my sleepless and aching eyes the church of Ingolstade, its 
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white steeple and clock, which indicated the sixth hour. The 
porter opened the gates of the court, which had that mght 
been my asylum, and I issued into the streets, pacing them 
with quick steps, as if I sought to avoid the wretch whom | 
feared every turning of the street would present to my view. | 
did not dare return to the apartment which I inhabited, but 
felt impelled to hurry on, although drenched by the rain 
which poured from a black and comfortless sky 

I continued walking in this manner for some tme, endeav- 
ouring, by bodily exercise, to ease the load that weighed upon 
my mind I traversed the streets, without any clear conception 
of where I was, or what I was doing My heart palpitated in 
the sickness of fear, and | hurried on with irregular steps, not 
daring to look about me 


Like one who, on a lonely road, 
Doth walk in fear and dread, 

And, having once turned round, walks on, 
And turns no more his head, 

Because he knows a frightful frend 
Doth close behind him tread * 


Continuing thus, I came at length opposite to the inn at 
which the various diligences and carriages usually stopped 
Here [ paused, I knew not why, but I remained some minutes 
with mv eyes hxed on a coach that was conung towards me 
from the other end of the street As at drew nearer, I observed 
that it was the Swiss diligence it stopped just where | was 
standing, and, on the door being opened, I perceived Henry 
Clerval, who, on sceing me, instantly sprung out ‘My dear 
Frankenstein,’ exclaimed he, ‘how glad I am to see you! how 
fortunate that you should be here at the very moment of my 
alighung 

Nothing could equal my delight on sceing Clerval, his 
presence brought back to my thoughts my father, Flizabech, 
and all those scenes of home so dear to my recollection | 
grasped his hand, and in a moment forgot my horror and 
misfortune, I felt suddenly, and for the first time during many 
months, calm and serene joy. I welcomed my friend, therefore, 


* Colecsdge’s ‘Ancient Mariner’ 
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in the most cordial manner, and we walked towards my 
college. Clerval continued talking for some time about our 
mutual friends, and his own good fortune ın being permitted 
to come to Ingolstadt. ‘You may easily believe,’ said he, ‘how 
great was the difficulty to persuade my father that all necessary 
knowledge was not comprised in the noble art of book- 
keeping; and, indeed, I believe I left him incredulous to the 
last, for his constant answer to my unwearied entreaties was 
the same as that of the Dutch school-master in the Vicar of 
Wakefield: - “I have ten thousand florins a year without 
Greek, I eat heartily without Greek.” But his affection for me 
at length overcame his dislike of learning, and he has permitted 
me to undertake a voyage of discovery to the land of 
knowledge.’ 

‘It gives me the greatest delight to see you, but tell me how 
you left my father, brothers, and Elizabeth.” 

‘Very well, and very happy, only a little uneasy that they 
hear from you so seldom. By the by, I mean to lecture you a 
httle upon their account myself. - But, my dear Frankenstein,’ 
continued he, stopping short, and gazing tull in my face, ‘I did 
not before remark how very ill you appear, so thin and pale, 
you look as 1f you had been watching tor several nights.” 

‘You have guessed right, I have lately been so deeply 
engaged in one occupation, that I have not allowed myself 
sufficient rest, as you see. but I hope, I sincerely hope, that all 
these employments are now at an end, and that I am at length 
free.’ 

I trembled excessively, I could not endure to think of, and 
far less to allude to, the occurrences ot the preceding night I 
walked with a quick pace, and we soon arrived at my college. 
I then reflected, and the thought made me shiver, that the 
creature whom I had left in my apartment might still be there, 
alive, and walking about. I dreaded to behold this monster; 
but I feared sull more that Henry should see him. Entreating 
him, therefore, to remain a few minutes at the bottom of the 
stairs, | darted up towards my own room. My hand was 
already on the lock of the door before I recollected myself. 
I then paused; and a cold shivering came over me. I threw 
the door forcibly open, as children are accustomed to do 
when they expect a spectre to stand in waiting for them on the 
other side; but nothing appeared. I stepped fearfully in: the 
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apartment was empty, and my bedroom was also freed from 
its hideous guest I could hardly believe that so great a 
good fortune could have befallen me, but when I became 
assured that my enemy had indeed fled, | clapped my hands 
for yoy, and ran down to Clerval 


Mary Shelley 
IRANKENSTLIN (1818) 
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The Reanimated Man 


By MARY SHELLEY 


When Mary Shelley glanced at her morning newspaper on 
July 4, 1826, she could be forgiven 1f un uncanny shiver of 
recogmtion ran up her spine For there prominently reported 
on the front page was the story of un Englishman, one Roger 
Dodsworth, uho had apparently been frozen in a glacier for 
over a century and, following the recovery of his body, been 
reanimated ‘by the usual remedies’ to find himself in a world 
very different from the one be had last seen before being 
overu helemed by an avalanche To Mary, it must have seemed 
ds tf her story had somehou come true and Frankenstein’s 
creature had risen from his wy tomb! It is therefore not 
surprising to learn that she took a special interest in the 
reports and later wrote ber own version of the events 

With the passage of time, the huge success of trankenstemn 
has tended to overshadow Mary Shelley's other literary u orks, 
in particular ber short stories which, with a few exceptions, 
are little known today. in fact, her famous book was not the 
only thing she wrote that dealt uith screntifi experiments in 
general und the Frankenstein theme in particular In 1819, for 
instance, she wrote a short tale, Valernus, about a Roman 
who had died during the collapse of the Roman Empire and 
was then brought back to life over nineteen hundred years 
later to revisit his now much changed former haunts There 
was also The Moital Immortal (1834) featuring a man who 
has ceased tu age thanks to alchemy, but instead finds himself 
beset by the problems of a wife who grows older and more 
jealous as the years leave him physually and intelle: tually 
untouched. Even more striking than these is The Transtorma- 
tion (1824) m which a young man exchanges his body with a 
misshapen dwarf ~ a story to which I shall be returning later. 
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The Reanimated Man was written by Mary in October 
1826, following the reprinting of the original story in a number 
of other English newspapers and magazines and tts discussion 
by various leading scholars including Thomas Moore, William 
Cobbett and Theodore Hook. What netther she nor these men 
knew at the time was that the story had actually originated in 
a French periodical, the Journal du Commerce de Lyon, of 
June 28, 1826, and had been lifted from there by the British 
press and translated literally word for word. Four months 
later the ‘cryogeni hoax’, us it bas since been called, was 
exposed as a piece of pure fiction. But in the minds of a 
population that had not long before been amazed by the 
possibilities of creating life ay described in Muary’s novel, tt 
was perhaps not altogether surprising that the ‘reawakening’ 
of Roger Dodsworth should have been given such credence. 
Mary’s story, which has only been reprinted once since tts 
first appearance over a century ago in Yesterday and Today 
(1863), adds a fascinating new dimension to the Frankenstein 
legend and is an ideal tale with whuh to begin this 
collection... 


Ir may be remembered, that on the fourth of July last, a 
paragraph appeared ın the papers importing that Dr Hotham, 
of Northumberland, returning from Italy, over Mount St 
Gothard, a score or two of years ago, had dug out from under 
an avalanche, in the neighbourhood of the mountain, a human 
being whose animation had been suspended by the action of 
the frost. Upon the application of the usual remedies, the 
patient was resuscitated, and discovered himself to be Mr 
Dodsworth, the son of the antiquary Dodsworth, who per- 
ished in the reign of Charles I. He was thirty-seven years of 
age at the time of his inhumation, which had taken place as 
he was returning from Italy, in 1654. It was added thar as 
soon as he was sufficiently recovered he would return to 
England, under the protection of his preserver. We have since 
heard no more of him, and various plans for public benefit, 
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which have started in philanthropic minds on reading the 
statement, have already returned to their pristine nothingness. 
The antiquarian souety had eaten their way to several votes 
for medals, and had already begun, ın idea, to consider what 
prices it could afford to offer for Mr Dodsworth’s old clothes, 
and to conjecture what treasures in the way of pamphlet, old 
song, or autographic letter his pockets might contain. Poems 
from all quarters, of all kinds, elegiac, congratulatory, bur- 
lesque and allegorx, were half written Mr Godwin had 
suspended for the sake ot such authentic information the 
history of the Commonwealth he had just begun It 1s hard 
not only that the world should be baulked of these destined 
gifts from the talents of the country, but also that it should be 
promised and then deprived of a new subject of romantic 
wonder and scientific interest A novel idea 1s worth much tn 
the commonplace routine of hfe, but a new fact, an astonish- 
ment, a miracle, a palpable wandering from the course of 
things into apparent rmpossibilities, 16 a circumstance to which 
the imagination must cling with delight, and we say again 
thar it 16 hard, very hard, that Mr Dodsworth refuses to 
appear, and that the believers in his resuscitation are forced to 
undergo the sarcasms and triumphant arguments of those 
sceptics who always keep on the safe side of the hedge 

Now we do not believe that anv contradiction or impossibil 
ity as attached to the adventures of this youthful anuque 
Animation (I believe physiologists agree} can as easily be 
suspended tor an hundred or two years, as for as many 
seconds A body hermetically sealed up by the frost, is of 
necessity preserved in its pristine entireness That which ts 
totally secluded from the action of external agency, can neither 
have any thing added to nor taken away trom it no decay 
can take place, for something can never become nothing, 
under the influence of that state of bemg which we call death, 
change but not annthilation removes from ow sight the corpo- 
real atoma, the earth receives sustenance from them, the air 1s 
fed by them, each element takes its own, thus seizing forcible 
repayment of what it had lent But the elements that hovered 
round Mr Dodsworth’s icy shroud had no power to overcome 
the obstacle it presented. No zephyr could gather a hair trom 
his head, nor could the influence of dewy night or genial 
morn penetrate his more than adamantine panoply. The story 
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of the Seven Sleepers rests on a miraculous interposition — 
they slept Mr Dodsworth did not sleep, his breast never 
heaved, his pulses were stopped, death had his finger pressed 
on his lips which no breath might pass. He has removed ıt 
now, the grim shadow 1s vanquished, and stands wondering 
His victim has cast from him the frosty spell, and arises as 
perfect a man as he had lain down an hundred and fifty years 
before We have eagerly desired to be furnished with some 
particulars of his first conversations, and the mode in which 
he has learnt to adapt himself to his new scene of hfe. But 
since facts are denied to us, let us be permitted to indulge in 
conjecture What his first words were may be guessed from 
the expressions used by people exposed to shorter accidents of 
the lke nature But as his powers return, the plot thickens 
His dress had already excited Doctor Hotham’s astonishment 
— the peaked beard — the love locks — the frill, which, until it 
was thawed, stood stift under the mingled influence of starch 
and frost, his dress tashioned lke that of one ot Vandyke's 
portraits, or (a more familhar similitude) Mr Sapio’s costume 
in Winter’s Opera of the Oracle, his pointed shoes all spoke 
ot other times The curtosity of his preserver was keenly 
awake, that of Mr Dodsworth was about to be roused But to 
be enabled to conjecture with any degree of likelihood the 
tenor of his first inquiries, we must endeavour to make out 
what part he played in his former life He lived at the most 
interesfing, period of English History he was lost to the 
world when Oliver Cromwell had arrived at the summit of his 
ambition, and in the eyes of all Europe the commonwealth of 
England appeared so established as to endure for ever Charles 
l was dead, Charles I] was an outcast, a beggar, bankrupt 
even in hope Mr Dodsworth’s tather, the antiquary, received 
a salary from the republican general, | ord Fairfax, who was 
himself a great lover of antiquities, and died the very year that 
his son went to his long, but not unending sleep, a curious 
coincidence this, for it would seem that our frost preserved 
friend was returning to Fngland on his father’s death, to claim 
probably his inheritance — how short lived are human views! 
Where now 1s Mr Dodsworth’s patuumony? Where his co- 
heirs, executors, and fellow legatees? His protracted absence 
has, we should suppose, given the present possessors to his 
estate — the world’s chronology 1s an hundred and seventy 
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years older since he seceded from the busy scene, hands after 
hands have tilled his acres, and then become clods beneath 
them, we may be permitted to doubt whether one single 
particle of their surface 1s individually the same as those 
which were to have been his — the youthful soil would of itself 
reject the antique clay of its claimant 

Mr Dodsworth, 1f we may judge from the circumstance of 
his being abroad, was no zealous commonwealth’s man, yet 
his having chosen Italy as the country in which to make his 
tour and his projected return to England on his father’s death, 
renders it probable that he was no violent loyalise One of 
those men he seems to be (or to have been) who did not 
follow Cato’s advice as recorded in the Pharsalia, a party, 1f 
to be of no party admits of such a term, which Dante 
recommends us utterly to despise, and which not unseldom 
falls between the two stools, 1 seat on cither of which i5 so 
carefully avoided Stall Mr Dodsworth could hardly fail to teel 
anxious for the latest news from his nitive country at so 
critical a period, his absence might have put his own property 
in jeopardy, we may imagine therefore that after his limbs 
had telt the cheerful return of circulation, and after he had 
refreshed himself with such of earth’s products as from all 
analogy he never could have hoped to hve to eat, after he had 
been told trom what peril he had been rescued, and said a 
praver thereon which even appeared enormously long to Dr 
Hotham we may imagine, we say, that his first question 
would be ‘If iny news had arrived lately from Fngland ?” 

‘Thad Ictters yesterday,’ Di Hotham may well be supposed 
to reply 

‘Indeed,’ cries Mr Dodsworth, ‘and pray, sir has any change 
for better or worse occurred in that poor distracted country ?” 

Dr Hotham suspects a Radial, and coldly rephes ‘Why, 
sir, at would be difficult to say in what its distraction con 
sists People talk of starving manufacturers, bankruptcies, 
and the fall of the Joint Stock Companies - excrescences 
these, excrescences which will attach themselves to a state of 
full health England, in fact, was never in a more prosperous 
condition ’ 

Mr Dodsworth now more than suspects the Republican, 
and, with what we have supposed to be his accustomed 
caution, sinks for awhile his loyalry, and in a moderate tone 
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asks. ‘Do our governors look with careless eyes upon the 
symptoms of over-health ” 

‘Our governors,” answers his preserver, ‘if you mean our 
ministry, are only too alive to temporary embarrassment ’ 
(We beg Doctor Hotham’s pardon if we wrong him in making 
him a high Tory, such a quality appertains to our pure 
anticipated cognition of a Doctor, and such is the only cogni- 
vance that we have of this gentleman ) ‘It were to be wished 
that they showed themselves more firm — the king, God bless 
him! 

‘Sir? exclaims Mr Dodsworth 

Doctor Hotham continues, not aware of the excessive aston- 
ishment exhibited by his patient ‘The king, God bless him, 
spares immense sums trom his privy purse for the relief of his 
subjects, and his example has been imitated by all the aristoc- 
racy and wealth of England ° 

‘The King” ejaculates Mr Dodsworth 

‘Yes, ar, emphatically rejoins his preserver, ‘the king, and 
I am happy to sav that the prejudices that so unhappily and 
unwarrantably possessed the English people with regard to his 
Majesty are now, with 1 few’ (with added severity) ‘and I may 
say contemptible exceptions, exchanged tor dutiful love and 
such reverence as his talents, virtues, and paternal care 
deserve ’ 

‘Dear sir, vou delight me,’ replies Mr Dodsworth, while his 
loyalty late a tiny bud suddenly expands into full flower, ‘yet 
I hardly understand, the change 1s so sudden, and the man - 
Charles Stuart, King Charles, | may now call him, his murder 
is I trust execrated as it deserves ” 

Dr Hotham put his hand on the pulse of his patient he 
teared an access of delhrium from such a wandering from the 
subject The pulse was calm, and Mr Dodsworth continued 
‘That unfortunate martyr lookmg down from heaven 1s, | 
trust, appeased by the reverence paid to his name and the 
prayers dedicated to his memory No sentiment, | think [ may 
venture to assert, 1s so general in England as the compassion 
and love in which the memory of that hapless monarch 15 
held ?” 

‘And his son, who now reigns? ~’ 

“Surely, sir, you forget, no son, that of course 1s impossible. 
No descendant of his fills the English throne, now worthily 


The Reantmated Man 19 


occupied by the house of Hanover The despicable race of the 
Stuarts, long outcast and wandering, 1s now extinct, and the 
last days of the last Pretender to the crown of that family 
justified in the eyes of the world the sentence which ejected it 
from the kingdom for ever ’ 

Such must have been Mr Dodsworth’s first lesson in politics 
Soon, to the wonder of the preserver and preserved, the real 
state of the case must have been revealed, for a time, the 
strange and tremendous circumstance of his long trance may 
have threatened the wits of Mr Dodsworth with a total 
overthrow He had, as he crossed Mount Saint Gothard, 
mourned a father now every human being he had ever seen 
dust, each vore he had ever heard is mute The very sound of 
the Fnglish tongue 1s changed, as his experience m conversa 
tion with Dr Hotham assures him Empires, religions, races of 
men have probably sprung up or faded, his own patrimony 
(the thought 1s idle, yet, without it, how can he live?) is sunk 
into the thirsty gulph that gapes ever greedy to swallow the 
past, his learning, his acquirements, are probablv obsolete, 
with a bitter smile he chinks to himsclf, I must take to my 
father’s profession, and turn antiquary The familiar objects, 
thoughts, and habies of my boyhood, are now intiquines He 
wonders where the hundred and sixty folio volumes of MS 
that his father had compiled, and which, as a lad, he had 
regarded with religious reverence, now are — where - ah, 
where? His favourite plhiy mate, the friend of his later years, 
his destined and lovely bride, tears Jong trozen are uncon 
gealed, and flow down his young old cheeks 

But we do not wish to be pathetic , surely since the days of 
the patriarchs, no fur lady had her death mourned by her 
lover so many vears after it had taken place Necessity, tyrant 
of the world, in some degree reconales Mr Dodsworth to his 
face At first he is persuaded that the later generation of man 
is much deteriorated fiom his contemporaries, they are neither 
so tall, so handsome, nor so intelligent Then by degrees he 
begins to doubt his first impression The ideas that had taken 
possession of his brain before his accident, and which had 
been frozen up for so many years, begin to thaw and dissolve 
away, making room for others. He dresses himself ın the 
modern style, and does not object much to anything except 
the neck-cloth and hardboarded hat He admires the texture 
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of his shoes and stockings, and looks with admiration on a 
smal] Genevese watch, which he often consults, as if he were 
not yet assured that tıme had made progress in its accustomed 
manner, and as if he should find on its dial plate ocular 
demonstration that he had exchanged his thirty-seventh year 
for his two hundredth and upwards, and had left A.D. 1654 
far behind to find himself suddenly a beholder of the ways of 
men in this enlightened nineteenth century. His curiosity 1» 
insatiable, when he reads, his eyes cannot purvey fast enough 
to his mind, and every now and then he lights upon some 
inexplicable passage, some discovery and knowledge famıhar 
to us, but undreamed of in hts days, that throws him into 
wonder and interminable reverie. Indeed, he may be supposed 
to pass much of his time in that state, now and then interrupt- 
ing himselt with a royalist song against old Noll and the 
Roundheads, breaking off suddenly, and looking round fear- 
tully to see who were his auditors, and on beholding the 
modern appearance of his friend the Doctor, sighing to think 
that it 1s no longer of import to any, whether he sing a 
cavalier catch or a puritanic psalm 

It were an endless task to develop all the philosophn ideas 
to which Mr Dodsworth’s resuscitation naturally gives birth. 
We should lke much to converse with this gentleman, and 
stall more to observe the progress of his mind, and the change 
of his ideas in his very novel situation. If he be a sprightly 
youth, tond of the shows of the world, careless of the higher 
human pursuits, he may proceed summarily to cast into the 
shade all trace of his former life, and endeavour to merge 
himself at once into the stream of humanity now flowing. It 
would be curious enough to observe the mistakes he would 
make, and the medley of manners which would thus be 
dHe may think to enter into active life, become whig 

Mchnations lead, and get a seat in the, even to 
Mad chapel of St Stephens. He may content 
urd contemplative philosopher, and find suffi- 

w@Vanind in tracing the march of the human 
which have been wrought m the disposi- 
wers of mankind. Will he be an advocate 
etertoration ? He must admire our manu- 
fs of science, the diffusion of knowledge, 
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men. Will he find any individuals to be compared to the 
glorious spirits of his day? Moderate ın his views as we have 
supposed him to be, he will probably fall at once into the 
temporising tone of mind now so much in vogue. He will be 
pleased to find a calm ın politics; he will greatly admire the 
ministry who have succeeded 1n conciliating almost all parties 
— to find peace where he left feud. The same character which 
he bore a couple of hundred years ago, will imfluence him 
now; he will sell be the moderate, peaceful, unenthustastic 
Mr Dodsworth that he was 1n 1647. 

For notwithstanding education and circumstances may suf- 
fice to direct and form the rough material of the mind, tt 
cannot create, nor give intellect, noble aspiration, and ener- 
getic constancy where dullness, wavering of purpose, and 
grovelling desires, are stamped by nature. Entertaining this 
belief we have (to forget Mr Dodsworth fur awhile) often 
made conjectures how such and such heroes of antiquity 
would act, if they were reborn im these times and then 
awakened fancy has gone on to imagine that some of them 
are reborn, that according to the theory explained by Virgil in 
his sixth Aterd, every thousand years the dead return to life, 
and their souls endued with the same sensibilities and capaci- 
ties as before, are turned naked of knowledge into this world, 
again to dress their skeleton powers in such habiliments as 
situation, education, and experience will furnish. Pythagoras, 
we are told, remembered many transmigrations of this sort, as 
having occurred to himself, though tor a philosopher he made 
very httle use of his anterior memories It would prove an 
instructive school for kings and statesmen, and in fact for all 
human beings, called on as they are, to play their part on the 
stage of the world, couid they remember what they had been. 
Thus we might obtain a glimpse ot heaven and of hell, as, the 
secret of our former tdentity confined to our own bosoms, we 
winced or exulted in the blame or praise bestowed on our 
former selves. While the love of glory and posthumous reputa- 
tion 1s as natural to man as his attachment to life itself. he 
must be, under such a state of things, tremblingly alive to the 
historic records of his honour or shame. The mild spirit of 
Fox would have been soothed by the recollection that he had 
played a worthy part as Marcus Antoninus - the former 
experiences of Alcibiades or even of the emasculated Steeny of 
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James I might have caused Sheridan to have refused to tread 
over again the same path of dazzling but Heeting brilhancy. 
The soul of our modern Corinna would have been purified 
and exalted by a consciousness that once it had given life to 
the form of Sappho. It at the present moment the witch, 
memory, were 1n a freak, to cause all the present generation 
to recollect that some ten centuries back they had been 
somebody else, would not several ot our free chinking martyrs 
wonder to find that they had suffered as Christians under 
Domitian, while the judge as he passed sentence would sud- 
denly become aware, that tormerly he had condemned the 
saints of the early church to the torture, for not renouncing 
the religion he now upheld - nothing but benevolent actions 
and real goodness would come pure out of the ordeal While 
it would be whimsical to perceive how some great men in 
parish aftairs would strut under the consciousness that their 
hands had once held a sceptre, an honest artizan or pilfering 
domestic. would find that he was little altered by being trans 
formed into an idle noble or director of a joint stock company , 
in every way we may suppose that the humble would be 
exalted, and the noble and the proud would feel their stars 
and honours dwindle into baubles and child’s play when they 
called to mind the lowly stations they had once occupied If 
philosophical novels were in fashion, we conceive an excellent 
one might be written on the development of the same mind in 
various stations, in different periods of the world’s history 

But to return to Mr Dodsworth, and indeed with a few 
more words to bid him farewell We entreat him no longer to 
bury himself in obscurity, or, 1f he modestly decline publuiry, 
we beg him to make himself known personally to us We have 
a thousand inquires to make, doubts to clear up, facts to 
ascertain If any fear that old habits and strangeness of 
appearance will make him ridiculous to those accustomed to 
associate with modern exquisites, we beg to asgute him that 
we are not given to ridicule mere outward shows, and that 
worth and intrinsic excellence will always claim gur respect. 

This we say, if Mr Dodsworth 1s alive Perhaps he is again 
no more Perhaps he opened his eyes only to shyt them again 
more obstinately , perhaps his ancient clay could not thrive on 
the harvests of these latter days. After a little wonder, a little 
shuddering to find himself the dead alive — finding no affinity 
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between himself and the present state of things - he has 
bidden once more an eternal farewell to the sun. Followed to 
his grave by his preserver and the wondering villagers, he may 
sleep the true death-sleep in the same valley where he so long 
reposed. Doctor Hotham may have erected a simple tablet 
over his twice-buried remains, inscribed ~ 


To the Memory of R. Dodsworth, 
An Englishman, 
Born April 1, 1617; Died July 16, 1826, Aged 209. 


An inscription which, if it were preserved during any termble 
convulsion that caused the world to begin its hte again, would 
occasion many learned disquisitions and ingenious theories 
concerning a race which authentic records showed to have 
secured the privilege of attaining so vast an age. 


The Mummy 


By JANE WEBB 


Frankenstein was still gaining new readers by the thousands 
when another teenage girl wrote a sensational novel about 
reanimation, The Mummy! A Tale of the Twenty-Second 
Century. which was published in 1827 in three volumes. The 
authoress, Jane Webb (1807--1858), bad set out to write the 
novel because she was, quite literally, penniless. Still only 
nineteen, she had just lost ber father and decided the only 
course open to someone of her genteel upbringing was to 
create a bestselling novel in the manner of her contemporaries 
Ann Radcliffe. Elizabeth Inchbald and, of course, Mary Shel- 
ley, all of whom had made fortunes from their books. The 
result was a melange of thrills, pathos, heroism and not a 
little scienttfic prophecy all surrounding the reanimation of 
the Ancient Egyptian pharaoh Cheops in the year 2126. 

Apart from tts breathless prose, wooden charactertsation 
and stilted dialogue, not to mention frequent implausible 
twists in the plot, The Mummy nonetheless makes fascinating 
reading because of its mgentous picture of a future feminist 
England ‘when the country enjoyed peace and tranquility 
under the absolute dominion of a female sovereign.’ Readers 
also soon discover that mechanical inventions - mostly pow- 
ered by steam or electricity — have made life much easter for 
everyone. The weather and agriculture are now completely 
under man’s control, robot doctors look after the sick, and 
mechanical judges and lawyers take care of justi¢e. Television 
provides the primary means of communication, while air 
travel in giant balloons 1s commonplace. Among the central 
figures in the story are Dr Entwerfen, ‘a clownish genus’; the 
hero, Edric; and their man-servant Gregory. It ts this trio's 
plan to fly to Egypt and there revive the body of the long- 
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dead pharaoh to prove the efficiency of an electrical reantma- 
tron machine which Dr Entwerfen has invented. But when this 
1s achieved — not without problems — Cheops escapes by 
balloon and flies to Fngland where be becomes involved in 
the power struggle for the throne. Some six hundred pages 
later, the pharaoh finally returns to his pyramid in Egypt, 
leaving behind an England once more functioning as a benevo- 
lent female monarchy. For this creature there ts a happy 
ending. 

Everett Blender, the historian of early sctence fiction, bas 
described The Mummy as ‘a strange stew’ and wrote m The 
Arkham Sampler (Spring 1949) - ‘It is the remnants of Franken- 
stein rehashed, where man 1s again earnestly adjured not to 
meddle scientifically with things beyond Ins power, where the 
mummy of Cheops, revived by unholv sctence, serves as does 
the monster m Frankenstein as an active albatross, throttling 
the dabbler’ Copies of the novel are now extremely rare 
despite the popularity it enjoyed among readers who had 
discovered embryo ‘science fiction’ in Frankenstein. However, 
l am fortunate in possessing an edition and have selected for 
reprintng here the crucial episode m whiuh the mummy is 
revived. | the her sensational Gothe story, Jane Webb deserves 
to be better known todav. In the few biogrupbual notes 
about her career that can be found, The Mummy receives 
rather less attention than the fact that she married an admirer 
she met as a result of the book - one John Claudius Loudon, 
an expert on horticulture - and thereafter devoted her tt riting 
life to producing a series of popular books about 
gurdening ! 


No event of any importance occurred to our travellers in the 
course of their aerial voyage. They were too well provided 
with all kinds of necessaries to have any occasion to rest by 
the way, and in an incredibly short space of time they were 
hovering over Egypt. Different, however, how different from 
the Egypt of the nineteenth century, was the fernle country 
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which now lay hke a map beneath their feet! Improvement 
had turned her gigantic steps towards its once deserted 
plains; Commerce had waved her magic wand; and towns 
and cities, manufactaries and canals, spread in all directions. 
No more did the Nile overflow its banks: a thousand chan- 
nels were cut to receive its waters. No longer did the moving 
sands of the Desert rise in mughty waves, threatening to 
overwhelm the wayworn traveller: macadamized turnpike 
roads supplied their place, over which post-chatses, with 
anti-attritioned wheels, bowled at the rate of fifteen miles 
an hour. Steam boats glided down the canals, and furnaces 
raised their smoky heads amidst groves of palm trees; whilst 
iron railways intersected orange groves, and plantations of 
dates and pomegranates might be seen bordering excava- 
tions intended tor coal pits. Colonies of English and Amenrt- 
cans peopled the country, and produced a population that 
swarmed hke bees over the land, and surpassed in numbers, 
even the wondrous throngs of the ancient Mizraim race, 
whilst industry and science changed desolation into plenty, 
and had converted barren plains into tertile kingdoms. 

Amidst all these revolutions, however, the Pyramids still 
raised their gigantic forms, towering to the sky; unchanged, 
unchangeable, grand, simple, and immoveable, fit symbols of 
that majestic nature they were intended to represent, and 
seeming to look down with contempt upon the ephemeral 
structures with which they were surrounded; as though they 
would have said, had utterance been permitted to them - 
‘Avaunt, ye nothings of the day! Respect our dignity and sink 
into your original obscurity, for, know that we alone are 
monarchs of the plains.’ Indestructible, however, as they had 
proved themselves, even their granite sides had not been able 
entirely to resist the corroding influence of the smoke with 
which they were now surrounded, and a slight crumbling 
announced the first outward symptom of decay. Stull, however, 
though blackened and disfigured, they shone stupendous monu- 
ments of former greatness; and Edric and hig tutor gazed 
upon them with an awe that for some moments deprived 
them of utterance. 

The doctor, however, who was too fond of reasoning ever 
long to remain willingly silent, after surveying them a few 
minutes, broke forth as follows: ‘What noble piles! What 
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majesty and grandeur they display in their formation, and yet 
what dignified simplicity! Can the imagination of man con- 
ceive anything more sublime than the thought that they have 
stood thus, frowning tn awful magnificence, perhaps since the 
very creation of the world, without equals, without even 
competitors — mocking the feeble efforts of man to divine 
their origin, and seeing generation after generation pass away, 
whilst they scl remain immutable, and involved in the same 
deep and unfathomable mystery as at first ” 

‘It 1s very strange,” observed Fdric, ‘that, in this age of 
speculation and discovery, nothing certain should be known 
concerning them ’ 

‘It 1s,’ rcturned the doctor ‘but the thick mysterious veil 
thar has rested upon them for so many ages, seems not 
intended to be removed by mortal hands Thev remind one of 
the sublime inscription upon the temple of the goddess, Isis, 
at Sais “Eam whatever was, whatever is, and whatever shall 
be, but no mortal has, as vet, presumed to raise the veil that 
covers me `’ 

‘Yout quotation is apt, doctor, resumed Edric, ‘for both 
relate to Nature Indced, Nature appears to be the deity which 
the ancient Egyptians worshipped, under all the various forms 
in which she presents herself, and their strange and animal 
deities were but revercnced 1s her symbols It was Nature 
which they worshipped as Isis, it was Nature that was typified 
in the Pyramids, and the good taste of the Fgvptians made 
them prefer the simple, rhe majestic and the sublime, in those 
works which they destined to last for ages formerly, from 
the immensity of their population, and high state of their 
civilization, labour was so divided, and consequently so lght- 
ened, that multtudes were enabled to exist exempt from toil 
These persons, devoting themselves to study, became initiati, 
ind either enrolled themselves amongst the priesthood, or 
passed their lives in making themselves masters of the most 
abstract sciences The consequences were natural they fol- 
lowed up the ramifications of creation to then original source, 
they penetrated into the most profound secrets of Nature, 
and traced all her wonders in her works aware, however, 
of the taste of the vulgar for anything above their compre- 
hension, and of the natural craving of the human mind for 
mystery, they wrapped the discoveries they had made in a deep 
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impenetrable veil, and concealed awful and sublime significa- 
tions under the meanest and most disgusting images.’ 

‘You are right,’ said the doctor, ‘in your observations upon 
the religion of the ancient Egyptians; but it does not appear 
to me that the Pyramids were erected by them.’ 

‘What! I suppose you draw your conclusions from the want 
of hieroglyphics in their principal chambers; and, from what 
Herodotus says of their having been erected by a shepherd, 
you think thev were the work of the Pallic race.’ 

‘No; though F allow much may be said in favour of that 
hypothesis, particularly as Herodotus says the kings under 
whom they were erected, ordered all the Egyptian temples to 
be closed, which we know the shepherd or Pallic sovereigns 
did; but I cannot imagine that an ignorant, Goth-like race of 
shepherds, men accustomed to live in tents or in the open air, 
and possessing no talents but for war, were capable of con- 
structing such immense piles. No, no, the Pyramids required 
gigantic conceptions, highly cultivated minds, and unwearied 
perseverance; all qualities quite incompatible with a warhke 
wandering race. I do not think the Palli were capable of 
imagining such structures, much less of constructing them. | 
think they were the work of evil spirits.’ 

‘Evil spirits!’ exclaimed Edrıc. 

‘Yes,’ returned the doctor. ‘We are told that the evil spirits, 
after their expulsion from Paradise, were under the command 
of the Sdlran, or Soliman Giam ben Giam, as he is called by 
Arabic writers, but who ıs supposed to have been the same as 
Cheops; and [ think that he employed them in this vast 
work.’ 

‘I do not know by what analysis etymologists can draw the 
name of Cheops from that of Giam ben Giam’ responded 
Edric, ‘but supposing che fact to be correct, that they desig- 
nated the same person, I think it only proves more strongly 
my hypothesis; for the Palli came from Mount Caucasus, 
where the evil spirits were said to have been enchained, and if 
Cheops was a Pallic king, it is possible the Egyptians might 
poetically call their conquerors evil spirits.’ 

‘That is a good idea, Edric; though I do not think it by any 
means certain that Cheops was a Pallic king. However, we 
shall soon be able to see his tomb, and judge for ourselves; 
for we have now approached near enough to the Pyramids to 
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descend. Foh! what a smoke and what a noise! It 15 enough to 
rouse the mummies from their slumbers before their appointed 
time, and without the aid of galvanism. Have you opened the 
valves, Edric? Oh yes! I perceive we are getting lower; we 
will not lose a moment before we visit the Pyramid. But what 
a crowd of brutes are assembled to witness our arrival! They 
stare as though they had never seen a balloon before Egypt is 
certainly a fine country, but the inhabitants are a century 
behind us in avilization ’ 

An immense crowd had gathered together to witness the 
descent of our travellers, and they did indeed stand staring, 
lost in stupid astomshmenr at the strange sight that presented 
itself, for though the Fgyptian people had occasionally seen 
balloons, they had never before beheld one made of Indian 
rubber The odd figure of the doctor, too, amused them 
exceedingly, as he sat wrapt up in the most dignified manner 
in an asbestos cloak, his bob-wig pushed a little on one side 
from the heat of the weather and the warmth of his argument, 
his round, red, oily face attenypting to look solemn, and his 
little fat. punchy figure trying to assume an air of majesty 
The Egyptians were amazingly struck with this apparition, 
and being, like most colonists, somewhat conceited and not 
very ceremomious in their manners, they looked at him a few 
minutes in silence, and then burst mto immoderate fits of 
laughter 

The doctor was exceedingly indignant at this rude reception, 
and rising, shook his hst at them in anger, a manoeuvre that 
only redoubled the mirth of the unpolished Egyptians, whose 
peals of laughter now became so tremendous, that they actu- 
ally shook the skies, and occasioned a most unpleasant vibra- 
non in the balloon Fdric, who was almost as much annoved 
as the doctor, had yet sufficient self-command to continue 
calmly making preparations for his descent, and without 
taking the least notice of the crowd below, he screwed the top 
upon the propelling vapour-bottle, he let the inflammable air 
escape from the balloon, which rapidly collapsed as they 
approached the earth, and throwing out their patent spring 
grappling-trons, they caught one of the lower stones of the 
Great Pyramid, and in a few moments the car in which our 
travellers were sitting, was safely moored at a convenient 
distance from the earth for them to alight. Fdric now unloosed 
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the descending ladder, and reverentially assisted the doctor, 
who was encumbered with his long cloak, to reach terra firma 
in safety — amidst the bustle and exclamations of the crowd, 
who thronged round them, expressing their wonder and aston- 
ishment audibly, in broad Fnglish 

‘Where the deuce did this spring from?’ cited one, ‘the car 
would load a waggon" 

‘And what 1s gone with the balloon® said another, ‘it is 
clean vanished ” 

‘Well, I never saw such a thing in all my life before" 
exclaimed a third, ‘I think they must be come from the 
moon’ 

‘Hush! hush” cried an old gentleman bustling amongst 
them, who seemed as one having authority ‘What's the 
matter ? What’s the matter *” 

‘We are strangers, Sir,’ said Edr, advancing and addressing 
him ‘We come herc to see the wonders of your country, and 
we wish to explore the Pyramids — but the reception we have 
met with —’ 

‘Say no more — say no more! interrupted the worthy 
justice, for such he was ‘Get about your business, you rapscal 
lions, or lIl read the mot act! Here, Gregory, call out the 
posse comitatus, and set a guard of constables to keep watch 
over these gentlemen’s balloon, whilst they go to explore the 
Pyramids Eh, but where is the balloon? I don't see it I hope 
neither Of the gentlemen has put it in his pocket” laughing at 
his own wit 

‘No, Sir,’ returned Fdrie, smiling, ‘though it 1s a fear which 
might easily be accomplished, for that ts ovr balloon,’ pointing 
to the caoutchouc bottle, now shrunk to its original 
dimensions 

‘Very strange, that!’ said the justice, ‘very curious, very 
curious indeed! Well, gentlemen, if you wish to proceed 
immediately, you'll want a guide of course These cottages at 
the foot of the Pyramids are all inhabited by guides, who get 
their living by showing the sights They are sad rogues, most 
of them, but I can recommend you to one who ıs a very 
honest man. Here, Samuel,’ continued he, knockmmg against a 
smail door, ‘Samuel, | say" 

Samuel made his appearance, in the guise of a tall, raw- 
boned, stupid-looking fellow, with a pair of immensely broad 
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stooping shoulders, which looked as though he could have 
relieved Atlas occasionally of his burthen, without much 
trouble to himself Coming forth from his hut in an awkward 
shambling pace, he scratched his head, and demanded what 
his honour was pleased to want 

‘You must show these gentlemen the Pyramids,’ said the 
justice 

‘Ay, that I will with pleasure" returned Samuel ‘I’ve got 
my living by showing them these fitty years, man and boy, 
ind I know every crink and cranny of them, though Pm old 
now and somewhat lame So walk this way, gentlemen ° 

‘We are very much obliged to you, Sir,’ said the doctor, 
bowing to the justice, who was in fact one of those good- 
natured, busy, bustling men, who are always betrer pleased to 
transact any other petson’s business than their own, and are 
never so happy as when a new arrival gives them an opportu 
nity of showing off their consequence Indeed, there is a 
pleasure in showing wonders to a stringer, that only those 
who hase little else to occupy thar minds can properly 
estimate a man of this kind feels his self love gratified by the 
superiority his local knowledge gives him over a stranger, and 
as its, perhaps, the only chance he ever can have of showmg 
supenoritv, they must be unreasonable who blame him for 
making the most of it Justice Ereemantle was accordingly 
exceedingly delighted with travellers who seemed disposed to 
submit ımphatly to his dictation, ind he returned a most 
gracious reply to the doctor’s thanks 

‘Don’t mention it! Don’t mention it, my dear Sir! sard he, 
‘lam never so happy as when | can make myself usetul Is 
there any thing clse lcan do for vou? You may command me, 
l assure you, and you taay depend upon it, no injury shall be 
done to your luggage, whilst you are away ” 

‘What a very civil, obliging, good natured old gentleman" 
said the doctor, as they walked towards the entrance of the 
Pyramids, ‘I declare he almost reconciles me to the country, 
though, I own, } thought at first the people were the greatest 
brutes 1 had ever met with ` 

‘Which Pyramid does your honour wish to see? asked the 
guide 

‘That which contains the tomb of Cheops, man” cried the 
doctor solemnly, who, encumbered with his long cloak, and 
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loaded with his walking-stick and galvanic battery, had some 
difficulty in getting on 

‘Won’t your honour let me carry that pole and that box” 
said the man, ‘you'd get on a surprising deal better, if you 
would ’ 

‘Avaunt, wretch" exclaimed the doctor, ‘nor offer to touch 
with thy profane fingers the immortal instruments of science ’ 

The man stared, but fell back, and the whole party walked 
on in perfect silence 

In the mean time, Edric had advanced before his compan 
ions, completely lost in meditation A crowd of conflicting 
thoughts rushed through his mind, and now, when he found 
himself at the very goal of his wishes, the daring nature of the 
purpose he had so long entertained, seemed to strike him for 
the first trme, and he trembled at the consequences that might 
attend the completion of his desires With his arms folded on 
his breast, he stood gazing on the Pyramids, whilst his ideas 
wandered uncontrolled through the boundless regions of 
space 

‘And what am I,’ thought he, ‘weak, feeble worm that I am 
who dare seek to penctrate into the awful secrets of my 
Creator? Why should I wish to restore animation to a body 
now resting in the quiet of the tomb? What right have Í to 
renew the struggles, the pains, the cares, and the anxieties of 
mortal hfe? How can I tell the feartul effects that may be 
produced by the gratification of my unearthly longing? May 1 
not revive a creature whose wickedness may involve mankind 
in misery ? And what if my experiment should fail, and sf the 
moment when I expect my rash wishes to be accomplished, 
the hand of Almighty vengeance should strike me to the earth, 
and heap molten fire on my brain to punish my presumption" 

The sound of human vores, as the doctor and the guide 
approached, grated harshly on the nerves of Edric, already 
overstrained by the awful nature of the thoughts in which he 
had been indulging, and he turned away involuntarily, to 
escape the interruption he dreaded, quite forgetting for the 
moment from whom the sounds most probably proceeded 

‘Lord have mercy on us" said the guide, ‘I declare that 
gentleman looks as if he were beside himself, and see there if 
he hasn’t walked right by the entrance to the Pyramid without 
seeing it! Sir! Sir! halloed he 
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Excessively annoyed, but recalled to his recollection by 
these shouts, Edric returned. 

‘These Pyramids are wonderful piles,’ said the doctor, as he 
stumbled forward to meet him. ‘I really had no adequate 
conception of the enormity of their sive. They did not even 
look half so large at a distance as they do now.’ 

‘Immense masses seldom do,’ replied Edric, compelling 
himself with difficulty to speak 

‘True,’ returned the doctor, ‘the simplicity and umformuty 
of their figures deceive the eyes, and it 15 only when we 
approach them that we feel their stupendous magnitude and 
our own insignificance 

‘They give an amazing idea of the grandeur of the ancient 
kings of Egypt,” said Fdric, withour exactly knowing what he 
was saying. ‘Their palaces must have been superb, if they had 
such mausoleums.’ 

‘How absurdly you reason, Edric” rephed the doctor peev- 
ishly, for, being annoved with his burthens and his cloak, he 
was not in a humour to bear contradiction. ‘I thought we had 
settled that question before. In the first place, I think it very 
doubtful whether the Fgyptians had anything to do with the 
building of these monuments; and 1f they had, I believe they 
were meant for temples, not mausoleums, and in the next 
place, even tf they were intended tor tombs, their greatness 
affords no argument for the splendour of the surrounding 
palaces, as the Fgyptians were celebrated tor the superiority 
of their burying-places, and for the immense surns they ex- 
pended upon them Indeed, you know, ancient writers sav 
they went so far as to call the houses of the living only inns, 
whilst they considered tombs as everlasting habitations — a 
circumstance, by the way, that strongly corroborates mv 
hypothesis, at least as tar as their opinions go; as it seems to 
imply that both soul and body were designed to remain there.’ 

They had now entered the Pyramid, and were proceeding 
with infinite difficulty along a low, dark, narrow passage. 

‘Observe, Edric,’ said the doctor, ‘how the difficulty and 
obscurity of these winding passages confirm my opmion you 
know, the religion of the ancient Egyptians, like that of the 
ancient Hindoos, was one of penances and personal priva- 
tions; and, granting that to be the case, what can be more 
simple than that the passages the smutiat: had to traverse 
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before they reached the adyrum, should be painful and difficult 
of access Besides this, as, you know, the bones of a bull, no 
doubt those of the god Apis, were found in a sarcophagus ın 
the second Pyramid, ıt seems probable that it was sacred to 
his worship and its vicinity to the Nile, which was indispensa 
ble to the temples of Apis, as, when ıt was ume for him to dic, 
he was drowned in its waters, confirms the fact Indeed, I am 
only surprised that any human being, possessing a grain of 
common sense, can entertain a single doubt upon the subject ’ 

‘How do you account for the tomb we are about to visit 
being placed in the Pyramid, 1f you think they were only 
designed for temples >’ asked Fdric 

‘The question is futile,’ said the doctor ‘A strange fancy 
prevatied in former times, that burying the dead in consecrated 
places, particularly in temples intended tor divine worship, 
would scare wav the evil spirits, and the practice actually 
prevailed in England even as lately as the nineteenth or 
twentieth century Indeed, it was nor till after the country had 
been almost depopulated by the dreadfully intectious disease 
which prevailed about two hundred years ago, that 1 law was 
passed to prevent the interment ot the dead in London, and 
that those previously buried in and near the churches there, 
were exhumed and placed in cemeteries beyond the walls ’ 

Edric did not reply, for in fact his ideas were so absorbed 
by the solemn object betore him, that it was paintul for him 
to speak; and the doctor's ill timed reasonmg created such an 
irritation ot his nerves, that he found it required the utmost 
exertion of his selt command to endure it patiently The 
passage they were traversing, now became higher and wider, 
shelving off occasionally into chambers or recesses on each 
side, till they approached a kind of vestibule, in the centre of 
which yawned a deep, dark, gloomy looking cavity, hke a 
well 

“We must descend that shaft,’ said the guide, ‘and that will 
lead us to the tomb of King Cheops, but as the road 15 dark, 
and rather dangerous, we had better, each of us, take a torch ’ 

As he spoke, he drew some torches from a mche where they 
were deposited, and began to illuminate them fram his own 
The red glare of the torches flashed fearfully on the massive 
walls of the Pyramid, throwing part of their enormous masses 
into deep shadow, as they rose in solemn and sublime dignity 
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around, and seemed frowning upon the presumptuous mortals 
who had dared to invade their recesses, whilst the deep pit 
beneath their feet seemed to yawn wide to engulf them in tts 
abyss Edric’s heart beat thick ıt throbbed till he even fancied 
its pulsations audible, and a strange, mysterious thrilling of 
anxiety, mingled with a wild, undefinable delight, ran through 
his frame A few short hours, and his wishes would be 
gratified, or set at rest for ever The doctor and the guide had 
already begun to descend, and their figures seemed changed 
and unearthly as the gleams of the torches fell upon them 
Edric gazed for a moment, and then followed with feelings 
worked up almost to frenzy by the over-excitement of his 
nerves, whilst the hollow sounds that re echoed from the 
walls, as they struck against them in their descent, thrilled 
through his whole frame 

No one spoke, and after proceeding for some ume along 
the narrow path, or rather ledge, formed on the sides of the 
cavity, which gradually shelved downwards, the guide sud- 
denly stopped, and touching a secret spring, a solid block of 
granite slowly detached itself from the wall, and, rising majesti- 
cally hke the portcullis of an ancient fortress, showed the 
entrance to 1 dark and dreary cave The guide advanced, 
followed by our travellers, into a gloomy vaulted apartment, 
where long vistas of ponderous arches stretched on every 
side, oll their termination was lost in darkness, and gave a 
feeling of immensity ind obscurity to the scene 

‘T will wait here,’ said the guide, ‘and here, if you please, 
you had better leave your torches That avenue will lead vou 
to the tomb ` 

The travellers obeyed, and the guide, placing himself in a 
recess in the wall, ext nguished all the torches except one, 
whirh he shrouded so as to leave the travellers in total 
darkness Nothing could be now more terrfe than their 
situation immured in the recesses of the tomb, involved in 
darkness, and their bosoms throbbing with hopes that they 
scarcely dared avow even to themselves, with faltering steps 
they proceeded slowly along the path the guide had pointed 
out, shuddering even at the hollow echo of their own footsteps, 
which alone broke the solemn silence that reigned throughout 
these fearful regions of terror and the tomb. 

Suddenly, a vivid light flashed upon them, and, as they 
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advanced, they found it proceeded from torches placed ın the 
hands of two colossal figures, who, placed in a sitting posture, 
seemed guarding an enormous portal, surmounted by the 
image of a fox, the constant guardian of an Egyptian tomb. 
The immense dimensions and air of grandeur and repose 
about these coloss: had something in it very imposing; and 
our travellers felt a sensation of awe creep over them as they 
gazed upon their calm unmoved features, so strikingly emblem- 
atic of that immutable nature which they were doubtless 
placed there to typify. 

It was with feelings of indescribable solemnity, that the 
doctor and Edric passed through this majestic portal, and 
found themselves in an apartment gloomily illumined by the 
light shed faintly from an tnner chamber, through ponderous 
brazen gates beautifully wrought. The light thus feebly emit- 
ted, showed that the room in which they stood was dedicated 
to Typhon, the evil spirit, as his fierce and savage types 
covered the walls, and images of his symbols, the crocodile 
and the dragon, placed beneath the shadow of the brazen 
gates, and dimly seen by the imperfect light, seemed starting 
into life, and grimly to forbid the farther advance of the 
intruders. Our travellers shuddered, and opening with trem- 
bling hand the ponderous gates, they entered the tomb of 
Cheops. 

In the centre of the chamber, stood a superb, highly orna- 
mented sarcophagus of alabaster, beautifully wrought. over 
this hung a lamp of wondrous workmanship, supplied by a 
potent mixture, so as to burn for ages unconsumed, thus 
awfully lighting up with perpetual flame the solemn mansions 
of the dead, and typitying life eternal even in the silent tomb. 
Around the room, on marble benches, were arranged mum- 
mies simply dried, apparently those of slaves, and close to the 
sarcophagus was placed one contained in a case, which the 
doctor approached to examine. This was supposed to be that 
of Sores, the confidant and prime-minister of Cheops. The 
chest that enclosed the body was splendidly ornamented with 
embossed gilt leather, whilst the parts not otherwise covered 
were stained with red and green curiously blenddd, and of a 
vivid brightness. 

The mighty Phtah, the Jupiter of the Egyptians, spread 
its widely extended wings over the head, grasping ın his 
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monstrous claws a ring, the emblem of etermty , whilst below, 
the vulture-form of Rhea proclaimed the deceased a votary 
of that powerful deity, and on the sides were innumerable 
hieroglyphics The doctor removed the lid, and shuddered 
as the crimson tinge of the cverlasting Jamp fell upon the 
hideous and distorted features thus suddenly exhibited to view 
This sepulchral light, indeed, added unspeakable horror to 
the scene, and its peculiar glare threw such a wild and demo- 
mac expression on the dark lines and ghastly lineaments of 
the mummues, that even the doctor felt his spirits depressed, 
and a supernatural dread creep over his mind as he gazed 
upon them 

In the mean ume, tdri had stood gazing upon the sarcopha- 
gus of Cheops, the sides of which were beautifully sculptured 
with groups of figures, which, from the peculiar light thrown 
upon them, seemed to possess all the force and reality of life 
On one side was icpresented an armed and youthful warrior 
bearing off in his arms a beautiful female, on whom he gazed 
with the most passionate fondness Fle was pursued by a 
crowd of people and soldiers, who seemed to be rending the 
air with vehement exclamations against his violence, and 
endeavouring in vain to arrest his progress, whilst im the 
background appeared an old man, who was tearing his hair 
and wringing his hinds in inettectual rage against the 
ravisher 

The other side presented the same old man wresthng with 
the vouthful warrior, who had just overpowered and stabbed 
him, the helpless victim raising his withered hands and failing 
eyes to Heaven as he fell, as though to implore vengeance 
upon his murderer, whilst the crimson current was fast ebbing 
from his bosom The dying look and agony of the old man 
were forcibly depicted, whilst upon the features of the youthful 
warrior glowed the turv of a demon 

The sarcophagus was supported by the hon, emblem of 
royalty, the symbol of the solar god Horus, and above ıt sat 
the majest hawk of Osiris, gazing upwards, and unmindful 
of the subtle crocodile of Typhon, that, crouching under its 
feet, was just about to serze ity breast in its enormous jaws, 
Neither of the cravellers had as yet spoken, for it seemed like 
sacrilege to disturb the awful stillness that prevailed even by a 
whisper Indeed, the solemn aspect of the chamber thrilled 
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through every nerve, and they moved slowly, gliding along 
with noiseless steps as though they feared prematurely to 
break the slumbers of the mighty dead it contained They 
gazed, however, with deep, but undehnable interest upon the 
sculptured mysteries of the tomb of Cheops, vainly endeavour- 
ing to decipher their meaning, whilst, as they found their 
efforts useless, a secret voice seemed to whisper in their 
bosoms — ‘And shall finite creatures like these, who cannot 
even explain the signification of objects presented before their 
eyes, presume to dive into the mysteries of their Creator’s 
will? Learn wisdom by this omen, nor seek again to explore 
secrets above your comprehension! Retire, whilst it 1s yet 
time, soon it will be too late" 

Edric started at his own thoughts, as the fearful warning, 
‘soon it will be too late,’ rang in his ears, and a fearful 
presentiment of evil weighed heavily upon his soul He turned 
to look upon the doctor, but he had already seized the lid of 
the sarcophagus, and, with a daring hand, removed it from its 
place, displaving in the fearful light the royal form that lay 
beneath For a moment, both Fdric and the doctor paused, 
not daring to survey it, and when they did, they both uttered 
an involuntary cry of astonishment, as the striking features of 
the mummy met their eyes, for both instantly recognized the 
sculptured warrior in his traits Yes, it was indeed the same, 
but the herce expression of fiery and ungoverned passions 
depicted ‘upon the countenance of the marble hgure, had 
settled down to a calm, vindictive and concentratcd hatred 
upon that of its mummy prototype ın the tomb 

Awful, indecd, was the gloom that sat upon that brow, and 
bitter the sardonic smile that curled those haughty lips All 
was perfect as though life still animated the form before them, 
and it had only reclined there to seek a short repose The dark 
eycbrows, the thick raven hair which hung upon the forehead, 
and the snow white teeth seen through the half-open lips, 
forbade the idea of death, whilst the hend-like expression of 
the features made Fdric shudder, as he recollected the purpose 
that brought him to the tomb, and he trembled at the thought 
of awakening such a fearful being from the torpor of the 
grave to all the renewed energies of life 

‘Let us go,’ whispered the doctor to his pupil, in a low, 
deep, and unearthly tone, fearfully different from his usually 
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cheerful voice. Edric started at the sound, for it seemed the 
last sad warning of his better genius, before it abandoned him 
for ever. The die, however, was cast, and it was too late to 
recede. Edric felt worked up to frenzy by the over-wrought 
feelings of the moment. He seized the machine, and resolutely 
advanced towards the sarcophagus, whilst the doctor gazed 
upon him with a horror that deprived him of either speech or 
motion. 

Innumerable folds of red and white linen, disposed alter- 
nately, swathed the gigantic limbs of the royal mummy; and 
upon his breast lay a piece of metal, shining like silver, and 
stamped with the figure of a winged globe. Edric attempted to 
remove this, but recoiled with horror, when he found it bend 
beneath his fingers with an unnatural softness; whilst, as the 
flickering light of the lamp fell upon the face of the mummy, 
he fancied its stern features relaxed into a ghastly laugh of 
scornful mockery. Worked up to desperation, he applied the 
wires of the battery and put the apparatus in motion, whilst a 
demoniac laugh of derision appeared to ring in his ears, and 
the surrounding mummies seemed starting from their places 
and dancing tn unearthly merriment. Thunder now roared in 
tremendous peals through the Pyramids, shaking their enor- 
mous masses to the foundation, and vivid flashes of light 
darted round in quick succession. 

Edric stood aghast amidst this fearful convulsion of nature. 
A horrid creeping seemed to run through every vein, every 
nerve feeling as though drawn from its extremity, and wrapped 
in icy chillness round his heart. Still, he stood immoveable, 
and gazing intently on the mummy, whose eyes had opened 
with the shock, and were now fixed on those of Edric, shining 
with supernatural lustre. In vain Edric attempted to rouse 
himself; in vain to turn away from that withering glance. The 
mummy’s eyes still pursued him with their ghastly brightness; 
they seemed to possess the fabled fascination of those of the 
rattle-snake, and though he shrank from their gaze, they still 
glared horribly upon him. Edric’s senses swam, yet he could 
not move from the spot; he remained fixed, chained, and 
immoveable, his eyes still riveted upon those of the mummy, 
‘and every thought absorbed in horror. 

Another fearful peal of thunder now rolled in lengthened 
vibrations above his head, and the mummy rose slowly, his 
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eyes still fixed upon those of Edric, from his marble tomb. 
The thunder pealed louder and louder. Yells and groans 
seemed mingled with its roar, the sepulchral lamp, flared with 
redoubled fierceness, flashing its rays around in quick succes- 
sion, and with vivid brightness, whilst by its horrid and 
uncertain glare, Fdric saw the mummy stretch out its withered 
hand, as though to seize him. He saw ıt rise gradually — he 
heard the dry, bony fingers rattle as tt drew them forth — he 
telt its tremendous grip — human nature could bear no more 
his senses were rapidly deserting him, he felt, however, the 
fixed, steadfast eyes of Cheops still glowing upon his failing 
orbs, as the lamp gave a sudden flash, and then all was 
darkness! The brazen gates now shut with a fearful clang, 
and Fdric, uttering a shriek of horror, fell senseless upon the 
ground, whilst his shrill cry of anguish rang wildly through 
the marble vaults, ull its re-echoes seemed like the yell of 
demons joining tn fearful mockery 

How long he lay in this state he knew not, but when he re 
opened his eyes, for the moment, he fancied all that had 
passed a dream As his senses returned he recollected where 
he was, and shuddered to find himself yet in that place of 
horrors All now was dark, except a faint gleam that shone 
teebly through the half-open gates, these ponderous portals 
slowly unclosed, and the form of a man, wrapped in a large 
cloak, and bearing a torch, entered, peering around as it 
adv anced, ‘as though half afraid to proceed Edric’s feelings 
were too highly wrought to bear any tresh horrors, and he 
shrieked in agony as the figure approached Ihe sound of his 
voice subdued the terrors of the intruder, and the doctor, for 
it was he, shouted with joy, as he rushed forward to embrace 
him 

‘Edric! Edric! thank God he 1s alive!’ exclaimed he ‘Edr’ 
My beloved Fdric'! for Gad’s sake, let us leave this den of 
horrors’ Come, come” 

Reassured by his cutor’s vore, Edric arose, and taking one 
hasty, shuddering glance around as the light gleamed on the 
sarcophagus, he hurried out of the tomb. Neither he nor the 
doctor spoke as they passed through the vestibule, where the 
colossal figures sull sat in awful majesty, indeed, as their 
torches were extinguished, their gigaptic forms looked still 
more terrific than before, from the wavering and indistinct 
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light thrown upon them. Edric shuddered as he looked, and 
hurried on with hasty strides to the place where they had left 
the guide, whom they found kneeling ın a corner, hiding his 
face in his hands, and roaring out, ‘O Lord, defend us! 
Heaven have mercy upon us! Lord have mercy upon us! 
Heaven have mercy upon us!’ 

‘He has been ın that state for more than an hour,’ said the 
doctor mournfully, ‘for, after I came to myself, I tried to 
rouse him, but all to no purpose.’ 

‘Then you also fainted ?’ said Edric, with difficulty compel- 
ling himself to speak. 

‘Why,’ resumed the doctor with some hesitation, ‘I don’t 
know that you can exactly call it fainting, but the fact was, 
when I saw you touch the plare upon the mummy’s breast, 
and start back, looking so hormbly frightened, I — I thought I 
had better call for assistance; so as | ran for that purpose; 
somehow or other I fell down, and lay insensible I don’t know 
how long. When I came to myself, I tried to rouse the guide, 
and when I found I could not, | came to seek you. But now 
that we are both recovered, | really don’t know what ts to 
become of us; for this fellow will never be able to show us the 
way out, and Pm sure I don’t know the road.’ 

‘Lec us try to find it, at any rate,’ said Fdric faintly 

‘Oh, tor God's sake, take me too” screamed the guide. ‘If 
you have any mercy, don’t leave me in this feartul place.’ 

‘Take the hight then, and lead the way,’ said Edric. The 
guide obeyed, shaking in every limb, and every now and then 
casting a terrified look behind, whilst the quivering flame of 
the torch betrayed the unsteadiness of the trembling hands 
that bore it. In this manner they proceeded, starting at every 
sound, and frightened even at their own shadows, without 
daring to stop tll they reached the plain. 

‘Thank God" cried the doctor, the moment they stepped 
out of the Pyramid; looking round him, gasping for breath, 
and inhaling the fresh air with rapture. 

‘Vhank God” reiterated Edric and the guide, as they 
walked rapidly towards the place where they had left their 
balloon. When arrıved there, however, they looked for it in 
vain; and fancying themselves under the influence of a delu- 
sion, they rubbed their eyes, and again looked, but without 
SUCCESS. 
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‘Dear me, it ış very strange!’ said the doctor; ‘this is 
certainly the place, and yet, where can ıt be ?’ 

‘Where, indeed!’ repeated Edric, ‘horrors and unaccount- 
able incidents environ us at every step; I am not naturally 
tumid, yet — 

‘Ah! screamed the doctor, as he tumbled over a man lying 
with his face upon the ground. ‘Oh!’ groaned he, as Edric and 
the guide with difficulty raised him; ‘would to Heaven I were 
safe at home again in my own comfortable little study, indulg- 
ing an pleasing anticipations of that, which I find 1s any thing 
in the world but pleasing in reality.’ 


The mummy thus strangely recalled to life, was indeed 
Cheops! And horrible were the sensations that throbbed 
through every nerve as returning consctousness brought with 
it all the pangs of his former existence, and renewed circula- 
tion thrilled through every vein. Hts first impulse was to quit 
the tomb in which he had been so long tmmured, and seek 
again the regions of light and day. Instinct seemed to gude 
him to this; for, as yet, a mist hung over his faculties, and 
ideas thronged in painful confusion through his mind, which 
he was incapable of either arranging or analysing. 

When, however, he reached the plain, light and air seemed 
to revive him and restore his scattered senses; and, gazmg 
wildly around, he exclaimed, ‘Where am 1? what place ıs this? 
Methinks all seems wondrous, new, and strange! Where 1s my 
father? And where! oh, where, is my Arsinoe? Alas, alas! 
continued he wildly, ‘I had forgotten - I hoped it was a 
dream, a fearful dream, for methinks I have peen long asleep. 
Was it, indeed, reality? Ate all, all gone? And was that 
hideous scene true? — Those horrors, which sull haunt my 
memory like a ghastly vision? Speak! speak!’ continued he, 
his voice rising in thrilling energy as he spoke, ‘Speak! let me 
hear the sound of another’s voice, before my brain 1s lost in 
madness. Have I! entered Hades, or am 1 still on earth? — yes, 
yes, it 15 still the earth, for there the mighty Pyramid I caused 
to be erected towers behind me. Yet where 1s Memphis? 
Where are my forts and palaces ? What a dark, smoky mass of 
buildings now surrounds me! Car this be the once proud 
Queen of Cities? I see no palaces, no temples - Memphis is 
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fallen The mighty barrier that protected her splendour from 
the waste of waters, must have been swept away by the 
encroaching inroads of the swelling Nile But 1s this the Nile?’ 
continued he, looking wildly upon the river, ‘sure I must be 
deceived It ıs rhe fatal river of the dead No papyrine boats 
glide smoothly on its surface, but strange, internal vessels, 
vomiting forth volumes of fire and smoke Holy Osiris, defend 
me' Where am I? Where have I been’ A misty veil seems 
thrown upon the face of nature Awake, awake" cried he, 
with a scream of agony, ‘set me free, I did not mean to slay 
him? 

Then throwing himself violently upon the ground, he lay 
for some moments, apparently insensible Then slowly rising, 
he looked at himself, and a deep, unnatural shuddering con- 
vulsed his whole frame His sensations of identity became 
confused, and he recoiled with horror from himself ‘These 
are the trappings of 2 mummy" murmured he in a hollow 
whisper ‘Am I then dead? The neat instant, however, he 
broke into a wild laugh of derision — ‘Poor, feeble wretch" 
cried he, ‘what do I tear’ - Need ? tremble, in whose bosom 
dwells everlasang fire? Let me rather rejoice I cannot be 
more wretched, why should I dread a change? I welcome it 
with transport, and dare my future fate ’ 

At this moment the car of the balloon caught his eye ‘Ah! 
whar is that?’ cried he, ‘f im summoned! ’Tis the boat of 
Hecate, ready to terry me across the Mzrian I ake, to learn 
my hnal doom [comet 1 come! I fear no judgment! My bell 
is here” and, striking his bosom, he leaped into the car, and 
stamped violently against its sides 

At this instant Gregory awoke and his terror was not 
surprising Ihe dried distorted teatures of the mummy looked 
yet more hideous than before, when animated by human 
passions, and his deep hollow voice, speaking in a language 
he did not understand, fell heavily upon his ear, like the 
groans of fiends Gregory tried to scream, but he could not 
utter a sound He attempted to fly, but hrs feet seemed nailed 
to the spot on which he stood, and he remained with his eyes 
fixed upon the mummy, gasping for breath, while a cold 
sweat distilled from every pore. In the mean time, Cheops had 
stumbled over the box containing the apparatus for making 
inflammable air, and striking it violently, had unintentionally 
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set the machinery in motion. The pipes, tubes, and bellows, 
instantly began to work, and the Indian-rubber bottle became 
gradually inflated, tll ıt swelled to an enormous magnitude, 
and fluttered in the air like an imprisoned bird, beating itself 
against the massive walls to which it was still attached 

‘Sull it goes not,’ cried Cheops, again stamping impatiently, 
The quicksilver vapour bottle had fallen beneath his feet, and 
it broke as he trod upon it. The vapour burst from it with 
inconceivable violence, and tearing the balloon from its fasten- 
ings, sent it off through the aur, like an arrow darting from a 
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The New Frankenstein 


By WILLIAM MAGINN 


It is perhaps not surprising that the success of krankenstein 
should have eventually attracted the attention of the parodists, 
and my researches indicate that the first story to burlesque 
Mary Shelley’s novel was ‘lhe New Frankenstein’ which 
appeared in the January 1837 issue of the fashionable monthly 
journal, Frasers Magazine Though published anonymously, 
there is strong evidence that the author was William Maginn 
(1794-1842), the co-founder of the mugazine, who was also 
one of its most prolific contributors and especially noted for 
his humorous tales and parodies As the January issue con- 
tained several other items bearing his name, it is understand- 
able in an age when a good deal was published anonymously 
that Maginn should have withheld his name from a tale that 
was, after all, deliberately muking fun of a popular literary 
work written by un authoress who may well have been known 
to him personally The style of the tale ts also undemably 
similar to that of many of Maginn’s other parodies 

Maginn, who was born in Cork and educated at Trinity 
College, Dublin was employed as a teacher for ten years 
before moving to London and thereafter earned his ling as a 
magazine contributor to publications such as Blackwoods und 
the Standard In helping to launch }raser’s Magazine uith the 
Regent Street publisher, James Fraser, be also opened up 
another outlet for his versatile pen. He was an admitted 
admurer of Percy Shelley's work - and ts believed to have met 
him on several occasions — and 1s claimed to have reviewed 
Mary’s Frankenstein for one of the literary journals, though 
this has not as yet been traced. In ‘The New Frankenstem’ he 
describes the attempts of a experimenter not only to create a 
man, but also to mstil bis creature with great knowledge and 
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wisdom There ts circumstantial evidence that Maginn may 
have read Jane Webb’s The Mummy, too, for the closing 
scenes of his story also take place in the pyramids of Egypt in 
a burst of pyrotechnical and supernatural occurrences 


At the Lazaretto of Genoa, by good fortune, I met with a 
German who was travelling to the Vatican, in search of 
Palimpsests. He was scarcely thirty, though he might have 
passed for ten vears older, as is often observed to be the case 
with those who have devoted much of their time to intense 
study. His shoulders inclined forward, and his light, flaxen 
hair hung much below his travelling cap In his eve there were 
a wildness, and a glassiness, that bespoke, if not alienation of 
mand, at least eccentricity 

During our captivity in quarantine, we endeavoured to kill 
time by relating our several adventures, and, one evening, the 
German, having been called upon to continue our sotrees, 
looked round for a while, as though he were waiting for the 
dictation of some familiar spirit - some monitor, like a second 
Socrates, and, with a voice not unresembling a cracked instru 
ment, without preface, in his own idiomatic language, which I 
will endeavour to translate, thus commenced - 

I came into the world on the same day as Hotfman’s 
celebrated cat Murr, - ay, not only on the same day, but 
the same hour of the day, if the obstetrix kept a good 
reckoning You may smile, gentlemen, but did not one of 
your poets boast that he was born on the anniversary of 
another great poet C'est une autre affaire, perhaps you will 
say But a cat’s buth, what can that have to do with yours? 
Don’t be impatient — much, for it was to this fortunate coinci- 
dence, to the circumstance of my mother’s presenting Murr, 
when a kitten, to Hoffman a gift for which he was ever 
grateful — that I became acquainted with that poet, painter, 
classic, musician, novelist - that bel esprit, the pride of 
Germany. 

‘Love me, love my cat,’ 1s an old adage. My atfection for 
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Murr begat a return of it in his master, and it was for the 
amusement of my childhood that he wrote E :ttle Zachary. 

Who does not remember Murr? - that back which outvied 
the enamel of the tortoise in the brilliancy and variety of its 
colours — that coat, finer than ermine — that voice, whose purr 
was more melodious than the whispered voice of lovers — and 
then, his eye, there was something ın ıt not feline, nor human, 
nor divine, but enough has been said to shew that he was no 
ordinary maton, or, as your Shakespeare has tt, pbe cat I wall 
now let you into a secret [said the narrator, in a mysterious 
whisper] Murr was strongly suspected of being more than a 
familiar — an emanation, an incarnation, of one to whom 
Hoffman, like Calcort, was so much indebted, - it being to a 
certain dictation that he owed so many ot his nocturnal and 
diabolical tales, and, among the rest. that marvel of his 
genius, the Pot of Gold [ wish to shew you, gentlemen, what 
gave the bent and impulse to my genius, and how seemingly 
insignificant causes are the parents of the great events of our 
hves But Murr paid the debt of nature, and Hoffman never 
recovered his loss 

At twelve years of age | was sent to the university of 
lepse, and at fftcen was thoroughly mister of the dead 
languages, but my favourite author was Apuleius, the most 
romanuc of all the ancient writers, and I had got almost by 
heart the first book of the Golden Ass, fully believing in all 
the wild traditions, the fantast fables, and visions that it 
embodied I thus early divided the lite of man into two sets of 
sensation, but not of equal value in my eyes a waking sleep, 
and a sleeping sleep, for it seemed to me, that no one could 
dispute the superior advantages of the latter m perceiving the 
only world that is worth perceiving the imaginary one But 
more on this subject hereatter I only mention it et passant, to 
shew that natural philosophy was the great object of my 
pursuit, and it must be confessed that my tutor — for 1 hada 
private one, and seldom attended the public lectures — was 
admirably qualified to direct this branch of my studies How 
he had acquired all his learning was a mystery, for he never 
read, and yet had hardly, to all appearance, passed his 
twenty-fifth year Where he had been educated, or trom what 
country he came, was equally unknown — for he spoke all 
languages with equal fluency As Goethe says of the mere 


48 THE FRANKENSTEIN OMNIBUS 


kats, ‘Even with those little people one would not wish to be 
alone.’ Thus he was a man in whose company I never felt 
quite at ease, and yet was attracted to him by a kind of 
resistless impetus Though his features were good, his face 
was a continual mask, his eyes, dark and lustrous, had in 
them an extraordinary and supernatural power of inquisition 
There was an expression ın his countenance the most gloomy, 
a desolateness the most revolting, the depravity of human 
nature seemed to him a delight. He was never known to laugh 
but at what would have moved others to tears [hough he 
watched over me as if his own life depended on mine, there 
was hardly a drunken orgy, or a duel, its natural consequence 
(for you know such take place daily at our universities), that 
Starnstein — for that was his name was not the exciting 
cause You saw me look round just now I often fancy him at 
my elbow , and thought, since I began talking of him, that he 
whispered in mv ear 

Being destined for a physician, 1 repaired, after taking my 
degree, to Parts, for the purpose of attending the anatomical 
school There, however, the only dissections in which I took 
an interest were those of the brain, which opened to me a new 
world of speculations one of which was, that all our 
sentiments are nothing more than a subtle kind of mind, and 
that mind itself ts only a modihcation of matter I now set no 
bounds to the power of Mater la, and svon attributed to her 
all creation, being much assisted in coming to this conclusion 
by Buffon and Cuvier Their researches, particularly those of 
the latter great naturalist, proved to my satistacuon that there 
was a period when this planet was inhabited by a nameless 
progeny of monstrous forms, engendered by a peculiar state 
of the atmosphere - a dense congregation of putrid vapours 
that brooded over chaos, that all this Megatherian and Saurian 
brood, those flying liquids, long as the ‘mast of some high 
admiral,’ disappeared at the first ray of light, and gave place 
to a new and better order of existences, but as wmferior to 
man, or the present race of the inhabitants of our globe, as 
man is to the ape himself the orginal of our spe¢ies, as La 
Croix, in his scale of created beings, has proved in demonstra 
tion. But I was the first to discern that crystals are to be 
produced by the galvanic battery, and animal life from acids, 
to detect in paste, by means of the solar microscope, thousands 
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of vermicular creatures, which could not have arisen from the 
accidental depositions of ova - this genus being, hike that of 
eels, viviparous. I will describe to you one of my experiments. 
I got some volcanic dust from Etna, which | impasted with 
muriatic acid, and after a time distinguished, though inaudible 
save with an ear trumpet — or thought I could distinguish — a 
hum, like that of fermentation What was my delight to find 
that there was vitality in the mass - that these atoms daily 
grew in size! They were of the bug species, not unresembling 
what the French call a punaise Their kinds were two; the 
larger soon began to devour the smaller, ull they were com- 
pletely destroyed, and in their voracitv the survivors preyed 
on each other, so that at last only one, the great conqueror, 
was left - and he, I speak it to my infinite regret, was crushed 
in handling - so crushed, that scarcely anything but slime, not 
of the most agreeable odour, was left upon my fingers. I had 
promised myself to present him to the Luxembourg, for its 
splendid entomological collection He would have been a 
prize, indeed 

I now set no limits to nature, put imphat faith in the story 
of Prometheus and Pandora - the Thessalian priestesses — the 
resuscitition of Hippolitus and fancied I could discover by 
what sorcery it was that Medea, 

t with magic spell 

And potent charm evoked the shapes of hell, 
When at her summons Hecate winged her flight, 
And torms of darkness sickening met the sight 
Here hes a fearful work that loathes the day, 
To wake new being in the extinguished clav 
[hey burst the bonds of Nature — by degrees 
Breathe a false spinit through the trame, it sees 
The wan lips quiver, and erect to view 
It speaks, and draws the vital air anew ’ 


Fully believing in all this, had I known Dupuytren, I should, 
without hesitation, have asked him the same question as was 
put to Sir H. Davy, whether he could make a man? 

This 1s a long preface, but it is not foreign to my purpose. 

I pass over several years of my life, and find myself, in the 
summer of 18 —, at Manheim. It 1s a curious old town, but I 
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shall not stop to describe ıt. There tt was that I first met with 
a German translation of that very ingenious history of Franken- 
stein. Such was my predisposition to a belief in what might 
have seemed to others prodigious, that I read it without a 
question or suspicion of its being a fiction The part, however, 
that most interested me was the creation, the scence thar 
riveted me most, the creation scene One might I had the 
passage open in my hand, when who should walk into the 
room, arm-in arm, but my old tutor and that anatomical man 
~ that identical phantasmagoric hero Starnstein, after having 
posted him against the oak panelling, turned towards me with 
one of his old Sardonic grins, pointed to his protege. and 
slipped off betore I could have detained him, had I been so 
inclined, which, to tell you the truth, | was not I had never 
seen him since I left college, but wished to renew his acquaint 
ance, and sometimes doubt whether it was not his apparition 
But not so the other He was too palpable to view, and 
without any mistake Thus he was standing in propria persona 
— the human monster - the restored ruin the living phantom 
— the creature without a name I put my hand before my eves 
more than once, to convince myself that it was only a vision 
such as a feverish imagination conjured up No rattle snake 
could have more fascinated its victim Yes, there he stood in 
all his horrible disproportion His back, as I said, was against 
the oak wainscot, and his tace turned towards me 

Every oné knows the effect produced at Guy’s Hospital on 
the medical students, when the corpse of a criminal, under the 
effect of a powerful galvani battery, opened its eves, made 
one step from the table against which he was placed, erect 
and suff, and fell among them Such was the teeling I experi 
enced, lest he should advance Hornble sensations for a ume 
came over me, there was a lurid glare on all the objects in the 
room, every thing took, or seemed to take, forms the most 
fantastic, and to bear some mystertous relation to the strange 
being before me But by degrees I became familarssed with 
his person, and at length thought I should nor dislike his 
company, I therefore took up the lamp, which wás one of 
that classical construction common in Italy, with three depend- 
ing wicks, and with measured and stealthy steps began to 
approach my visitor But this rashness had nearly proved 
fatal, for that which had given him hfe had well nigh caused 
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my death so powerful was the galvanism with which he had 
been charged, that the shock struck me to the ground hke a 
torked flash of lightning How long I lay I know not, but, on 
recovering, had learned sufficient prudence to keep a respectful 
distance from my uninvited guest There he was in the self- 
same state I now examined him steadily, but, instead of his 
being gifted with the faculties assigned to him by the fair 
authoress, I found he had only a talismanic existence — was a 
mere automaton a machine - a plant without the faculty of 
motion His eyes those yellow eyes so graphically depicted — 
rolled pendulously in their sunken sockets with a checking 
sound not unresembling that of a clock, there was a mechani- 
cal trepidation of all his fibres, his nerves quivered, but not 
with sensibility, and his whole frame had a convulsive motion, 
whilst his head moved trom left to right and right to left, like 
that of a Chinese mindarin As I gazed and gazed on the 
image betore me, I insensibly took a greater interest in the 
bipes implumis, the best definition ever given of the genus 
homo J pied him, and said to myself, | will be a new 
Frankenstain, and 1 greater Like Prospero, | will have my 
Ariel I will have mv Paradox, as Rousseau had his Paradox 
the Paradox of Jean Jacques was the hate of all mankind, 
mine shall be its admiration, envy, and despair Erankenstetn 
has left his work imperfect, he has resuscitated a corpse | 
will make him what Thyestes was Yes, I wall give him a mind 

4 mind, ves, with a frantu yoy I shouted, ull the room re 
echoed in loud vibrations — ‘FT will create a mind tor you, and 
such a mind as man, till now, never possessed" But, how to 
begin? Would Columbus have discovered the New World, 
had he not overcome all che difhculaes he had to encounter 
trom the elements? The elements, yes, | had to contend, with 
clements also But, how to bring them into subjection was a 
question might well give me pause Such an undertaking, ull 
within the last twenty years, would have seemed preposterous 
and absurd But, what were all the physicians and metaphysi- 
cians of old compared to the philosophers of the new school ? 
There are only two sciences worth cultivating - phrenology 
and animal magnetism, and it was by their means that I 
hoped to accomplish the great arcanum 

All who know anything of cramology must be aware that 
genius, so erroneously defined by Buffon as the product of 


52 THE FRANKENSTEIN OMNIBUS 


study and perseverance, depends on organisation, and organisa- 
tion only - on the elevation and depression of certain bosses 
in the cerebrum. The cerebellum ıs another affair Out upon 
it! and, were it not for the continuation of the species, 
perhaps we should be infinitely more perfect without it, but, 
at all events, in this case, it was not my intention to meddle 
with the cerebellum Well, with toil of mind that strengthens 
with its own fatigue, I made a discovery which, alone, in any 
other planet, would have immortalised me. | found out what 
neither Gall nor Spurzheim ever dreamed of, I learned 1n- 
tuitively, or, rather, by that sense through which we see things 
more real than the dull dross visions to itself in its blind 
misimaginings I need not name animal magnetism | per 
ceived, I say, that every one of those compartments, as laid 
down in the most approved charts of the head, contains a 
certain gas, though it has, like the nervous fluid circulating in 
that curious network of the frame, hitherto escaped analysis 
or detection To this gas [ have given the appellation of the 
cerebral afflatus, and now telt satisfied that the protuberances, 
or subsidationy of the cranium, which have been usually 
attributed to the convolutions of the nerves, called brains, is 
derived from the action of this mental air pent up in tts cells, 
each in its own Æohan cave Newton, when the laws of 
gravitation flashed upon his mind by the apple hitting the 
boss of mathematics, never experienced the proud grathcation 
this sublrme discovery gave me Ebdongu, 1 exclaimed, and 
proceeded forthwith to make my preparations 

Ulysses, as all know, carried about with him the winds in 
bladders — a contrivance clever enough betore the invention of 
glass, and the Usula of Don Cleophas bottled the lame devil 
Asmodeus 

These hints were not lost upon me I set, therefore, my 
mechanical genius to work, and fabricated a number of tubes, 
composed of a mixture of divers metals, such as went to the 
formation of Perkins’s Tractors These tubes had, at one end, 
tunnels, and to the other I attached phials, in the shape of 
balls communicating with them, and so contrived as to open 
and shut by means of sciews, or vices, similar to those now 
used in the air-cushions, so that the fluid of which I was in 
search, once risen (as ıt 1s ın the nature of all gases to do) to 
the top, might be there imprisoned, and, once hermetically 
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closed, could only escape at my option. These tubes were all 
of one size, but nor so the globes, which I blew of a vast 
thickness, lest it should happen that the expansion of the 
confined air might endanger the security of my retorts, which, 
like steam-engines, did not admit of safety-valves. 

Thus admirably provided, | locked up my treasure, as 
carefully as a miser does his gold, and issued, lke a new 
Captain Cook, on a voyage of discovery very much more 
interesting and important than the great navigator’s 

The author of that mght mare that poem, which, hke the 
kaleidoscope, takes, at every turn of the page, fresh shapes (a 
puzzle to his commentators), and that makes wise men stare 
and sets fools blundering Faust, was then at Weimar Fasily 
accessible to a man of genws like myself, and ignorant of my 
motives (which, if he had known, his familiar would doubtless 
have befriended me), Goethe was easily persuaded to submit 
himself to my manipulation No paticnt I ever had was easier 
brought en rapport From him it was that | sought to extract 
Imagination, and [ reconciled myself to the theft, knowing 
that, however much I might appropriate to myself tor the use 
of my protege, Goethe might well spare it Nor would it be 
long missed, considering that the working of his fertile brain 
would soon generate fresh gas to supply the vacuum So 
abundant was tht stream, or steam, that flowed from my 
fingers’ ends, and thence conducted by my thumb into the 
tube, that my largest globe was, it the first sitting, almost 
filled to explosion, and as soon unes ipably sealed 

Delighted with the success of my first experiment, | now 
deliberated which of my compatriots ] should next put in 
requisition Unhappily, Kant, that mighty mystic! was gone to 
the land of shadows himselt a shade, but he had bequeathed 
his spirit to a worthy disciple, who, to the uninitiated, lectures 
in an unknown tongue I allude to Sheeling 

Transcendentalism, owing to the habitude of my own 
organs, has always been to me 1 wonder and 1 mystery, but I 
was determined that it should not be so to my adopted son 
The gaseous effluvium which 1 drew trom the protessor was 
of so extra subtle and super-volatle a nature, that it was long 
before l could satisfy myself that 1 had obtained a quantum 
sufficit in ullo vehiculo, as the physicians say , but, by dint of 
pressure with my finger-pump, in a happy moment I heard a 
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shght crackling, like that of confined air in a bottle of —, I was 
about to have said champagne, only that its quality most 
resembles that of Eau de Seltz. Being now sur de mon affaire, 
I would have given worlds for half an hour with Swedenbourg, 
or Madame Grizon. As I could not resuscitate the dead, | 
passed in review the living, and bethought me of one who 
had, as they, a religion of his own He was [here the narrator 
turned to me] a compatriot of yours Socrates, according to 
the comic dramatist, made his deities the clouds, and, if his 
busts are to be relied on fot accuracy, was not deficient in 
veneration — of a peculiar kind, certainly, and widely differing 
from that ot the sectarians above mentioned, whose coronas 
— for ıt 19 there that veneration ts properly placed — possessed 
no ordinary protuberances 

Imperfect, indeed, would the gony of my phenomenon have 
been without this great essenual, and, theretore, I crossed the 
Alps, and found Shelley at the baths of Lucca I had always 
conceived his Hermaphrodites in the Witch of Atlas as the 
beau ideal of nondescripts, the most pertect of impertect 
beings, and, oh? I sighed that mine could be hke that enchant 
ing neutral The great poet’s animal magnets sensibility is 
well known, and it had been, if possible, increased by 1 late 
visit to the Prato Fiorito, where he had fainted with the excess 
of sweetness of the yonquils that carpet that enamelled mead 
He was, at that moment, full of the conception of his Ode to 
Intellectual Beauty, and | extracted enough of that particular 
sort of devotion to form a recipe for my yortys 

Passing through Bologna on my return, I tapped the Bibliote 
cario Mezzofontu for three hundred and sixty-five languages, 
which, strange to say, he had acquired without stirring out of 
his own library 

Travelling night and day, behold me now, as 


‘I stood tiptoe upon a little hill’ 


That bttle hill was Primrose Hill 1 for a moment looked 
down on the mighty Babylon beneath me, and listened to the 
hum ot the ‘millton-peopled city vast,’ itself hidden in a dense 
fog. Our of all the multitude, there was only one whom | 
sought, that one, yat’ ıičvzy, was Coleridge. I found him at no 
great distance, in his own rural retreat of Highgate, and at 
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that time taking ‘his ease in his mn.’ No man was more 
accessible. Talking was not the amusement, but the occupation 
of his life; and ıt must be confessed that he was an adept in 
the art, as should naturally have been a person whose tongue 
was employed for eighteen hours out of the twenty-four. For 
the first hve of our interview, the clack of a water-mull, the 
wheels of a steamboat, the waves on a sea-shore, were poor 
comparisons to express the volubility of his organ. That coma, 
or trance, with which I endeavoured to inspire him - that 
sleep of the soul, which is the awakening of reason — that agent 
unknown — that attribute divine that double existence - that 
éCopa of the nervous system, Somnambulism, into which I 
had hoped to throw him, was transferred from the operated 
on to the operator. | called ro mind the celebrated epigram 


‘Safe from the syren’s tuneful air 
[he sage Ulysses fled, 

But had that man ot prose been there, 
He would have talked him dead ° 


At the same time | must admit, that no one ever talked so 
well The mighty stream, ‘without o’erflowing, full,’ rolled 
on, and carried all before i even the floodgates of reason 
He was the despair of the animal magnetist, and I almost 
began to doubt the efficacy, not of the system, but of my own 
powers, when he filled from a quart bottle a bumper of his 
favourite beverage, black-drop, and during its opiate influence 
| felt a vibration of the tube, hke the string of a harp in 
concert-pitch, thnll through every fibre of my frame, to its 
utmost ramifications ‘lo triumphe” the victory was complete. 

I will not enumerate any other author whom | laid under 
contribution in different parts of Furope, for, though I em- 
ployed the smallest vehicles in my possession, I had great 
difficulty in filling them with original fluids 

My task being accomplished, there 1s one thing for which I 
must give myself credit ~ disinterestedness | disdained to 
appropriate to myself any of the fruits of my labours, trusting 
to my second self having a sufficiency of the afflatus tor both; 
and to his generosity, or gratitude, for supplying me, at any 
time, with any superfluity he might possess. Besides thar, | 
looked upon his head as a sort of impernum in imperio — a 
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head within a head, on whose resources I might always draw, 
at any time, ad libitum. 

And now, behold me back to Manheim. No miser, gloating 
over his stores — no devotee, the possessor of some relic of her 
patron saint — not Psyche herself, with her precious casket, 
felt half the raptures I enjoyed as | turned the key of my 
laboratory. 

I found my bomuncio (which means, I believe, a great ugly 
fellow, though not such did he seem to me) posted exactly 
where I had left him, with the same mechanical clicking of the 
eyes. the same oscillation of the frame. And now for my 
reward. 

One by one did I carefully unvalve my phials, and apply the 
contents to the portals of the brain — the porticoes of my 
innominato, as the man-fiend ts called in the Promessi Sposi. 
Scarcely had I discharged through the olfactory nerves the 
subtle fluids, when I percetved a strange confusion - a chaos 
like that of the elements primeval - ensue, and it was easy to 
perceive that the late arrivals were dissatished with their new 
lodging, finding, doubtless, the apartments not to their taste — 
tog spacious, or too confined for their operations | was 
immediately reminded of Cast’s Caso di Coscunza, in which 
the spirits of the hero and heroine - a priest and his house 
keeper, removed simultaneously from the world being called 
back by the pravers of the good peasants of Estramadura to 
reanimate their clay, by mistake enter the wrong bodies, so 
that the don finds himself no man, and the donna no woman, 
a circumstance of extreme awkwardness, that elicited from 
the witty bard a simile which may serve to exemplify the 
bizarre position in which our stronger organs found them- 
selves. The translation 1s, I beg to say, by a great hand 


‘As when a towler, tn the leafy season 

Of June or July — it may be the latter - 
A flight of amorous sparrow, thick as bees on 

The housetop, clustering views, and by their clatter, 
And twitter, and lascivious ways, has reason 

To think his distance sure ~ Bang! At his clatter 
They all fly off at once, and in their terror, 

One gets into another’s nest from error,’ 
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Thus happened it, I should conjecture, with some of the 
newly imported and imprisoned spirits in my innomuinato’s 
cranium Ít was long before quiet was established ın that 
‘dome of thought,’ and I waited, in an agony of impatience, to 
see the effect of my operation. 

I observed a picture in one of the exhibitions at Paris, of E 
forget what year, the subject of which was Pygmalion and his 
statue. The artist has chosen the moment when the intensity 
of the sculptor’s passion, which 15 impassable to Love, warmed 
the marble into life As the Italians said of one of their school, 
the French painter had made use of carne macerato instead of 
colour We might almost see the roseate light of hfe and 
youth, as through an alabaster vase, gradually illuminating 
the perfect form of the nymphalept’s creation, and the creator 
himself contemplating, with dehght and wonder, the object of 
his adoration 

My feelings were different, though not less acute Motion- 
less as the sculptor, or almost turned to stone as one who had 
seen Medusa, L stood, all eyes and ears intently fixed on my 
phenomenon I saw the glassy and unmeaning glare of his 
eycs give place to the fire of intelligence, the jaundiced, or, 
rather, livid hue of his cheek, disappear, like the grey of the 
morning at the uprising of the sun, and, as his lungs became 
inflated, T could disanctly hear the a u those sounds so 
expressive of inspiration and expiration — at measured inter- 
vals repeated I now expected that his first impulse would be 
to fall down and worship me But, far trom this, what was my 
veaauion and disappointment to mark the look of unutterable 
scorn and hate with which he regarded me I think I now hear 
the floor ringing with his heavy tread, as he paced it back- 
wards and torwards to give arculation to his blood, or as 
though wanting for the chaos of his thoughts to be reduced to 
torm, ere he attempted to give them utterance At length he 
found that distinguishing characteristic of man above all other 
animals ~ speech His voice was hollow, hoarse, and unmodu- 
lated, resembling most a par of asthmatic bellows, or a 
cracked bassoon, rather than aught human At first, his utter- 
ance, hke chat of a new born babe, consisted of inarticulate 
sounds, but, after running up and down the gamut of the 
vowels, he put together a variety of words, as by way of 
practice, and with a slow and laboured delivery, and a sort of 
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telegraphic gestures, commenced an harangue It was com- 
posed of all languages, which he called into requisition to 
express more fully his meaning, or no meaning I have said, 
that his delivery was at first slow and difficult, but as he 
proceeded his faculty of pronunciation, his volubility, ım- 
creased From a fountain, a rivulet, a river, he poured forth at 
last a torrent of eloquence, which it was impossible to stop, 
or almost to make intelligible in words His merciless imagina 
tion flew with the speed of thought from subject to subject, 
from topic to top, in a perpetual flux and reflux It was a 
labyrinth inextricable — an il-linked chain of sentences the 
most involved, parentheses within parentheses a complica 
tion of images and figures the most outre In short, imagine 
to yourselves the mysticism of Kant, the transcendental phi 
losophy of Coleridge, the metaphysics of Shelley and 
Goethe, the poetry of Lycophron, mingled and massed to 
gether ın one jargon, compounded of Greek, Latin, Italian, 
French, Spanish, German, and Fnglish, nor to mention 
tongues known and unknown, and you may form some idea 
of his style, bur of his barbarous pronunciation [ can give 
you none it was worse than Mezzafonn’s C'est beaucoup 
dire 

I now perceived, to my inhnite sorrow, that I had done 
infinite mischief by this Phrengenesis Its very creation 
weighed upon me hke remorse upon the guilty I had now the 
means of knowing that he had nothing to know, yet knew 
nothing 

Thus it was that [ found out the Theosophs were nght in 
separating entirely the mind from the soul, in considering 
them diametrically opposite relations - as different principles, 
as the physic and the phrenic And I became satished that my 
paradox had no soul What was to be done now? Should I 
leave the work imperfect, or endeavour to create one? Was tt 
impious? I scarcely dared put the question Was not Ascula 
pius struck dead by the balls of Jove for usurping his power? 
Were I to evoke the dead - call up the spirit of Adam himself 
~ could he aid me in the undertaking? At which the imagina 
tion revolted, and shrank back ın terror Where lay the 
scent? Was there any tradition on the earth, below the earth, 
or above the earth, of the Psycogenesis? The more I re- 
flected, the more was I lost and confounded. Abyssus, 
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Abyssum. In the lowest deep there was yet a lower deep of 
mystery. 

I was about to abandon the task as hopeless, when | 
remembered the great maxim and axiom of the animal magnet- 
ists, that nothing 1s impossible to faith But was it an act of 
volition? Could we command it? Could we inspire ourselves 
with that waking sleep — master our own senses, so as to 
produce such a somnambulism. 

Imagine yourself to have lost your way, benighted amid 
some inhospitable desert, some savage range of Alpine soli 
tudes - far from a path, as you suppose, or the abode of man, 
and when you are about to lay yourself down and die, in your 
despair, hear all at once the bark of a house dog, and see the 
hight streaming from the window of a cottage, and, when you 
enter, find a cheerful fire blazing in the hearth, and a young 
girl, beautitul as the hourss, who welcomes you with a voice 
tremulous with delight, and presents to your parched hps an 
exquisite and life giving cordial 

Thus was it with me, when a scroll of vellum slowly 
untolled itself It wis a palimpsest Phe writing - the work of 
some falsely pious monk - that supplicd the place of the 
onginal MSS, gradually became obliterared, and shewed 
beneath some characters, dim and indistinct, m a language 
long lost It had becn one of the hermetic books escaped from 
the burning of the Alexandnan Library, and once belonged to 
that of Ragusa, the last temple of the Greek and Roman 
muses, when Urban Appendini and Sorgo were stars in its 
bolhant constellation of talent Oh, the marvellous power of 
somnambulism! that imparts wisdom to brutes, and furnishes 
a clue to all sciences and tongues It was bv its mysterious 
power that my eyes were opened thi film removed from 
them — that | could decipher in the pictured language, above 
the rest, these words, Thebes Adanute King Then came a 
sarcophagus, in which was traced in blood the mystical tri- 
angle, enclosed within a circle, the sacred emblem and diagram 
of the Magi and Brahmans 

Yes, said J, it was m Osiris that the Fgyptians supposed to 
reside all living beings, the genn and the souls of men. To 
Egypt, then! — there to unravel the mystery 

With my double, my second self, behold me journeying to 
Alexandria. We ascended the sacred stream of the Nile, and 
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found ourselves among the ruins of ancient Thebes My first 
visit was to the cavern in which Belzoni had abode for long 
twelve months I instinctively knew that ıt was only the 
entrance to the Memphis of chat once mighty city 

My revelation was not a false one At the further extremity 
of the tomb, I discovered, hollowed out of the rock, a subterra- 
nean passage, that seemed to descend into the very bowels of 
the earth With a delight unutterable, I led the way down the 
perpendicular stairs, nll we came to a lofty door, the entrance 
to the Necropolis On each side of this door crouched two 
colossal sphynxes, as though they were the guardians of the 
place 

No human foot had tor three thousand years profaned the 
sanctity of that Citv of the Dead, into which our venturous 
steps were treading 

The winding passage widened 15 we advanced, when, on a 
sudden a light burst on my cycs that dimmed the glare of our 
torches It procecded trom myriads ot Naphthi limps, held 
by gigantic hgures, part man pirt beast, in combinations 
strange as that of the snake man in the Inferno in whom it 
was impossible co distinguish where the man began and the 
reptile ended 

These forms were sculptured out of the solid gramtc, of an 
alabaster whiteness, and in long perspective revealed, branch 
ing in different directions vast streets, that seemed imtermina 
ble They Were like some work of the Ciammertans, and lofty 
as the cavern of Pausilippo, and on cach side were ranged 
sarcophagi innumerable, some of marble of a dazzling lustre, 
inlaid with gems, and in workmanship so exquisite, that the 
hieroglyphical pictures seemed as composed of 1 single piece 
The mosar on the tomb of the Tayh Mehul at Agra was 
coarse in comparison Others were of sandal wood and ebony, 
and covered with puntings, as vivid in colour as though they 
had been only finished a single day The epicurean, when the 
mysteries were revealed to him - Vathek, in the cavcs of 
Domdamuel, can alone give an idea of the sensations that 
marvellous spectacle, that silence which made itself to be felt, 
excited 

With an indefinable terror, that even stilled the cternal 
‘babel’ of my Caliban, we continued to pace those Hades, 
popular with the dead, and as the azure light flickered and 
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quivered, like serpents’ tongues, from the lamps of the colossi, 
my imagination gifted the vapours with shapes all differing 
trom each other, floating hght as the atoms in the sunbeams 
along the walls, even to the lofry roof 

And now, afar off, murmurs were heard. Was it the many 
vores of the dead? It became more distinct "Tis the Nile 
rushing above our heads, swollen with the Abyssinian rains. 
Sull we passed on, till its echoes died away in distant mustc 
among the catacombs. 

Should we sink to rest among these labyrinthian cells, 
stifled in that dust of centuries, which rose from our feet in 
volumes such were some of the reflections that began to 
suggest themselves, when I was attracted by an illumination, 
rendered more brilhant than the rest by the impenetrable 
depth of pirchy darkness of a cavern at its back This galaxy 
of light proceeded from lamps held by twelve figures of the 
natural size, so admirable as a work of art, that they might 
hive been supposed from the chisel of Phydias or Praxiteles, 
and, on seung them, | no longer wondered at the perfecnon 
of the Egean marbles They were grouped round a sarcophagus 
ot Fyvptian alabaster, which they supported with their hands 
ind arms So easy and graceful wis their attitude, as of 
persons walking for the sculptor had almost given them 
motion - that I tancicd them advancing towards me, and 
stepped aside in order to let them pass This was my first 
impulse Was this the sarcophagus of the mysterious scroll? 
Did it contain the sacied emblems’ My heart beat audibly 
with hope | approached, and kaned over the shoulder of one 
of the bearers Yes! at was there! the sacred diagram! — 
that most perfect of fgures enclosed in its mystic ardet — 
there, as | had seen it in my trance! The rubies of which the 
triangle were composed threw on the tace of the central statue 
a sanguine hue, that gave him the appearance of hte, and ay it 
played lambently on his teatures, | gazed on them, all l 
almost spoke to him 

And now for the great arcanum! With hands trembling at 
the sacrilege I was about to commit, I proceeded to litt off the 
lid of the sarcophagus It yielded slowly vielded - lost tts 
equilibrium, and fell with a heavy crash on the floor The 
sound was like that of thunder, and vibrated through the 
puchy cavern in long echoes, which, trom their repetition, 
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proved it to be of vast extent — perhaps the hades of the 
Egyptians. 

There lay the undecaying corpse of the Adamute king, 
enwrapt all save the face, in the winding sheet of death. 
Like to lite he was — the hues of life were yet upon his 
cheek — his eyes were open, and glared on me with more 
than mortal lustre, and, lit by that reflection, made more 
wan his lips, that moved and quivered, as though he was 
only waiting for me to address him, ere he replied in answer 
to my questions 

At that awful moment, the whole Necropolis rocked and 
shook, as though rent by an earthquake, and there appeared 
to rise on all sides, out of the ground, a multitude of hideous 
fiends, vibrating in their hands torches, from which the ruddy 
fire flew off in flakes They came in crowds that seemed to 
thicken as they approached, and joining in one chorus. The 
words were these — 


‘Papai Satan, Papar Satan, Aleppe” 


At that moment all the tombs opened with one accord, and 
the dead that had slept for ages rose slowly out of them in 
their shrouds, pressing forward in throngs from the depths 
of the streets that branched out on every side They advanced 
as to a festival, and the light from their eyes was hke that 
of a distant world, whose ashes are burning after it 1s 
extinct. 

As they came near, | felt a sort of numbing tciness emanate 
from their bodies, the poisonous effluvium of the grave, 
penetrating to my marrow like a thousand points of steel Yet 
did my heart beat wildly, panting to respire the atmosphere of 
life, struggling between lite and death, suffocated amid that 
dust of millennia, the flame of torches, the damp of the 
catacombs. And imagine to yourself, added to all this, the 
damons of the night howling, roaring in my stunned ears all 
one chorus - those discordant and mysterious words of 
invocation 


‘Papai Satan, Papai Satan, Aleppe! 


Then, too, the earth seemed to open beneath my feet, and a 
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red spiral flame issued forth, which by degrees assumed a 
form, a shape. It was, yet it was not, my old tutor Then I 
awoke, and found ıt was — A DRLAM. 


The Bell-Tower 


By HERMAN MELVILLE 


The first writer to attempt a straightforward short tale im- 
spired by Frankenstein was the Amertcan, Herman Melville 
(1819-1891), author of the maritime classi, Moby Dick, 
published in 1851  Unhkely though this clam may at first 
seem, it should be remembered that Melville's great white 
whale has been described as ‘an archetype of the more meta 
physical variety of Science Fiction monster’ (by Peter Nicholls 
in his Frvyclopedia of Science Fiction, 1879), u hile the book 
ttself has proved to be widely influential on modern fantasy 
fiction, espectally writers such as Roger Zelazny and Philip 
Jose Farmer who wrote a ‘sequel’, The Wind Whales of 
Ishmael (1871). 

According to Gerard M Sweeney, an authonty on Herman 
Melville, the writer bad probably read Frankenstein ays a 
child, and then consulted the novel again while working on 
his monumental sea story, for ‘Ahab appears as a man-maker 
wm Moby Dick’, says Mr Sweeney This authority ts, though 
im no doubt that Mary Shelley's novel was the inspiration for 
the short story, [he Bell-Tower, set in Renaissance Italy, 
about a machine man constructed to strike the hour on a 
large bell, but which instead turns on tts creator, Once aguin, 
experts have seen this story as a warning of the implications 
of the new era of mechanical invention and science that was 
taking place in the 1850s when it was written Curwwusly, 
when the tule was first published in Putnam’s Monthly Maga 
zme in August 1855 ii appeared anonymously - just as Mary 
Shelley’s novel had done all those years earlier, and lkewtse 
led to a certain amount of confusion about the authorship. In 
Melville's case, ıt has been argued that ıt was a number of 
omissions and changes demanded by the magazine, nervous 
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about the morality of the tale, which resulted in his decision 
to remove his name — but this remains conjecture The story 
hereunder, however, appears precisely as Melville intended, 
providing yet another important landmark in the development 
of the Frankenstein tradition 


In the south of Europe, nigh a once frescoed capital. now 
with dank mould cankering its bloom, central in a plain, 
stands what, at distance, seems the black mosscd stump of 
some immeasurable pine, fallen, in forgotten days, with Anak 
and the Titan 

As all along where the pine tree talls, its dtssolution leaves 
a mossy mound last flung shadow of the perished trunk, 
never lengthening, never lessening, unsubject to the Heet falst 
ues of the sun, shade immutable and true gauge which cometh 
by prostration so westward from what seems the stump, 
one steadfast spear of lichened ruin vans the plain 

From that tree top, what birded chimes of silver throats 
had rung A stone pine, a metallu aviary in its crown the 
Bell Tower, bult by the great mechaniian, the unblest tound- 
ling, Bannadonna 

Like Babel’s, its base was laid in a high hour of renovated 
earth, following the second deluge when the waters of the 
Dark Ages hid dried up, and once more the green appeared 
No wonder that, atter so long and deep submersion, the 
jubilant expectation of the race should, as with Noah's sons, 
soar into Shinar aspiration 

In firm resolve, no man in Furope at that period went 
beyond Bannadonna Foriched through commerce with the 
Levant, the state in which he lived voted to have the noblest 
Bell Tower in Italy Elis repute assigned him to be architect 

Stone by stone, month by month, the tower rose Higher, 
higher, snatl-like in pace, but torch or rocket in its pride 

After the masons would depart, the builder, standing alone 
upon its ever-ascending summut, at close of every day saw that 
he overtopped still higher walls and trees He would tarry till 
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a late hour there, wrapped in schemes of other and still loftier 
piles. Those who of saints’ days thronged the spot - hanging 
to the rude poles of scaftolding, like sailors on yards, or bees 
on boughs, unmindful of lime and dust, and falling chips of 
stone — their homage not the less inspirited him to self-esteem. 

At length the holiday of the Tower came. To the sound of 
viols, the climax-stone slowly rose in air, and, amid the firing 
of ordnance, was laid by Bannadonna’s hands upon the final 
course. Then mounting it, he stood erect, alone, with folded 
arms, gazing upon the white summits of blue inland Alps, 
and whiter crests of bluer Alps off-shore sights invisible 
from the plain Invisible, too, from thence was that eye he 
turned below, when, like the cannon booms, came up to him 
the people’s combustions of applause 

That which stirred them so was, seeing with what serenity 
the builder stood three hundred feet in air, upon an unratled 
perch This none but he durst do But his periodie standing 
upon the pile, in each stage of its growth - such discipline had 
its last result 

Little remained now but the bells These, in all respects, 
must correspond with their receptacle. 

The minor ones were prosperously cast A highly enriched 
one followed, of a singular make, intended for suspension in a 
manner before unknown [he purpose of this bell, its rotary 
motion, and connection with the clock work, also executed at 
che time, ‘will, in the sequel, receive mention 

In the one erection, bell-tower and clock-tower were united, 
though, before that period, such structures had commonly 
been built distinct, as the Campanile and Torre dell’ Orologio 
of St Mark to this day attest 

But it was upon the great state-bell that the founder lavished 
his more daring skill In vain did some of the less elated 
magistrates here caution him, saying that though truly the 
tower was Titani, yet limit should be set to the dependent 
weight of its swaying masses. But undeterred, he prepared his 
mammoth mould, dented with mythological devites, kindled 
his fires of balsamic firs, melted his tin and copper, and 
throwing tn much plate, contributed by the public spirit of the 
nobles, let loose the tide. 

The unleashed metals bayed like hounds. The workmen 
shrank. Through their fright, fatal harm to the bell was 
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dreaded. Fearless as Shadrach, Bannadonna, rushing through 
the glow, smote the chief culprit with his ponderous ladle. 
From the smitten part, a splinter was dashed into the seething 
mass, and at once was melted tin 

Next day a portion of the work was heedfully uncovered 
All seemed right Upon the third morning, with equal satisfac- 
tion, it was bared still lower At length, like some old Theban 
king, the whole cooled casting was disinterred All was fair 
except in one strange spot. But as he suffered no one to attend 
him in these inspections, he concealed the blemish by some 
preparation which none knew better to devise 

The casting of such a mass was deemed no small triumph 
for the caster, one, too, in which the state might not scorn to 
share [he homicide was overlooked By the charitable that 
deed was but imputed to sudden transports of esthetic passion, 
not to any flagitious quality A kick from an Arabian charger 
not sign of vice, bur blood 

His felony remitted by the judge, absoluuon given him by 
the priest, what more could even a sickly conscience have 
desired! 

Honouring the cower and its builder with another holiday, 
the republic witnessed the hoisung of the bells and clock- 
work amid shows and pomps superior to the former 

Some months of more than usual solitude on Bannadanna’s 
part ensued It was not unknown that he was engaged upon 
something, for the belfry, intended to complete tt, and surpass 
all that had gone before Most people imagined that the 
design would involve a casting hke the bells But those who 
thought thes had some further insight, would shake their 
heads, with hints, that not for nothing did the mechanician 
keep so secret Meantime, his seclusion failed not to invest his 
work with more or less of that sort of mystery pertaming to 
the forbidden 

Fre long he had a heavy object hoisted to the belfry, 
wrapped in a dark sack or cloak, a procedure sometimes had 
in the case of an elaborate piece of sculpture, or statue, 
which, being intended to grace the front of a new edifice, the 
architect does not desire exposed to critical eyes, ull set up, 
himshed, in its appointed place Such was the impression now. 
Bur, as the object rose, a statuary present observed, or thought 
he did, chat it was not entirely rigid, but was, in a manner, 
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plant. At last, when the hidden thing had attained its final 
height, and, obscurely seen from below, seemed almost of 
itself to step into the belfry, as if with little assistance from 
the crane, a shrewd old blacksmith present ventured the 
suspicion that it was but a living man [his surmise was 
thought a foolish one, while the general interest failed not to 
augment. 

Not withour demur from Bannadonna, the chief magistrate 
of the town, with an assourate — both elderly men - followed 
what seemed the image up the tower But, arrived at the 
belfry, they had little recompense Plausibly entrenching him 
self behind the conceded mysteries of his art, the mechantuan 
withheld present explanation The magistrates glanced toward 
the cloaked object, which, to their surprise, seemed now to 
have changed its attitude, or else had before been more 
perplexingly concealed by the violent muffling action of the 
wind without It seemed now seated upon some sort of frame, 
or chair, contained within the domino They observed that 
nigh the top, in a sort of square, the web of the cloth, either 
from accident or design, had its warp partly withdrawn, and 
the crossthreads plucked out here and there, so as to form a 
sort of woven grating Whether it were the low wind or no, 
stealing through the stone lattiework, or only their own 
perturbed imaginations, 15 uncertain, but thcy thought chev 
discerned a shght sort of fittul, spring-hke motion, in the 
domino Nothing, however incidental or insignificant, escaped 
their uneasy eyes Among other things, they prised out, in a 
corner, an earthen cup, partly corroded and partly cncrusted, 
and one whispered to the other, that this cup was just such a 
one as might. in mockery, be offered to the lips of some 
brazen statue, or, perhaps, stall worse 

But, being questioned, the mechanuian said, that the cup 
was simply used in his founder’s business, and described the 
purpose, in short, a cup to test the condition of metals tn 
fusion He added, that te had got into the belfry by the merest 
chance 

Again, and again, they gazed at the domino, as at some 
suspicious incognito — at a Venetian mask. Ail sorts of vague 
apprehensions stirred them. They even dreaded lest, when 
they should descend, the mechanician, though without a flesh 
and blood companion, for all that, would not be left alone. 
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Affecting some merriment at their disquietude, he begged to 
relieve them, by extending a coarse sheet of workman’s canvas 
between them and the object 

Meantime he sought to interest them in his other work, 
nor, now that the domino was out of sight, did they long 
remain insensible to the artistic wonders lying round them, 
wonders hitherto beheld but in their unfinished state, because, 
since hoisting the bells, none but the caster had entered within 
the belfry It was one trait of his, that, even in details, he 
would not let another do what he could, without too great 
loss of time, accomplish for himself So, for several preceding 
weeks, whatever hours were unemploved tn his secret design, 
had been devoted to elaborating the figures on the bells 

The clock-bell, in particular, now drew attention Under a 
patient chisel, the latent beauty of its enrichments, before 
obscured by the cloudings tnuident to casting that beauty in 
ts shyest grace, was now revealed Round and round the bell, 
twelve figures of gay girls, garlanded, hand-in hand, danced 
ina choral ring the embodied hours 

‘Bannadonna,’ said the chief, ‘this bell excels all else No 
added touch could here improve Hark” hearing a sound, 
‘was that the wind?" 

‘The wind, Eccellenza, was the hight response ‘But the 
heures, they are not yet without their faults They need some 
touches yet When those are given, and the — block yonder,’ 
pointing towards the canvas screen, “when Haman there, as | 
mertily call him - him? it, I mean - when Haman ts fixed on 
this, his lofty trec, then, gentlemen, will I be most happy to 
receive you here again ’ 

The equivocal reference to the object causcd some return of 
restlessness However, on their part, the visitors forbore fur 
ther allusion to it, unwilling, perhaps, to let the foundhing see 
how easily it lay within his plebctan art to stir the plactd 
dignity of nobles 

‘Well, Bannadonna,” said the chiet, ‘how long ere you are 
ready to set the clock going, so that the hour shall be sounded ? 
Our interest in you, not less than in the work itself, makes us 
anxious to be assured of your success. The people, too — why, 
they are shouting now Say the exact hour when you will be 
ready.’ 

‘To-morrow, Eccellenza, if you listen for it — or should you 
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not, all the same — strange music will be heard. The stroke of 
one shall be the first from yonder bell,’ pointing to the bell 
adorned with girls and garlands, ‘that stroke shall fall there, 
where the hand of Una clasps Dua’s. The stroke of one shall 
sever that loved clasp. To-morrow, then, at one o’clock, as 
struck here, precisely here,’ advancing and placing his finger 
upon the clasp, ‘the poor mechanic will be most happy once 
more to give you liege audience, in this his littered shop. 
Farewell ull then, illustrious magnificoes, and hark ye for 
your vassal’s stroke.’ 

His stil, Vulcanic face hiding its burning brightness like a 
forge, he moved with ostentatious deference towards the 
scuttle, as if so far to escort their exit But the jumor magis- 
trate, a kind-hearted man, troubled at what seemed to him a 
certain sardomecal disdain, lurking beneath the toundling’s 
humble mien, and in Christian sympathy more distressed at ıt 
on his account than on his own, dimly surmising what might 
be the final fate of such a cynic solitaire, nor perhaps uninflu 
enced by the general strangeness of surrounding things, this 
good magistrate had glanced sadly, sidcways from the speaker, 
and thereupon his foreboding cye had started at the expression 
of the unchanging face of the Hour Una 

‘How ıs this, Bannadonna?’ he lowly asked, ‘Una looks 
unlike her sisters ’ 

‘In Christ’s name, Bannadonna,’ impulsively broke in the 
chief, his attention, tor the first time, attracted to the figure, 
by his assouate’s remark, ‘Una’s tace looks just like that of 
Deborah, the prophetess, as painted by the Florentine, Del 
Fonca ’ 

‘Surely, Bannadonna,’ lowly resumed the milder magistrate, 
‘you meant the twelve should wear the same jocundly aban- 
doned air But see, the smile of Una seems but a fatal one 
Tis different ’ 

While his mild associate was speaking, the chief glanced, 
inquiringly, from him to the caster, as if anxious to mark how 
the discrepancy would be accounted for. As the chief stood, 
his advanced foot was on the scuttle’s curb. 

Bannadonna spoke. 

‘Eccellenza, now that, following your keener eye, I glance 
upon the face of Una, I do, indeed, perceive some little 
variance But look all round the bell, and you will find no two 
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faces entirely correspond. Because there 1s a law in art — but 
the cold wind 15 rising more, these lattices are but a poor 
defence. Suffer me, magnificoes, to conduct you, at least, 
partly on your way Those in whose well-being there is a 
public stake, should be heedfully attended ’ 

‘Touching the look of Una, you were saying, Bannadonna, 
that there was a certain law in art,’ observed the chief, as the 
three now descended the stone shaft, ‘pray, tell me, then —.’ 

‘Pardon, another time, Eccellenza, the tower 15 damp ’ 

‘Nav, I must rest, and hear it now Here here is a wide 
landing, and through this leeward shit, no wind, but ample 
hight Tell us of your law, and at large ’ 

‘Since, Eccellenza, you insist, know that there 1s a law in 
art, which bars the possibility of duplicates Some years ago, 
you may remember, | graved a small seal tor your republic, 
bearing, for its chicf device, the head of your own ancestor, 
its illustrious founder It becoming necessary, for the customs’ 
use, to have innumerable impressions for bales and boxes, | 
graved an cntire plate, containing one hundred ot the seals 
Now, though, indecd, my object was to have those hundred 
heads identical, and though, L dire say, people think them so, 
yet, upon closely scanning an uncut impression trom the 
plate, no two of those five score faces, side by side, will be 
tound alike Gravity 19 the air of ull, but, diversified in all In 
some, benevolent, in some, ambiguous, in two or three, to a 
close scrutiny, all but imapienth malign, the variation of less 
than a hair's breadth in the linear shadings round the mouth 
suffiing to all this Now, Eccellenza, transmute that general 
giayity mto yoyousness, and subject it to twelve of those 
variations I have described, and tell me, wall you not have my 
hours here, and Una one of them + But I hike - ” 

‘Hark ' is chat — a foottall above» 

‘Mortar, Fecellenza, sometimes it drops to the belfry floor 
from the arch where the stone work was left undressed I 
must have it seen to As I was about to savy for one, I lke this 
law torbidding duplicates It evokes fine personalities Yes, 
Fccellenza, that strange, and to vou uncertain smile, and 
those fore-looking eyes of Una, suit Bannadonna very well * 

‘Hark ' ~ sure we left no soul above ” 

‘No soul, Fecellenza, rest assured, no soul - Agam the 
mortar.’ 
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‘It fell not while we were there.’ 

‘Ah, in your presence, ıt better knew its place, Eccellenza,’ 
blandly bowed Bannadonna 

‘But, Una," said the milder magistrate, ‘she seemed intently 
gazing on you, one would have almost sworn that she picked 
you out from among us three ` 

‘If she did, possibly, ıt might have been her finer apprehen- 
ston, Eccellenza ' 

‘How, Bannadonna? I do not understand you ° 

‘No consequence, no consequence, Fccellenza - burt the 
shifted wind 1s blowing through the slit Suffer me to escort 
you on, and then, pardon, but the tosler must to his tools ’ 

‘It may be foolish, Signore,’ said the milder magistrate, as, 
from the third landing, the two now went down uncscorted, 
‘but, somehow, our great mechanicuan moves me strangely 
Why, just now, when he so superciliously replied, his look 
seemed Sisera’s, God’s vain foe, in Del Eonca’s painting 
And that young, sculptured Deborah, too Aye. and that ’ 

‘Tush, tush, Signore! returned the chief ‘A passing whim 
Deborah? — Where’s Jael, pray ” 

‘Ah,’ said the other, as they now stepped upon the sod, ‘Ah, 
Signore, I see you leave your fears behind you with the chill 
and gloom, but mine, even in this sunny air, remain Hark" 

It was a sound from just within the tower door, whence 
they had emerged Turning, they saw it closed 

‘He has slipped down and barred us out,’ smiled the chut, 
‘but itis his custom ’ 

Proclamation was now made, that the next day, at onc 
hour after meridian, the clock would strikt, and thanks to 
the mechamician’s powerful art with unusual accompani 
ments But what those should be, none as yet could say The 
announce ment was received with cheers 

By the looser surt, who encamped about the tower all 
might, lights were seen gleaming through the topmost blind 
work, only disappearing with the morning sun Strange 
sounds, too, were heard, or were thought to be, by those 
whom anxious watching might not have left mentally undis- 
turbed, sounds, not only of some ringing implement, but also 
- so they said — half-suppressed screams and plainings, such 
as might have issued from some ghostly engine, overplied 

Slowly the day drew on, part of the concourse chasing the 
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weary time with songs and games, till, at last, the great 
blurred sun rolled, like a football, against the plain. 

At noon, the nobility and principal citizens came from the 
town in cavalcade, a guard of soldiers, also, with music, the 
more to honour the occasion. 

Only one hour more Impatience grew Watches were held 
in hands of feverish men, who stood, now scrutmizing their 
small dial-plates, and then, with neck thrown back, gazing 
coward the belfry, as af the eye might toretell that which could 
only be made sensible to the ear, for, as yet, there was no dial 
to the tower clock 

The hour hands of a thousand watches now verged within 
a hair’s breadth of the figure I A silence, as of the expectation 
of some Shiloh, pervaded the swarming plain Suddenly a 
dull, mangled sound naught ringing in it, scarcely audible, 
indeed, to the outer circles of the people that dull sound 
dropped heavily from the belfry At the same moment, each 
man stared at his neighbour blankly All watches were upheld 
All hour hands were at had passed - the hgure I No bell- 
stroke from the tower The multitude became tumultuous 

Waiting a few moments, the chief magistrate, «commanding 
silence, hailed the belfry, to know what thing unforeseen had 
happened there 

No response 

He hailed again and yet again 

All connnued hushed 

By his order the soldiers burst in the tower door, when, 
stationing guards to detend it from the now surging mob, the 
chief, accompamied by his former associate, climbed the wind- 
ing stairs Half-wav up, thev stopped to listen No sound 
Mounting faster, they reached the belfry , but, at the threshold, 
startled at the spectacle disclosed A spaniel which, unbe- 
known to them, had followed them thus tar, stood shivering 
15 before some unknown monster in a brake or, rather, as it 
it snuffed footsteps leading to some other world 

Bannadonna lay prostrate and bleeding ar the base of the 
bell which was adorned with girls and garlands. He lay at the 
teet of the hour Una; his head comciding, in a vertical line, 
with her left hand, clasped by the hour Dua With downcast 
face impending over him, hke Jael over nailed Sisera in the 
tent, was the domino, now no more becloaked. 
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It had limbs, and seemed clad in a scaly mail, lustrous as a 
dragon-beetle’s It was manacled, and its clubbed arms were 
uplifted, as if, with its manacles, once more to smite its 
already smitten victim. One advanced foot of it was inserted 
beneath the dead body, as if in the act of spurning ıt. 

Uncertainty falls on what now followed 

It were but natural to suppose that the magistrates would 
at first shrink from immediate personal contact with what 
they saw. Ac the least, for a tume, they would stand tn 
involuntary doubt, it may be, in more or less of horrmhed 
alarm Certain it 1s, that an arquebuss was called for from 
below And some add, that its report, tollowed by a fierce 
whiz, as of the sudden snapping of a main-spring, with a 
steely din, as if a stack of sword blades should be dashed 
upon a pavement, these blended sounds came ringing to the 
plain, attracting every eve far upward to the belfry, whence, 
through the lattice-work, thin wreaths of smoke were curling 

Some averred that it was the spaniel, gone mad hy fear, 
which was shot. This, others denied. True it was, the spamel 
never more was seen, and, probably, for some unknown 
reason, it shared the burial now to be related of the dommo 
For, whatever the preceding circumstances may have been, the 
frst instinctive pani over, or else all ground of reasonable 
fear removed, the two magistrates, by themselves, quickly 
rehooded, the fgure in the dropped cloak wherein it had been 
hoisted. The same night, it was secretly lowered to the ground, 
smuggled to the beach, pulled far out to sea, and sunk Nor to 
any after urgency, even in free convivial hours, would the 
twain ever disclose the full secrets of the belfry. 

From the mystery unavoidably invesung it, the popular 
solution of the foundling’s fate involved more or less of 
supernatural agency. But some few less unscientife minds 
pretended to find httle difficulty in otherwise accounting for 
it In the chain of circumstantial inferences drawn, there may, 
or may not, have been some absent or defective links But, as 
the explanation in question 1s the only one which tradition 
has exphutly preserved, in dearth of better, it will here be 
given. But, in the first place, it 1s requisite to present the 
supposition entertained as to the entire motive and mode, 
with their origin, of the secret design of Bannadonna, the 
minds above-mentioned assuming to penetrate as well into his 
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soul as into the event. The disclosure will indirectly involve 
reference to peculiar matters, none of the clearest, beyond the 
immediate subject 

At that period, no large bell was made to sound otherwise 
than as at present, by agitation of a tongue within, by means 
of ropes, or percussion from without, esther from cumbrous 
machinery, or stalwart watchmen, armed with heavy ham- 
mers, stationed in the belfry, or in sentry-boxes on the open 
100f, according as the bell was sheltered or exposed. 

It was from observing these exposed bells, with their watch- 
men, that the foundling, as was opined, derived the first 
suggestion of his scheme Perched on a great mast or spire, the 
human hgure, viewed from below, undergoes such 2 reduction 
in its apparent sive, as to obliterate its intelligent features. It 
evinces no personality Instead of bespeaking volition, its 
gestures rather resemble rhe automatic ones of the arms of a 
telegraph, 

Musing, therefore, upon the purely Punchinello aspect of 
the human figure thus beheld, it had indirectly occurred to 
Bannadonna to devise some metallic agent, which should 
strike the hour with its mechanic hand. with even greater 
precision than the viral one And, moreover, as the vital 
watchman on the root, sallying from his retreat at the given 
periods, walked to the bell with uphfted mace, to smite it, 
Bannadonna had resolved that his invention should likewise 
possess the power of locomotion, and, along with that, the 
appearance, at least, of intelligence and will 

If the conjectures of those who claimed acquaintance with 
the intent of Bannadonna be thus far correct, no unenterpris- 
ing spirit could have been his. But they stopped not here; 
intimating that though, indeed, his design had, in the first 
place, been prompted by the sight of the watchman, and 
confined to the devising of a subtle substitute tor him, yet, as 
is not seldom the case with projectors, by insensible grada- 
tions, proceeding from comparatively pigmy aims to Titanic 
ones, the original scheme had. in its anticipated eventualities, 
at last, attained to an unheard of degree of daring He sull 
bent his efforts upon the locomotive figure tor the belfry, but 
only as a partial type of an ulterior creature, a sort of ele- 
phantine Helot, adapted to further, in a degree scarcely to be 
imagined, the universal conveniences and glories of humanity, 
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supplying nothing less than a supplement to the Six Days’ 
Work; stocking the earth with a new serf, more useful than 
the ox, swifter than the dolphin, stronger than the lion, more 
cunning than the ape, for industry an ant, more fiery than 
serpents, and yet, in patience, another ass. All excellences of 
all God-made creatures, which served man, were here to 
receive advancement, and then to be combined tn one. Talus 
was to have been the all-accomplished Helot’s name. Talus, 
iron slave to Bannadonna, and, through him, to man. 

Here, it might well be thought that, were these last conjec- 
tures as to the toundling’s secrets not erroneous, then must he 
have been hopelessly intected with the craziest chimeras of his 
age; tar outgoing Albert Magnus and Cornelius Agrippa. But 
the contrary was averred. However marvellous his design, 
however apparently transcending not alone the bounds of 
human invention, but those of divine creation, yet the pro- 
posed means to be employed were alleged to have been 
confined within the sober forms of sober reason. lt was 
afhrmed that, to a degree of more than sceptic scorn, Banna- 
donna had been without sympathy for any of the vatnglorious 
irrationalities of his time. For example, he had not concluded, 
with the visionaries among the metaphysicians, that between 
the finer mechanic forces and the ruder animal vitality, some 
germ of correspondence might prove discoverable As little 
did his scheme partake of the enthusiasm of some natural 
philosophers, who hoped, by physiological and chemical induc- 
tions, to arrive at a knowledge of the source of hte, and so 
qualify themselves to manufacture and improve upon it. Much 
less had he aught in common with the tribe of alchemists, 
who sought, by a species of incantations, to evoke some 
surprising vitality from the laboratory. Neither had he imag- 
med with certain sanguine theosophists, that, by faithful adora- 
tion of the Highest, unheard-of powers would be vouchsafed 
to man. A practical materialist, what Bannadonna had aimed 
at was to have been reached, not by logic not by crucible, not 
by conjuration, not by altars, but by plain vice-bench and 
hammer. In short, to solve nature, to steal into hen, to intrigue 
beyond her, to procure some one else to bind her to his hand; 
- these, one and all, had not been his objects; but, asking no 
favors from any element or any being, of himself, to rival her, 
outstrip her, and rule her. He stooped to conquer. With him, 
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common sense was theurgy; machinery, miracle; Prometheus, 
the heroic name for machinist; man, the true God. 

Nevertheless, in his initial step, so far as the experimental 
automaton for the belfry was concerned, he allowed fancy 
some little play, or, perhaps, what seemed his fancifulness 
was but his unlitarian ambition collaterally extended. In 
figure, the creature for the belfry should not be likened after 
the human pattern, nor any animal one, nor after the ideals, 
however wild, of ancient fable, but equally in aspect as in 
organism be an onginal production, the more terrible to 
behold, the better. 

Such, then, were the suppositions as to the present scheme, 
and the reserved intent How, at the very threshold, so un- 
looked for a catastrophe overturned all, or, rather, what was 
the conjecture here, is now to be set forth 

It was thought that on the day preceding the fatality, his 
visitors having left him, Bannadonna had unpacked the belfry 
image, adjusted it, and placed it m the retreat provided — a 
sort of sentry box m one corner of the belfry, in short, 
throughout the mght, and for some part of the ensuing 
mormng, he had been engaged in arranging every thing con- 
nected with the dommo the issuing from the sentry-box each 
sixty minutes, sliding along a grooved way, like a railway, 
idvancing to the Glock-bell, with uplifted manacles, striking it 
at one of the twelve juncnons of the four-and-twenty hands 
then wheeling, circling the bell, and retiring to its post, there 
to bide tor another sixty minutes, when the same process was 
to be repeated, the bell, by a cunning mechanism, meantime 
turning On its vertical axis, so as to present, to the descending 
mace, the clasped hands of the next two fgures, when n 
would strike two, three, and su on, to the end The musical 
metal in this time-bell being so managed in the tusion, by 
some art perishing with its onpinator, that each of the clasps 
of the four and twenty hands should give forth its own pecu- 
liar resonance when parted 

But on the magn metal, the magic and metallu stranger 
never struck but that one stroke, drove but that one nail, 
severed but that one clasp, by which Bannadonna clung to his 
ambitious life. For, after winding up the creature in the 
sentry-box, so that, for the present, skipping the intervening 
hours, it should not emerge all the hour of one, but should 
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then infallibly emerge, and, after deftly oiling the grooves 
whereon ıt was to slide, tt was surmised that the mechanician 
must then have hurried to the bell, to give his final touches to 
its sculpture. True artist, he here became absorbed; an absorp- 
tion still further intensified, it may be, by his striving to abate 
that strange look of Una; which, though, before others, he 
had treated with such unconcern, might not, in secret, have 
been without its thorn. 

And so, for the interval, he was oblivious of his creature, 
which, not oblivious of him, and true to its creation, and true 
to its heedful winding up, lett its post precisely at the given 
moment; along its well-oiled route, slid notselessly towards its 
mark; and aiming at the hand of Una, to ring one clangorous 
note, dully smote the intervening brain of Bannadonna, turned 
backwards to it, the manacled arms then instantly upspringing 
to their hovering poise. The falling body clogged the thing’s 
return, so there it stood, sull impending over Bannadonna, as 
if whispering some postmortem terror The chisel lay dropped 
from the hand, but beside the hand, the oil-tlask spilled 
across the iron track. 

In his unhappy end, not unmindful of the rare genius of the 
mechanician, the republic decreed him a stately funeral. It 
was resolved that the great bell - the one whose casting had 
been jeopardized through the timidity of the ill-starred work- 
man — shpuld be rung upon the entrance of the bier into the 
cathedral. The most robust man of the country round was 
assigned the office of bell-ringer 

But as the pall-bearers entered the cathedral porch, nought 
but a broken and disastrous sound, like that of some lone 
Alpine land-shde, fell from the tower upon their cars And 
then, all was hushed 

Glancing backwards, they saw the gromed belfry crashed 
sideways ın. It afterwards appeared that the powerful peasant 
who had the bell-rope in charge, wishing to test at once the 
full glory of the bell, had swayed down upon the rope with 
one concentrated jerk. The mass of quaking metal, too ponder- 
ous tor its frame, and strangely feeble somewhere at its top, 
loosed from its fastening, tore sideways down, and tumbling 
in one sheer fall, three hundred feet to the soft sward below, 
buried itself inverted and half out of sight. 

Upon its disinterment, the main fracture was found to have 
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started from a small spot in the ear, which, being scraped, 
revealed a defect, deceptively minute, m the casting, which 
defect must subsequently have been pasted over with some 
unknown compound 

Che remolten metal soon reassumed its place in the tower’s 
repaired superstructure For one year the metallic choir of 
birds sang musically in its belfry-bough work of sculptured 
blinds and traceries But on the first anniversary of the tower’s 
completion - at early dawn, before the concourse had sur- 
rounded ıt — an earthquake came, one loud crash was heard 
The stone pine, with all its bower of songsters, lay overthrown 
upon the plain 

So the blind slave obeyed its blinder lord, but, in obedience, 
slew him So the creator was killed bv the creature So the bell 
was too heavy for the tower So that bell’s main weakness 
was where man’s blood had flawed it And so pride went 
bcfore the tall * 


* Tt was not dcemed necessary to adhere to the peculiar notation of Italian 
time Adherence to it would have impaired the familiar comprehension of 
the story Kindred remarks might be ctfered touching in anachronism or 
two that occur 


The Vivisector 


By SIR RONALD ROSS 


[here is a story told that Sir Ronald Ross (1857-1918), the 
British phystutan who won the Nobel Prize for medicine in 
1902 for hts discovery of the malaria parasite, was mtroduced 
to scientific experimentation by reading Frankenstein as a 
young man True or not, and although he went on to enjoy a 
distinguished career as a scientist, Sir Ronald admitted when 
recewing his award that literature had always been his first 
love In fact, be wrote a number of novels (includine Child of 
Ocean and The Spint of the Storm) as uell as a considerable 
number of fables, poems, satires and bis Memoirs (1923) 
Born in Almora, India, be studied meduine at St Bar 
tholomew’s in I ondon before returning to bis native country 
to work in the Indian Medical Service from 1481 99 It was 
his research there that led to his discovery of the malaria 
parasite ın 1895 Sir Ronald finished his career as Professor of 
Tropical Medicines at Liverpool 

Regardless of whether Mary Shelley’s story had been bis 
inspiration, Str Ronald Ross was undoubtedly interested m 
the concept of creating and extending life, a fact that 1 
evident in The Vivisector which be urote while still lung inm 
India in 1881 Almost half a century later, m 1928, be was to 
go on record with his belief that a man could liwe for hundreds 
of years under the right conditions — u statement that had him 
branded as a ‘Frankenstein’ in some of the popular journals of 
the day 

‘The best and ultimate test of the ability of man to live long 
beyond his present allotted score of years would be to have a 
man, from his babyhood up, live in what practically would be 
a sterilised test-tube,’ Sir Ronald wrote ‘He would breathe 
stertlised air. He would eat sterilised food He would drink 
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sterilised liquids. He would thus be placed as far as humanly 
possible beyond the range of the myriad microbes that in 
many ways are the enemies of man and that bring about 
many of bts ailments Such a man, growing and lung under 
special conditions, might live to be 200’ (As a matter of 
interest, this statement inspired the popular American SF 
writer, Wallace West, to write a short story, ‘Ihe Incubator 
Man’ published that same year, in which Sir Ronald’s test- 
tube creature lwed for 150 years — only to die as soon as he 
left bis antiseptic environment from catching the 
measles ) 

l he amusing blending of science and humour in the follow 
ing story of The Vivisector bas caused several critics to 
compare the best of the author’s work to that of his famous 
American contemporary, Mark Twain Certainly Sir Ronald 
Ross deserves credit as an ingentous fantasy writer as well as 
a great physician 


In the Year 1860, I, ha ing completed my medical studies in 
London, and being a min of some small independence, deter- 
mined upon visiting the various universities and scientific 
societies of the world I travelled through Germany, France, 
Spain, Italy, Russia, Persia, Turkey, India and China Having 
seen much physic poured down many throats, and having 
listened to the opposing views of five thousand professors, | 
became in the end assured that for most diseases the best 
medicine is water, taken internally I was also convinced of 
the necessity for a better knowledge of Physiology, for unless 
we know the working of a watch or machine, how can we 
hope to mend it? Truly hot oil poured in muy do good, but it 
can also possibly Clog the wheels Hygiene ıs the better part of 
medicine, physiology, the best part of both tor without it we 
put on spectacles in the dark Those great mysteries of Life 
and Death, birth, maintenance, action and thought were to 
me Mexicos, their solution El Dorados. Accordingly I set foot 
in America, the land of experiment, with enthusiasm 1 passed 
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eastward, calling on persons long known to me through their 
works; but I was not satisfied. 

At the large city of Snogginsville I met the well-known Dr 
Silcutt, famous for his excellent work on the encephalon of 
politicians. He was as ardent a physiologist as myself; and 
was at the time much excited by his recent excellent discovery 
that gold produces effects different from those of copper 
when approached to the different nerves of those engaged in 
public services. Titillation of the palm with the former metal 
produces contraction of the Hexors, with the latter, contrac- 
tion of the extensors. He was personally tall, sombre, and not 
of a humorous disposition. He lived in his private chambers at 
the Infirmary where I stayed with him so long that we became 
friends. With him there resided an old gentleman, suffering 
from dementia, whom at first I took to be his father. 

The day before the one on which I intended leaving Snoggins- 
ville, Silcutt exhibited to me his private museum of medical 
curiosities. | remember that when we entered the room, he, 
being interested in argument, left the door ajar. Passing from 
specimen to specimen we at last arrived before a most curious 
contrivance. Roughly described, one would have considered it 
a double kind of pump with four tubes (two tubes from each 
pump) leading to a central mechanism. Each pump was a 
heavy square mass meant to be placed on the ground, with a 
piston action; the piston being so disposed as to require 
pushing down and pulling up without a lever. Silcutt seemed 
inclined to pass tt, bur I inquired its use; no sooner, however, 
were the words out of my mouth, than I heard a kind of 
scream behind me, muffled in laughter. The above-mentioned 
old gentleman was standing looking at the construction which 
had interested me. A quick frown passed over Silcutt’s face, 
and he clutched the other by the arm. The old man lifted his 
night foot and placed it on a low bench close by. His face 
became tumid with blood until his white hair, eye-brows and 
scanty whiskers started out, as it were, in contrast. The veins 
of his neck swelled, and perspiration broke out on his forc- 
head. His teeth were clenched and his eyes bloodshot; and 
though all this transformation occurred ın a few seconds, yet 
he had every appearance of a man who had undergone severe 
bodily exercise. He stooped down as !f to lift a heavy weight 
with both hands, and began to pull up and push down with 
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his arms, as if, as I thought, he was working one of the pumps 
described above He laughed and screamed alternately, until, 
after a few seconds more, a foam gathered on his hps, he 
shrieked, and fell down in an epileptic seizure 

Silcuct said, ‘He 1s not my father He 1s accustomed to these 
fits. He has been located with me for twenty years To-night, 
I will give you a manuscript, fully describing this occurrence 
and that machine, upon the condition that you do not divulge 
its contents until the death ot both of us’ 

Upon retiring to rest, 1 found on mv bedroom table a 
manuscript signed ‘William Silcurr, U Sc Phil’ Opening it, I 
read - 


‘T attended Snogginsville Infirmary as a medical student from 
1838 to 1840 Patrick Maculhgan, a man of about forty years 
of age, was resident medical officer He was at the time 
deeply engaged in experimental research on both physiology 
and therapeutics, and needing an assistant, he fixed on me I 
was intensely fond of both these subjects, and we were often 
engaged together in the laboratory for the whole dav The 
Infirmary is situated on a hill, and ts a dong building, turreted 
at either ind At the tome l speak of only one half of the 
structure was occupied by patients At the top of the turret 
belonging to the empty wing, our laboratory was situated. 
Here we workcd, ate, ind often slept without seeing anyone 
but ourselves for twenty four hours at a stretch Phe labora- 
tory consisted of five rooms, an animals’ room for keeping 
live stock, a chemical room, a miscroscopical room, a work 
shop for making implements, and the operation room This 
last chamber was the top central one of the turret and hid a 
window facing westward It was painted black so as not to 
show the blood that wis often spurted upon its walls In a 
corner were a basin and ewer Tables with various knives, 
tweezers, forceps, saws, etc . stood round At i vard from one 
wall there was the usual stove with a pipe leading through the 
roof In the middle stood the operating table, which we called 
the altar of sctence Tt was a complicated contrivance, padded 
and covered with leather, with a waterproof over all. It could 
be so drawn out, or pushed ın, as to afford room for holding 
either a donkey or a guinea-pig at will. Numbers of fastening 
straps were attached. The door and window were padded to 
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prevent the egress of any sound which might disturb the 
patients below 

*‘Maculligan was an Irish immigrant He was of middle 
stature, pale of complexion, with light sandy hair He was 
very grave and had large white front teeth His hands were 
long and hairy, and owing to his studies, he was slightly 
bowed and weakly A Jong scar cut from his left eye to the 
mouth, and the deformity made him the more shy He was a 
Protestant, and when not engaged in vivisection, it was his 
great delight to read over a book of hymns, which he often 
hummed to himself He told me that he was the son of an 
Irish phystuan and had left home owing to family quarrels, 
when a lad of seventeen 

‘We had often discussed the awful problem of death C ould 
it be prevented? May not suence hope to hnd its antidote ? 
He said ‘Seeing that most tissues are repairable, lke bone, 
re-formable, or like skin to be mended by another structure, | 
believe that death does not originate in these parts which may 
be called rather the appurtenances of hfe than lite itself The 
older the man, the less able is he to obtain healing of wounds 
Why? Because the healing power is older and less vigorous» 
What 1s the healing power? Where is it? Fither in the nervous 
system or in the blood, I should say A man dies, not because 
his muscles and organs decay, but because either the mecha 
nism of his brain, cord, or ganglta is so attrite, and worn out 
or his blood ts so changed by continual use, as to be of no 
further service to the body We cannot give an animal a new 
brain, but we can provide him with tresh blood [ct us try 
then whether the blood be not the seat of hfe The plan we 
will adopt is this [ have constructed an artifiaial heart which 
may be filled with the fresh blood of an animal recently 
killed Now we must obtain a corpse which has died of loss of 
blood alone we must quickly after death cut down to his 
heart, and apply the apparatus to his blood vessels, pour in a 
fresh circulation By this means,” he ended, rubbing his hands, 
“I hope to bring the dead to life ’”’ 


To understand the rest of Dr Silcuct’s narrative, the reader 
should know the course of the circulation This is very simple 
The heart ts divided into two partitions, a right and a left one 
The blood enters the right partition, whence ıt 1s squirted into 
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the lungs, from the lungs it returns to the left partition, 
whence it 15 squirted all over the body; and from the body it 
hnallv returns back to the right partition, and so on ad 
infintum The apparatus now shown to Silcutt, described 
without the use of anatomical words, was an artuficial heart, 
only the two partitions were quite separate, and to be worked 
by ditferent pressure The chest was opened and into the large 
blood-vessels, which convey the blood to and from the heart, 
long india rubber tubes were inserted so that the blood from 
the body was carried to the right arnficial heart or pump, and 
thence squirted back to the lungs, from the lungs ıt passed to 
the lett artificial heart or pump, and thence to the body, and 
soon These artificial hearts were mere ordinary double action 
pumps, with valves, which sucked in the fluid from one 
direction and expelled it in another, bur having to be com- 
pletely air-tight they were heavily constructed and the pistons 
were worked only with considerable dithculty Each pump 
was placed in a hot water bath to maintain the blood at the 
temperature of 100°, and one was to be put on either side of 
the dead body Lo resume the manuscript 


‘It was some time before a ht subject was brought into the 
hospital What was required was a person who had simply 
bled to death without much serious injury except the wound 
of the blood vessels A donkey was kept in readiness to supply 
the required fluid We often practised the insertion of the 
india rubber tubes into the blood vessel on dead patients, and 
had become so skilful as to be able to finish the operation in 
hve minutes 

‘Ac last, on the morning of sth October 1840, a patient was 
brought into the Infirmary with a cut wound on the head 
from which he had bled profusely He had been cut with a 
knife in a street row He was a tall, vigorous man, with an 
immense amount of red hair and beird and with a vicious 
leering kind of expression When I saw him he was fast 
sinking, for the evident drunken habits of the patient did not 
predispose him to recovery l only saw him and attended him 
(except the nurses), and had him removed to a private ward 
when he died at 2 p.m. Having previously acquainted Maculli- 
gan of the case, I waited below while that gentleman was 
preparing the apparatus. I sent the nurses out of the ward 
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after the patient’s death. I wrapt him in a blanket and drawing 
his hands over my shoulders carried hım out. A violent 
storm, which had just broken, gave me greater security. | 
locked the door of the private ward and struggled as I best 
could with my burden up the narrow stairs of the turret 
When l arrived in the laboratory, the apparatus was ready, 
and the pumps were standing ın their baths of hot-water 
(which was procured from the stove boiler) The donkey had 
been killed, and his tresh blood was in the cavities of our 
machine. 

‘Maculligan was flushed with excitement Now,” he ex- 
claimed, “we shall get at least some knowledge, either a useful 
negative result, or a world-retorming fact ” 

‘I placed the body on the bed on his left side was the pump 
which I was to work and which sent the blood all over his 
body, on his mght side Maculligan supplied his lungs In a 
minute I had tastened the limbs, and made bare the chest of 
the man Maculligan seized the knife, and at one swoop cut 
down to the heart I held apart the several parts Almost 
immediately ıt seemed he had inserted the tubes into the 
arteries and veins, and a few seconds sufficed to sew up the 
chest again, jorntng the carnlages as well as the skin, and 
covering all the incision with a quickly congealing gum to 
exclude the air, and permit breathing The whole was done by 
ten mines after death The corpse was pale, slightly cold, 
the eyclids half-open, and the eves turned upwards beneath 
them Blankets were thrown upon it to retain the heat The 
storm outside had increased in tury, the rain drenched the 
window-panes, and the violence of the wind was such that the 
whole tower seemed to rock Most unearthly noises, too, were 
caused by it, and the darkeness was so great that we could 
barely see to do our experiment. | could observe Maculligan 
trembling with excitement I myselt, though generally stoltd, 
was much moved 

‘“Are you ready,” said he, taking hold of his pump and 
speaking hoarsely “Then away,” and down went the pistons 
simulrancously 

‘We told twelve strokes no blood had oozed from the cut 
in the chest - all was satisfactory. Another twelve - a slight 
flushing the cheeks. Maculligan stopped, and we both took 
off our coats, the wind howling with tenfold fury. We resumed 
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— suddenly the eyes closed. We went on for fully quarter of an 
hour 

‘“He ıs breathing,” cried my companion 

‘Most certainly there was some slight action of the dia- 
phragm Maculligan suddenly motioned me to stop, and going 
up to the patient listened to hear the breathing While he 
looked into the man’s face the eyes suddenly opened, following 
my friend, who sprang back to his pump, trembling violently. 
We went on silently, the man, all the while, watching Maculli- 
gan whose hair seemed stiff, and whose face was so changed 
that I should hardly have known him I myself was so as- 
tounded that E could not conceive the occurrence as real We 
had never expected that there would be anv recovery beyond 
a comatose condition 

‘Suddenly the man, who ippeared as if recovering trom 
chlorotorm, said aloud, “Lave it, will you ” 

I eave what?” asked Maculligan, hoarsely 

“Lave pulling that out of the ground, for sure it goes bang 
through the wurrld. and 1s clamped on the other side. It's o` 
no use ” 

*“Bedad,” he continucd, “but ve’re the rummiest egg-fhp 
iver | came across © 

“Egg thp'! Eh, boy?” cred Macullgan, laughing excitedly 
“You're another” 

“What!” said the man, smiling with one side of his mouth, 
“you ain a wag, you ar a kind o' wag as tells loodicrus tales 
to tay cotallers at taymatins, you air ” 

‘“No, I amt now,” exclatmed my friend, htting his chin, 
and winking m an excited, ready boy kind of manner 

“Wal, friend.” continued the patient. “kep vour ‘air on, 
an’ nobody ‘ud tell you wan't a Quaker But you're too 
guaky for your occupation — I tak it you're a water-works 
man, with that ‘cre pump, eh? friend “` He then spat into the 
air 

‘“What makes you think that, boy,” answered my compan- 
ion, putting his tongue in his cheek, and pumping vigorously. 

‘““Wal,” returned the other, laughing roughly, “I guessed 
you war by your complexion I sav,” he contmued, winking, 
“you don’t often git your pipes bunged in these parts by 
vivisections does yer ~ no vivisected babbies, now — eh?” 

“Not I, lad, not 1,” laughed Maculligan boisterously 
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‘**That’s odd now! och! man, sure, an wasn’t | a vivisector 
in ould Ireland, an a phesycian.” 

*“T hope you got many of ’em,” laughed the other. 

‘“Many o’ wot?” 

‘“Fees — you said you were a feesycian.” 

““Wal,” laughed the man, winking, “just you write that 
‘ere goak in yer diary and have a dinner on the annivassery of 
it, avery year. Yes, sir, I was a physician, and, sure, an 
eminent one and got me thousand a year, and lived in Merrion 
Square, bedad. But I went in for physiology — 1 went im tor 
physiology, and so got ruined. I say! won't the devil give me 
hot for my vivisecting - for the cutting - eh? For the fastening 
up — eh? ‘You should have taken the trouble to give chloro- 
form,’ he'll say. But I don’t care a doight for the devil - eh? - 
tll I am dead — eh? snifflewink 2” 

“But what if you are,” cried Maculhgan, loudly. “Eh, boy, 
what tf you are?” 

*“Hey? Wal, stranger, |] guess you air goin” at with that 
‘ere pump. I say,” he called out suddenly, “stop it, will you! 
Every push sends a throb in me chist. you skippin’ 
spalpeen.” 

“The patient seemed to become alarmed. He had kept his 
eyes fixed on my associate; he now turned them upon me, 
and I saw that he recognized me. 

‘He began to pull at his wrists and ankles, when Maculli- 
gan, not knowing what he was saying, kept on repeating, 
“But, what it you are dead >” 

‘All this while we were both pumping without intermission. 

‘**Aha'” hissed the man, his tace wearing a horrible expres- 
sion, “what is this? Whar is this? I am dead! Begorra, I died 
just now — I died of a cut on the head, and drank a bottle ©’ 
whiskey upon ıt to die drunk! Oh, Lord! I see it - ochone? I 
am in hell, and | am drunk soll!’ He wrenched again at his 
wrists, Screaming, 

‘“*So you are, Pat,” cried my friend. “So you are.” 

‘“Ah! Lord! What ’ull they say if | come up to court 
drunk! Maybe | have been in court already, but was so 
inebriate I did not know it, and have got damned out o° hand, 
with never a bit of a voice in the metter.” 

‘So you have, Pat, so you have. You were dead drunk in 
the dock, you were.” 
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‘“Ah' krimy,” groaned the man, his eye wandering down 
to the instrument stuck in his chest, the stitches in his skin 
and the tubes leading to the pumps. “Och! St Pathrick, I see 
it! And my punishment is, to be done to as | have been done 
by And you are a couple of devils, and I a vivisection, and I 
shall be vivisected for iver and iver, wurrld without end - Oh! 
Lord -damn damn- damn -” 

‘Here Maculligan inadvertently missed a stroke which 
caused the patient to gasp violently 

‘Now, don’t do it again, honey,” he continued. “PH swear 
no more, purty deevil that ye are, I did not mane to chaffer ye 
just now but ye’re the witrest devil, truly speaking, that I 
iver saw on earth, or inh — or anywhere You'll not be 
studyin’ much on me now, will yet, dear?” 

‘We shall not do more than te up your bile duct and 
establish a fistula in your side to-day, frend,” said Maculligan, 
winking at me 

‘And will vou do that? Ohtcnkey?" 

‘“fo morrow we arc gomg to lav out a piece of your 
mesentery under the microscope to see the blood circulate ” 

“Oh, sammy! And what ull yer do the dav arter?” 

“See how much of your brains we can shee oft without 
stopping your thinking ” 

‘““Why, yer don’t immagine T chink with the pit of my 
stomich, do vor? One blessing yerl have to lave it soon, for 
there ‘ull never be a pickin’ place left on me carcase ” 

“Not a bn of a. my deat su,” roared Maculligan, who 
seemed mad from excitement “You heal up m one place as 
soon as we go on to another ` 

““Well, that knocks all hope out of me But what are ve 
doin’ now >” 

‘“Injecuing you with donkey’s blood to see if you wall 
bray ” 

“PH not do that, anyway, but I tell you what, I feel 
uncommon sharp and witty hke P ud advise you co try a little 
of the same mixture. Yer not agom’ to have any alcohol 
experiments on me, trend, an ye?” 

“No why?” 

“Wal, yer might find out how much whuskey it ull take 
to make me drunk, anyhow, honey O Lord!” he ejaculated, 
looking round, “how well I know them scalpels, directors, 
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retractors, bone-forceps, aneurism needles and the lıke, and I 
have often done all the experiments you have mentioned.” 

‘At tumes the man dropped the coarser Irish brogue, and at 
other times used a Californian slang 

‘“You see,” he continued, “I was a man of some eminence 
in the medical profession ” 

‘And how did you lose that emmence ?”’ 

***One day I was up to the ears in thought about me theory 
of diabetes, when a poodle happening to bark about me heels, 
instead of kicking ıt away, sure enough I put it in me pocket, 
thoughtlesslv ” 

"Well ?” 

‘“Well, chat poodle belonged to the vice-queen, or the vice- 
royess, who offered a hundred pound for it Now a rapscallion 
saw me pockit the poodle, rould a policeman, who followed 
me as I went home one day, entered me house, got up to the 
laboratory and found the identical poodle with a pay in tts 
fourth ventricle, and a pin in ics curvickle ganglion They had 
me up for dog-stealing, pst as I had complated me work on 
the subject in hand, and instid of putting me in the Royal 
Society, put me in a common prison When I gor out Í took to 
drinking and went to Ameixa and the dogs, and I've got 
there now, begorra! Yer will not give me chloroform, thin, 
honey, or a gin-cocktail now ? Be Jesus, how the devils are 
howlin’ round abour'” 

‘During this extraordinary conversation the wind had risen 
still more, and the turret was plainly felt to rock to and fro 
The evening, too, began to hasren in, atded by the black, 
scurrying rack that obscured the sky We had been toiling tor 
more than an hour, having to keep time hke rowers My arms 
were getting tired, and I was profusely perspiring Maculligan 
was shouting and laughing like a mamac or drunkard, his face 
bloated with exertion and his long light hair hanging over his 
eycs Suddenly I cast my eyes on the thermometer in the bath 
which maintained the heat of the blood at the necessary 100° 
It stood at 97 4° The fire in the stove was getting low. 

‘Tsaid “The fire 1s getting low, it must be replenished ” 

‘You pile it up then,” said Maculligan, “we must leave 
off together ” 

‘At 2 signal from him we both ceased pumping and I, who 
was nearest, rushed to the stove, knocked the hd off and 
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poured in, in my haste, the whole scuttle full of coals. When I 
returned the patient had fainted we immediately resumed 

‘I said “He was nearly out then, Maculligan ” 

‘“Wor’s that?” muttered the patient, coming round. “Tarna- 
tion take you deevils, how did you gumption that my name 
was Maculligan >” 

“Is that so?" inquired Macullhgan 

‘Is that so! I guess itis) Josephus Maculligan av Maculli- 
gan Castle, County Leitrim, son av old Maculligan av the 
same, and be damned to ver!” 

‘No sooner were these words uttered than my companion 
uttered the most horrible yell J ever heard 

“You are my brother,” he shrieked, “Ha! hat look at 
this?” showing the long scar on his tace Ihe patient’s jaw 
dropped, and he violently struggled, but when my friend re- 
layed the speed of pumping he fell back, and began to groan 

‘“Oh' oht ds it me brother they have put to plague me. me 
twin brother, who I knocked about and gashed down the 
cheek because he was after bein’ five munutes older than 
myself and had got all the proparty ? Ye are nut dead, Pathrick 
dear? Ye are no ghost, avc? Ye will not tormine me though 
vour father ind me diuv you to Ameriky?” 

“No, no,” shouted Maculligan “J am alive! You are 
alive! We are all ahve! I am surgeon of the Snogginsville 
Infirmary Í have made an invention for reviving the dead by 
means of injecting hor, tresh blood into his veins I required a 
case for experiment, which had merely bled to death You 
were the hrste that presented If we leave off pumping for five 
minutes, or the stove goes out, letting the hot water cool, the 
blood will clot im the machine and you will die tmmediately ” 

'I cannot describe the face of Josephus Maculligan during 
this recital He burst torth into oaths, upbraiding his brother 
for attempting such an experiment, and shrieking for help 
But the wind out shrieked him He praved and cred alter- 
nately My arms were getting intensely tired, and my back 
was aching, owing to the necessary stoop of the body Sud- 
denly the setting sun, which was almost touching the horizon, 
gleamed out from the clouds, and poured a red glow on 
Patrick Maculligan’s face. I shall never forget its expression 
he seemed to have become more like an ape than a man His 
face was turbid and red, his mouth drawn back at the 
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corners, showing all his teeth and the very gums. His rongue 
hung out, the large veins of the throat and forchead stood 
prominent, the long scar on the cheek glistened white, and 
seemed to have contracted in length, drawing up the upper 
lip, and showing the camne tooth of that side His necktie and 
collar had burst open, and he panted quickly ike a dog, while 
his eyes, round and lidless, glared on his brother, not with 
anger or fear, but without any expression at all The one 
beam of blood-red light, streaming in trom the window seemed 
to rest upon him on purpose, and, as it were, moved and 
twined amongst his hair. He alone was visible all the rest of 
the room was dark, for the ray, after touching him passed 
into the workshop beyond I could see that his hands which 
were working the pump were swollen and veined 

‘He said “You have wronged me We are twin brothers, 
and I being the weaker should have been protected by you, 
rather than bullied We both loved Lucy Hagan, but she 
preferred me One day [sant ‘Ihave brains, [don’t want the 
property, I will ask Lucy to marry me, and we will go to 
Amerika” I went to ask her passing through a wood You 
were there felling trees You threw the hatcher at me, saying 
‘PH knock the Polly Belov dear out of you” The steel cut my 
check A week afterwards | presented myself to Lucy She sud 
she would think about it, and in the evening sent me 2 refusal 
written in french and a hymn book with her favourite hymns 
marked She informed me thar she was going fo marry vou | 
called upon her ro thank her for the hymn book, and murdi red 
her on the spot I then proceeded to America when I heard 
that my father way found dead in bed I sad ‘My brother 
Joseph has murdered him’ Both of us being murderers, n 
was natural enough that we should go a step further and 
become visisectors, and this 16 our punishment ” 

“Wal,” returned the other, spitting into the ray of light, “I 
guess I'd rayther be vou than me in this here investig ition of 
nature. You are payin’ interest and principal together of that 
"ere loan across the cheek I gave yer It yer cannot kep up that 
elber-jiggerin work much longer, 1 will be much obleeged if 
you will ax someone to come up and reheve yer, and bring up 
a drop or two ©’ somethin’ cooling, cas I am feeling tarnanion 
watrum.” ‘ 

I£ either of us stop for two minutes you are dead, clear; 
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and there are no more donkeys in the establishment,” an- 
swered Patrick. ‘It won't do for only one to pump, because 
that will burst up your vessels. And it won’t do to call, 
because no one will hear. It would take at least four minutes 
to get to the occupied wing of the building and back and by 
that time clots would be sure to form, any one of which 
getting in your brain would kill you slick.” 

“Wal, asked Josephus, “and cud not both of you go and 
divide the distance atween yer? I am getting as hot as a tay- 
pot” 

‘Looking at the thermometer in the water-bath of my 
pump, | observed it stood at 102° The fire in the stove, 
drawn by the violent wind, was beginning to roar through the 
heap of coals. 

“Turn on the cold water,” said Patrick 

‘It came from the tap with a gush, then stopped - the 
water-pipe had been broken by the storm Lhe thermometer 
was rising, - if it passed 120° the blood would be heated to the 
same temperature, and would certainly become coagulated, or 
would coagulate the nervous matter of the patient We left 
ott, and I rushed to the stove the poker and shovel had both 
been sent to be mended. The patient was gasping 

“Tf you stop me arculaton again, yer spalpeens, TIL skin 
yer,” he said 

‘We resumed. Phe lighe had lett Patrick's tace, but the stove 
glowed out in the darkness, and we heard the roaring of the 
flames. Patrick was staggering like a drunkard, and breathing 
stertorously His tongue was hanging further our, the corners 
of his mouth were drawn more and more backwards, and at 
every stroke he pulled, his ears twitched In my hands there 
was no feeling lett. for as said betore, the pumps were very 
suft, 1 pushed and pulled mechanically , there was a dead pain 
at my heart, 1] could think of nothing, my eves were glazed, 
all | saw was the thermometer slowly tring, Josephus was 
struggling and howling. 

*“Arrah, now,” he cried, “‘ye’re running fire into me. Lave 
it will yer. [guess PIHE get up and pummel ver both.” 

‘We stopped for a second, when he yelled out, “Go on yer 
hell-sparks, or Vl report yer behaviour to the deevil. O 
Lord,” he groaned, “here’s taver and no ague.“ 

‘The thermometer had reached 106°. 
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‘“Wal,” continued Josephus, “this ’ull put me in the very 
best trainin’ for hell cud be imagined. | shall ask for a place as 
head stoker after this, for I shan’t flinch at no fire agin ” 

‘Patrick tried to speak but could not The flames in the 
stove shot up through the coaling-hole at top The thermom- 
eter stood at 108°, a temperature seldom reached by the most 
violent fevers 

‘Josephus said, “E poisoned me father with opium and 
drove me brother to murder his sweetheart, but chey ought to 
let me into heaven arter this, for it’s punishment enough sure 
It’s plaguey hard on a poor boy to make him die twice — to 
make him pay over agin for his ticket to tarnation Ah! lads 
kep ıt up, lads Though ve’re a runnin’ the red hot blood ©’ 
ten thousand jackasses biled in che boilers av the cntre of the 
wurrld into me Ah orta, kep it up' Though ye are a sweatin’ 
away yerselves, ull there is nothin’ left av yer but ver skilitons, 
and a little ile in ver boots, vet kep it up, lads, kep it up! 
Brayvo, bravvo' oh! bur the warrmth the warrmth! FU tak 
me whusky cold, I thank vou Ice! Thanks, I wull pst tak a 
limp o the same ” 

‘He then ceased talking and struggled violently The last he 
said was, “Good-bye, Pathrick, PH vivisect yer, t other side © 
Jourdan,” 

‘The thermometer had reached 116 5° [The howling of the 
wind was awful Patrick was rolling trom side to side The 
perspiration ran down over my eyes {could not feel my arms 
below the shoulders Patrick suddenly drew in his breath 
sharply, gave a yell, threw up his arms and fell on his tace 
Josephus by a last effort wrenched his arms loose, sat up, 
clurched at hts throat and fell back Ar the same moment the 
storm blew in the window with a crash In came the tempest 
and rain, a spiral of flame shot up trom the stove, and I was 
hurled to the ground 

‘It was morning when | woke [he stove was out and 
Patruk sleeping soundly 1 could nor stand, nor move the 
arms below the elbows As best I could I crawled downstairs 
for assistance 

‘Josephus Maculligan was stone dead, and was soon buried. 
Patrick lives, but he 1s demented and suffers from attacks of 
epilepsy l am myself quite well 

(Signed) Wit LIAM SUCUTT.’ 
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Such was the remarkable manuscript I read, and [ may well 
be believed when | state that so great was the horror of 
vivisection which I derived from the perusal of this account of 
the impaling and exhaustion to death of living beings, that I 
took to collecting butterthes in the summer, and hunting in 
the winter, neglecting the medical profession altogether After 
the death of Silcutt and Maculligan, | related the story to the 
President of the Club for the Total Abolition of Vivisection 
He asked me down to the country branch of that club, where 
[ was to read the manuscript 

After our interesting pigeon battue, where more than two 
hundred birds were killed, we dined I then read the work, 
which hlled the members with such horror that they pissed 
fortv-Ave resolutions upon the spot, ind hmshed the day with 
an oyster and white ban supper [am sure that the reader 
who believes this atrocious and feartul calc cannot become 
anything but a J otal Anti ovisectiontst 


The Future Eve 


By VILLIERS DE L ISLE ADAM 


It was not until 1886 that the first female creature was 
introduced into the Frankenstein canon with The Future Eve 
by the fin-de-stecle French author, Villiers De L'isle Adam 
(1840-1889). This extraordinary man, a Count by birth who 
belonged to a shabby-genteel fanuly of old Breton aristocrats, 
endured a ‘mani and poverty-stricken existence in Paris,’ 
according to his biographer Alan Reitt, writing plays and 
poetry and a series of beautifully polished weird stones, the 
best of which were later collected as Contes Cruels (Cruel 
Tales, 1883). Little was, in fact, known for years about the 
Count beyond the remarks of bis immediate circle — one of his 
devotees, Stephane Mallarme, the symbolist poet, declaring 
wryly in 1889, ‘His life? I search for anything that corresponds 
to that expression: truly and in the ordinary sense, did he 
lwe” 

The Count's life was, in fact, very much that of a Bohemian. 
ling ın a succession of squalid lodging houses: writing m 
cafés and beerhouses where be talked and drank endlessly, and 
provoking duels with friends while at the same time pursuing a 
trail of wealthy heiresses, one of whom he hoped to marry and 
thereby end his poverty. This, like his ambitions for his plays, 
steadfastly eluded him - but he ıs still remembered today for 
Cruel Tales and L’Eve Future, which 1s regarded us ‘one of the 
pioneering works of Science Fiction’ by Richard Holmes; and 
‘an important contribution to the Symbolist movement,’ accord- 
ing to Peter Nicholls, Villier De L'isle Adam dedicated the 
story of his artificial woman to ‘aux reveurs, aux railleurs’ — to 
dreamers and scoffers - and probably would not be surprised 
to learn that no popular edition of the novelette im English 
appeared for almost half a century. 
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The Future Eve describes how a remarkable scientist, Profes- 
sor X (believed to be modelled on the American inventor, 
Thomas Alva Fdison) creates an artifiaal woman for his 
friend and benefactor, a wealthy and handsome young lord 
who has despaired of ever finding a suttuble wife. Ihe descrip- 
tion of the making of thts perfect young female ts one of the 
best accounts of tts kind in all fiction, while the story itself is 
fascinating for its philosophical and tronic comments, as well 
as the accuracy of tts scientific prophecies Ihe following 
translation of the story was spectally made by Florence 
( rewe Jones for Argosy magazine 


len miles from the great seething city there stands a large 
house in the centre of a network of electric wires, sur- 
rounded by wide, solitary grounds A beauutul green park 
and shady, pravelled paths lead trom the massive iron en- 
trance gates to the isolated mansion Ihis was the home of 
the world famed inventor and master electrician, Professor 
X 

The scientist, a man ot about forty vears, had more the 
appearance of a distinguished artist than a plodding suen- 
tist It almost appeared that the tace ot rhe arust had been 
transformed into that ot the inventor The two had the 
same congemtal aptitude with different applications, like 
mysterious twins who had developed their individual genius 

About five o'clock m the afternoon of a late autumn day 
the professor renred into the seclusion of his private labora- 
tory, a small grey stone building standing in the rear of his 
large abode. A few minutes before he had dismissed his five 
pupils, devoted followers, scholarly and clever, upon whose 
discretion he could count, and who were his chief help in his 
scientific work. 

Alone, seated in his great leather chair, a cigar im his 
mouth, his huge frame enveloped in a loose-fitung cloak of 
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black silk, he seemed lost in thought. With eyes fixed and 
absent, he gazed into space, but his mind was working 
actively 

On his nght was a high window opening toward the 
flaming west — the glowing sunset casting on all objects a red- 
gold mist. In the room were moulds of various shapes, instru- 
ments of precision, piles ot blue prints, strange wheelwork, 
electrical apparatus, telescopes, reflectors, enormous m ipnets, 
bortles full of pecuhar substances, slates covered with 
quotations 

Outside, from beyond the horizon, the setting sun threw its 
last ravs on the curtain of maples and pines which overhung 
the steep clitts near by, and illumined the room at moments 
with splashes of brillance The golden rays were reflected on 
all sides trom crvstal facets 

The air was keen [here had becn a heavy storm during the 
day, and the rain had soaked the lawn and drenched the 
blown flowers in their green boxis under the windows Creep 
ing plants and ferns hung somewhat awry from thuar tron 
baskets, due to the violence ot the storm In the subtle urge of 
this atmosphere, the strong and keenly vivacious thoughts of 
the suentist became attenuated, influenced by the meditative 
spint and the twilight 

Although the inventor’s hair was greving on the temples, 
his face was ‘bovish, his smile was frank and winning Around 
his mouth were little hnes which told of the struggles ind 
hardships which he hid encountered in the early davs of his 
career It had been bitter uphill work, but he now stood on 
the pinnacle of fame, he was positive in his opinions, espous 
ing even the most specious of theores only when duly bul 
warked in facts A humamtarian, he was prouder of his 
labours thin of his genus 

Like an ordinary mortal, he sometimes abandoned himself 
to most fantasti and bizarre reflections And now he com 
muned with his ego. humbly, sadly. 

‘How late I come in humanity’s history,’ he mused. ‘I 
should have been born centuries ago Alas, | have come into 
this world very late ’ 

He arose from his chair and began to pace up and down 
the laboratory as he thought of the great happenings of olden 
days which could have been turned to the world’s advantage. 
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In the midst of his meditations he heard the voice of a young 
woman speaking softly near him. 

‘Master!’ came the murmur 

And as vet there was not the shadow of a form to be seen. 

The protessor had started at the ghostly sound. 

‘You, Sowana?’ he asked aloud. 

‘Yes,’ said the voice. ‘This evening I needed a good sound 
sleep, so I took the rmg | have it on mv finger now. There 1s 
no occasion for you to raise your voe to ns natural puch J 
am quite near you, and, for the last few minutes, I have been 
listening to you speaking vour thoughts aloud like a child.’ 

‘Yes, Sowana Burt, bodily, where are you?’ 

‘Lam stretched out on the fur rugs in the vault behind the 
bush where the birds are 

‘Hadaly scems to be asleep Ihave given her some lozenges 
and some pure water, and — well, they have made her quite 
annnated ° 

Phe invisible being whom the inventor had called Sowana 
laughed as she uctercd the last word Her voice, discreet and 
low, came from the tolds of a velvet curtain, carried from the 
distance by the electrical current in the sonorous, vibrating 
plaque in the portieres, one of the professor's new condensa- 
tors through which the pronunciation and the tone of the 
vore were distinctly transmitted 

‘Tell me, Mrs Anderson, he resumed, ‘are you sure that 
vou can heu what another person savs to me m this room — 
now, in the state that you are m” 

‘Yes, af you speak distinctly, very low, between vour hps, 
the difference in the intonation between vour vone and the 
rephes enables me to understand the dialogue absolutely You 
see, Pam hke one of the pin of the ong in the “ Thousand and 
One Nights °”? 

‘Then, it that is the case, rf | were to ask vou to attach the 
telephone wie by which vou speak to me, at this moment, to 
the person of our beaunful voung friend, the miracle in which 
we are both mterested would take place?” 

‘Without the slightese doubt Tam positive of it. declared 
the vore. ‘Ie is a prodigious thing, ingentous and ideal, but. 
worked our according to these calculations, it will come about 
naturally 

‘Now,’ continued the voice, ‘for me to be able to hear you 
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in this marvellous state in which I am at this moment, 
penetrated as I am with the living fluid in the ring, there 15 no 
need for you to have a telephone, but in order that you or any 
of your visitors should hear me, the mouthpiece of the tele- 
phone which I am holding now must be in connection with 
something which will correspond with the metal sounding 
plate, no matter how hidden it may be Is that mght*’ 

‘That is exactly right And now, Mrs Anderson, tell me -’ 

‘Ohr cried the invisible speaker, with a plaintive catch tn 
her voice ‘Call me by my dream name here I am another 
being now, not mysclf Here I torget my sorrows, and I do 
not sutter The other name recalls che horrible things of carth 
to which I sull belong.’ 

‘T will do as vou wish, Sowana,’ said the professor gravely 
‘Now I want you to tell me - you are quite sure of Hadaly, 
are you not?’ 

‘Ah,’ replied Sowana, ‘you have given me so much informa 
tion about vour beautiful Hadaly, and 1 have studied her so 
thoroughly, that I can reply - well, as I would tor my own 
reflection in a mirror! I would rather exist in that vibrating 
creature than in mv own self 

‘What a sublime creation you have, my dear master! She 
exists in the superior state in which Eam at this moment She 
1s imbued wath our two wills, they are united in her, itis a 
dualism not conscious ~ a spirit When she says to me ‘1 
am a phantom,” { feel embarrassed You know, professor, | 
have a presentiment - | believe that Hadaly wall be mic arnated, 
actually turning to flesh and blood" 

‘Ah’ said the great clectrician, with a little gasp, ‘if such a 
thing could come to pass — but alas, I do not see how chat 
could be! 

‘Go and sleep now, Sowana,’ he continued in a low vore 
which was almost a whisper, ‘but you know that there must 
be a third living being, in order that Hadaly should become 
incarnated The masterpiece could not be produced without a 
third, and who ts there on this earth that we would dare to 
consider worthy ?' 

‘Yes, that is true, murmured Sowana, ‘but we shall see I 
belteve that it will take place.’ 

There was a slight pause, and then the voice, in the tone of 
one who is dropping off to sleep, murmured 
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‘This evening I shall be ready, master. A flash, and Hadaly 
will appear. All will be well.’ 

Then came a mysterious silence after this conversation 
which was as strange as tt was incomprehensible. The engineer 
stood in the middle of his laboratory with his arms folded 
across his chest. There was not a sound to be heard now, 
only, every now and then, a slight inward catch of his breath, 
as he dwelt on the meaning of the last words Sowana had 
spoken. 

‘She thinks Hadaly will be incarnated.’ he mused ‘Although 
I have long familiarized myself with this phenomenon, there 
are times when I become dizzy, and my brain whirls when I 
think about it Sowana believes that Hadaly will be incarnated. 
How could that be? The speech - aye, that’s it - the speech ~ 
although I have reproduced the voice in a phonograph, how 
can I make that voice human? Ah, but science -° 

The professor's eyes glowed like fire as he mused thus He 
laughed aloud Why did this yteat inventor now appear to 
treat the tremendous problem so lightly. so gaily? He was 
probing the depths of a great puzzle. but it did not appear 
now to baffle him completely, tor he continued to smile 

Geniuses are so made. It seems almost as if they endeavour 
to make ther bram whirl with ther own prodigious 
thoughts. They wander through the labvrinths of science, 
and then in a moment, in a flash. they perceive that for 
whith they are seeking. No wonder they appear absent- 
minded, tor their thoughts are far away from matters of the 
everyday world 

The shadows around him deepened, tor night had fallen 

Sull meditating, the wizard inventor switched on a soft, 
pale light which dimly dlumined the great laboratory. Then 
he he a second ugar. 

He was still in the midst of his reveries when the silence 
was broken by a clear nng Going to a phonograph, the 
resonating plate of which was connected to a telephone, he set 
in action the metal disk, which relieved him of the necessity of 
replying im person, for the great man avoided speaking as 
much as possible to others. 

‘Well, what isat? cried the instrument into the mouthpiece 
of the telephone with the voice of the inventor, slightly 
impatient. ‘Is that you, Martin > 
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‘Yes, sir. I am in the city, at your office. I am sending you a 
telegram which came this moment.’ 

The voice came from the apparatus of a perfect condensa- 
tor, the secret of which Professor X had not yet divulged to 
the world, a polyhedral ball suspended from an induction 
cord which hung from the ceiling. 

The professor glanced toward the receiver of a Morse 
instrument which was standing on a base close to the tele 
phone. It held a telegraph blank. 

There was an almost imperceptible fluttering which slightly 
ayitated the double corresponding wires, and the professor 
stretched out his hand tor the paper, which was shot out of its 
metal socket Holding the telegram to the light, he read 


Arrived this mornmg Hope to see you this evening Affec 
tonate greetings 
FWALD 


Professor X gave a start of pleased surprise when he read the 
signature 

‘Lord Fwald” he cried ‘So he has come bich to this 
country Well, I am delighted ` 

He continued to smile, and, in his smile, one could not have 
recogmeed the seeptic of the few previous moments 

‘Ah, my dear, young triend, he murmured, ‘I have not 
forgotten vou. At the ame when I most needed a trend, you 
came - vou gave aid to a stranger Ìt is hardly hkely that I 
could torget my benetactor ’ 

The protessor walked hastily over to a drapery and touched 
an electric button. [he sound of a bell rang out in the park 
near the great house. Then, almost at once, the gay, happy 
voice of a hrrle girl was heard 

‘What do you want, papa ™ she asked 

He seized the mouthpiece of an instrument that was placed 
between the draperies. 

‘Lord Ewald will call here this evening,’ he said, ‘tell the 
servants that | am expecting him, and that he can enter. He 
must be made to feel quite at home.’ 

‘Very well, father,’ rephed the same happy vore, which. 
owing to a placing of the condensators, appeared to come, 
this time, from a big reflector of magnesium. 
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‘I will let you know if he will have supper with me,’ 
contimued the inventor. ‘Do not wait up for me, and mind you 
be a good httle girl. Good might, darling.’ 

A charming, childish trill of laughter seemed to come from 
the shadows on all sides, it was as if an invisible elf in the air 
had replied to the inventor. He smilingly dropped the receiver, 
and resumed his striding up and down the room. 

As he passed near an ebony table upon which various 
instruments were strewn, he carelessly threw down the tele- 
gram he had just received By chance, the shp of paper 
happened to fall upon an extraordinary object, a startling 
object, the presence of which was unexplainable in this room. 

The circumstance of this casual encounter of the telegram 
and this object attracted the suentist’s attention He suddenly 
stopped his striding, considered the tact, gazed intently at the 
obyect and the telegram, and, then, became thoughtful indeed 


$ 


It was a human arm and hand living on a violet silk cushion 
[he blood appeared to be congealed around the humeral 
section Some crimson splashes on a piece ot white linen, 
which had been thrown down beside it, attested to a recent 
operation 

It was the arm and hand of a young woman 

A bracelet of chased gold, im the torm of a serpent, was 
clasped around the delicate wns On the ring finger of this 
left hand a sapphire ring flashed brilliantly And the exqui- 
sitely shm fingers sail retained their hold on a pearl-grey 
glove which, evidently, had been worn several times 

The flesh was so lifelike in tint. so soft and satiny, that the 
sight of it was poignantly cruel 

What could have necessitated this drastic, desperate opera- 
tion? What unknown, terrible harm could have brought about 
this trghttul amputation? And, above all, what had caused 
this arm to retain its healthy vitality? [he blood still seemed 
to flow in this sweet and gracious member 

But a chilling, sinister thought would have leaped in the 
mind of a stranger at the sight of it. 

The large country house which stood alone hke a gloomy 
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castle among the trees was an isolated abode, and Professor 
X, as all the world knows, a daring experimenter It was only 
to his closest triends that he showed any signs of affection 

His discoveries as an engineer, his inventions of various 
kinds, the least strange of which are alone known to the 
general public, conveyed the impression of an enigmatic 
positivism 

He had compounded an anaesthetic so powerful in tts effect 
that, ın speaking of it, his flatterers said ‘If only one had the 
time to absorb a tew drops of it, one could face the most 
subtle tortures without being aware of it’ And, now, was he 
trying a new experiment, before which a doctor might well 
flinch? Was he striving to tathom the existence of another ? 
Or was he trying to solve his own? 

What scientist, worthy of the title, would not, if only for a 
moment, dwell without remorse, and even without shame, on 
thoughts of this order, when it was a question of a great 
discovery ? 

The press, all over the world had given much space to 
describing the nature of some of his experiments Many of the 
tests which he had desired to make had becn torbidden by the 
government of his country 

A layman might tech, Iegitimately 1 suspicion that the great 
scientist had been trying some experiment which had ended 
fatally, some venture of which this beaunful, radiant arm 
rudely scvered from its place, was the souvenir 

Meanwhile, as he stood beside the cbony table, Protessor X 
looked meditatively at the telegram which had tallen between 
two fingers on the hand He touched the hand, and, then, he 
started, as though a sudden idea had come to him 

‘Ah,’ he murmured, ‘suppose it should happen, suppose 
suppose that Lord Ewald suppos it is he who wall be che 
one to awaken Hadaly ’ 

The word ‘awaken’ was uttered by the scientist in a rather 
odd, hesitating manner After a moment he shrugged his 
shoulders and smiled 

‘Bah” he muttered ‘I must not let my thoughts rade ahead 
in this fashion ’ 

He resumed his striding up and down the laboratory He 
evidently preferred to be in the dark, for he switched otf the 
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Suddenly the moon passed between the clouds, and sinisterly 
slipped a streak of light onto the black table. 

The pale ray caressed the inanimate hand, hngered on the 
arm, and threw a gleam into the eyes of the gold snake and a 
flash on the ring. 

Phen all became dark again. 

Professor X pondered, as he paced to and fro m the 
darkness, upon all the wondertul inventions he had given to 
the world. 

He thought of all the great scientists of the past, those 
famous engineers who built the temple of Cheops, and all the 
other wonders which have been left to endure through the 
ages, of the architects who had left their imprint on colossal, 
marvellous ruins which were, even now, masterpieces unex- 
celled Was it not strange that some of these deep minds had 
not conceived the things which he had perfected ? 

As his mind passed down through the cycles of history, he 
conjured up pictures of the marvellous men and women 
whose names have been inspiring to us How benchual it 
would be af we could have had preserved tor us then actual 
photographs What a loss that this art had been so long 
deterred! 

Whit remarkible progress might have been made possible 
if we only had actual photographic records of the progressions 
of natural history How quickly nature had effaced the traces 
of her hrst efforts What precious visions hid been lost? 

And he tel a great feeling of thankfulness within him A 
thanktulness that, because of his having existed, because of 
his uventions, mankind would henceforth reap great benefits 

And, more than that, itat were possible at the great God, 
the Lord of Lite, of Whom so many painters ind sculptors had 
tried to give us an image af this Mighty. Most High would 
but permit a photograph ot Fhmselt to be taken, would but 
permit the sound of His voice to be recorded, trom chat day 
on there would not be lett an atherst on the face of the earth 

As it was his habu, the protessor had been softly speaking 
his thoughts aloud as he paced to and fro in the laboratory 
He now stopped and looked absentl through the openings of 
the long French windows, staring ar the ravs of light which 
the moon cast across the lawn. 

‘So be a,’ he murmured, resuming his soliloquy. ‘Let it be 
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defiance for defiance. Since life will not deign to answer our 
questions, but treats all our inquiries with a profound and 
problemanic silence, we will defy life-creation. I have already 
taken the prodigious step, and now have something to show.’ 

At this moment, the professor caught sight of a human 
shadow through the glass doors. 

‘Who ıs there?” he cried, his fingers closing over the butt of 
a small revolver in his pocket. 

‘Itas I- Fwald,’ replied a vore. 

‘My dear Lord Ewald. Welcome!’ cried the professor, as he 
came forward to greet his guest. 

Three unusually large lamps, with globes of blue glass, 
simultancously burst into flame like huge torches of electricity, 
lighting up the laboratorv. 

The visitor was about twenty-seven years old, tall, manly, 
and extremely handsome. He was immaculately groomed, and 
his magnificent physique suggested his apprenuceship on the 
crews of Oxford or Cambridge. 

His face, calm tn repose, was sympathetic in expression, 
bur the look in his eyes was grave and somewhat haughty 

‘My dear friend,’ satd the inventor ‘All that I now have | 
owe to you, for, without the help you once gave me, I could 
have accomplished nothing ' 

‘No, no, professor,’ said Lord Ewald, smiling, ‘tais | who 
am indebted to you. Through you I was able to be useful to 
the rest of humanity. The bit of money meant nothing to me. 

‘See how tortunate I consider myself in having met you! As 
soon as | put foot in your country | hasten to call to see you, 
for | want to renew the friendship that began with a chance 
meeting.’ 

Professor X now suddenly detected that there was some- 
thing subtly wrong with his guest. 

'I see you think that I am all,’ continued the younger man, 
with a slight understanding smile. ‘I am not suffering physi- 
cally, I assure you. But I have an everlasting grief and, I 
suppose, that would make one look a bit oft in the course of 
time.’ 

Lord Ewald glanced about the perfectly appointed labora- 
tory, paying particular attention to the hghting. 

‘I must congratulate you on all that you have accomphshed 
in such a short ume,’ he continued. ‘You are certainly the 
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chosen one — a veritable genius. This marvellous lighting ıs 
your own invention, I presume ?’ 

The professor nodded 

‘It 1s like a brilliant afternoon in summer ume,’ said his 
lordship 

‘Again thanks to you,’ his host declared with a smile 

‘has all very wonderful, you are an electrical wizard.’ 

“Well,” said the professor modestly, ‘I have discovered a few 
little things - and also some important things thar I want to 
tell you about J] was just thinking, before you arrived, that 
my inventions should have been known centuries ago ° 

Lord Fwald listened politely to his host, but it was evident 
that his secret sorrow obsessed him The professor’s keen eyes 
scanned the young man’s tace searchingly There was a 
moment's silence 

‘My dear Lord Ewald, said the inventor, gravely, ‘permit 
me to assume the role of an old triend and interest myself in 
you [can see there is something very wrong Your trouble ” 

The younger man tapped the cold ashes from his cigar, and 
looked at his host, but said nothing 

‘You know that l am a physician also,” contnued the 
professor, ‘tnd | am one of those who beheve that there ts a 
remedy for every illness ’ 

‘Oh, the griet in question,” responded I ord Fwald, trving to 
speak lightly, ‘is a very Commonplace subject an unfortunate 
love affair It has hit me hard You see, now, that my secret is 
very ordinary F shall always suffer but, please do nor let us 
speak about it’ 

‘You untortunate in a love atfar” cried the doctor, in 
astomshment ‘You the victim! Why, thar almost seems impos- 
sible I~ 

‘Pardon me,’ interrupted his young friend, ‘I have only a 
short time to spend with vou and I do not wish to abuse your 
came | think the conversation will be far more interesting tf 
we talk of vou and what you have accomplished ` 

‘Why, my ame is all yours” cried the inventor ‘Those who 
admire and laud me to-day once ignored me and would have 
allowed me to die like a homeless dog all but you 

‘My affection for you ts sincere, and it has rights which are 
just as sacred as yours, my dear young friend. Perhaps | may 
be able to cure you, or, at least -` 


108 THE FRANKENSTEIN OMNIBUS 


‘No,’ interrupted Lord Ewald, with a bitter smile, ‘unfortu- 
nately, you can do nothing — science cannot go as far as 
that.” 

‘One never knows,’ declared the professor. ‘Science has 
astonished me. I am always working — always probing - 
always discovering. Who can tell” 

‘I know that you could not understand the sentiment [ have 
in this affair, the young man demurted. ‘It would be strange 
— inconceivable co vou.’ 

‘so much the better,’ exclaimed the professor. ‘It will be a 
challenge to my imagination.’ 


IH. 


Lord Ewald settled back in his chair, crossed his legs, and 
after relighting his cigar, spoke as follows 

‘For some years past I have been hving at Athelwold Castle, 
one of the oldest estates in England. It i surrounded by pincs, 
lakes, and rocky hills. 

‘Since my return from an expedition into Abyssinia, E have 
led an isolated existence there My parents are dead, and the 
only other persons in the castle with me are a few servants 
who have grown old tn our service 

‘One morning | had occasion to run up to Fondon There 
were few vacant compartments in the tran. At one ot the 
stations, a young lady, after looking hastily everywhere clse 
for a seat, jumped into the carriage where Lw as seated. 

‘L need not go into details. In a brief time we became the 
best of friends. I fell in love with her. 

‘Alicia Cleary was only twenty years of age She was a 
Venus, exquisite in form and tace. It was the beauty of the 
Venus of Milo come to hfe or the Venus Victrix. 

‘Her heavy brown hair, which hung about her hke a mantle, 
had the radtance of a summer night. Her face was an exquisite 
oval. Her hands were not quite as aristocratic as the iest of 
her form, but her teet had the same eloquence as the Greek 
starucs. 

‘Her eyes were beaunful, her brows perfectly shaped. The 
sound of her low voice was so thrilling, che notes of her songs 
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so stirring, that | was overcome with a strange emotion. My 
admiration, as you shall see, was of an unknown order. 

‘In London, at the different Court functions, { had met the 
most beautiful girls in England, but I scarcely noticed them. I 
had thoughts of Alicia only. 

‘krom the first days, however, I struggled to combat the 
peculiar evidences which appeared in her words and actions. |! 
told myselt that ıt was folly to admit their significance, and I 
soughr in every way to put them from my thoughts 

‘Yet, I could not forget that in all hving beings there 1s a 
depth, which gives to their ideas, even the most vague, and to 
all ther impressions, those modifications which are shown 
externally This depth gives them their aspect, colour and 
character, its in fact the inflection of their true selves Let us 
call this substrata che soul, 1f you wish 

‘And, between the body and soul of Alicia Cleary, there 
was a disproportion which disconcerted me ’ 

When Lord Ewald made this statemcnt, the professor barely 
hid a start of surprise His face paled, but he did not vone his 
agitation 

‘It seemed,’ continued Lord F wald, ‘that her inner self was 
in absolute contradition to her beaututul form Her beauty 
was quite foreign to her words, her Convers ition appeared out 
of place in such a voice 

‘It seemed that her peculiar personality was not only de- 
prived of what is called by philosophers the “plastic media- 
tor,” but actually imprisoned, by a sort of occult punishments, 
in her body Te as a perpetual contradiction of her ideal 
beauty 

‘Yes, sometimes, I serrously chink that this woman has 
straved by mistake into the form of the goddess - that this 
body does not belong to her" 

‘An extreme supposition, murmured the scientist, “but it 1s 
1 thought nor at all rare Similar feelings are often evoked tn 
the hearts of those who are in love for the first ume It is, 
however, probable that Alicia’s sublime beauty was not in 
keeping with the smallness of her soul. You will pardon me, 
but has this beautiful creature been faithful to you?’ 

‘I would to heaven that she had" exclaimed Lord Ewald, 
bitterly. ‘No, but I believe that I have the only love of which 
she 1s capable.’ 
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‘Ah,’ said the scientist soberly, ‘please go on.’ 

‘I learned that she came from a good family and that her 
betrothed had forsaken her to marry a girl with a fortune 
Alicia lett home, intending to lead a Bohemian life as a singer 
However, she later gave up this idea 

‘Her vore, appearance, and dramatic talent would have 
provided her with an income sufficient for her needs But she 
was glad to have met me just when she was setting forth into 
the world She could not be my wife, she said, but she was 
eager to accept the love and protection which I pressed upon 
her ` 

‘Well, ac least, that was an honest confession,’ said the 
professor 

Lord Fwald appeared to be approaching a paintul part of 
his story However, he continued calmly 

“Yes, but that is my version that you have just heard, not 
hers She spoke in other words, in another style 1 suppose | 
shall have to speak more clearly so that you may understand 
her character better 

‘What she really told me was that her betrothed was a 
fickle lover His status was that of a small manufacturer, and 
she had been hopcful of marrying him solely because he had 1 
certain amount of money 

‘She certainly did not love him, yer she pretended that 
hers was a grande passion Her plans to ensnare him with 
her blandishments went astray, however, so she thd trom 
the gossip of the town and hurried to London intending to 
go on the stage, but, having met me, she changed her mind 

She told me quite trankly that she wis well pleased to have 
met me I could see that the fact that Ehad a utle delighted 
her immensely Now atter this version, what do vou think of 
her?’ 

‘Well,’ said the professor, with a cynical smile, ‘your version 
and hers are difterenr, in truth ` 

Phere was a moment of silence 

‘My thoughts are dwelling on the fundamental senses, 
resumed I ord Fwald ‘How can this young crcature, so won 
derfully beautiful, be utterly unappreciative of herself How 
can she ignore the divinity the exquisite perfection which 
her body represents ? 

‘How can she fail to have lofty aspirations - high ideals? 
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To her these wondrous things do not exist, she only forces 
herself, in a sort of shamefaced manner, to assume them. 

‘Her golden vore is only an empty instrument to her, she 
considers ıt merely as a means of livelihood to make use of 
when all other means have failed The happiness that she 
could give to others with it means nothing to her 

‘She so lacks a sense of shame that she delights in relating 
her unfortunate love atfair to me If she had a remnant of tact 
it should warn her that she 1s destroying all the sympathy and 
admiration that I could have for her 

‘Ihis beauty thar should be inspiring 15 so steeped in moral 
blindness that I am forced to renounce it I cannot love a 
woman who has no soul’ 

I ord Fwald paused abruptly 

The professor, however, blithely nodded his head as 1 sign 
for him to conunue The analysis of Miss Cleary’s character 
apparently gave the listener much pleasure 

‘When Alicia is not speaking, the young nobleman went 
on, ‘and her face 1s not wearing the expression which her 
empty, unprinapkd remarks call forth, she is divine Her 
wondrous beauty then gives the he to all the base things that 
she has voiced 

‘With a person who as very beauutul, but ot ordinary 
pertcction, E should not have this unexplimable sensation 
which Miss Cleary causes me I would have known trom the 
beginning the quality of the hnes, the texture of the skin, the 
coarseness of the hair a movement, anv of these uny signs 
would have warmed me of the hidden niture and I should 
have recognized her identity with herself 

‘But Abars beauty is the Irreproachabk, defying the most 
minute analysis Extertorly, from head to feer, she is a veritable 
Venus Anadyomene, inside, the personality, the sonl, 1s en- 
urely toreign to the form 

‘Imagine a commonplace goddess! I have come to the 
conclusion chat all physiological laws were overthrown in this 
living, hybrid phenomenon ° 

‘My dear frend, you are certainly 1 poet,” declared the 
professor ‘Disillusionment must have been indeed severe, 
smice it forced you into the heights of poesy to describe the 
commonplace truth Your words are as fantastic as the story 
of a grand opera ’ 
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‘Yes, my subtle contessor,’ the young man agreed bitterly, ‘I 
know — I am a dreamer, but I have been well punished for my 
dreams ’ 

‘But,’ asked the professor, ‘how ts it that you are still in 
love with her, 1f you are able to analyse her character so 
correctly >” 

‘The awakening from a dream does not always bring forget- 
fulness,’ replied Lord Ewald, sadly ‘Man ts enchained with 
his own imagination That is how it 15 in my case I cannot 
break the tie now that I have awakened My Delilah has cut 
my hair during my sleep 

‘She does not know what attacks of rage and despair | have 
to control on her account There are moments when | feel 
that I would like to kill her and then destroy myself 

‘A mirage has enslaved me to this marvellous, living form 
with a dead soul Alicia, to day, represents tor me simply the 
habit of a presence I swear that it would be impossible for 
me to desire her ’ 

The protessor started as if to speak, but hesitated as the 
disconsolate lover added 

‘Yes, we exist together, but we arc separated forever ` 

Silence fell between the two men 

‘Now, just a few questions,” said the professor finally ‘Is 
Miss Cleary a stupid person” 

‘Certainly not,” declared Lord Fwald, smiling slightly 
‘There is no trace of that stupidity which 1s almost saintly 
She 1s not stupid, she 15 just silly ’ 

‘T understand ` said the scicntist ‘A little foolish, insipid 
But she has talent, has she not?’ 

‘Great heavens! I should say so! exclaimed Lord Ewald 
‘She 1s a virtuoso — the direct and mortal enemy of gemus and 
art, in consequence Art has no bearing. you know, with the 
virtuoso, neither 1s genius related to talent 

‘Her voke is wonderful, but she will never sing unless I beg 
her to do so It bores her to sing, for she considers it only as a 
part of a profession one might sav, as work, for which she 
does not consider that she was made ’ 

‘Well, the fact is,’ said the professor, ‘one can’t make a 
horse run fast merely by the fact chat it has been entered in a 
race. Only, it ts positively remarkable to me that, in spite of 
the depth of this analysis of character, you do not perceive 
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that this lady would be the feminine tdea} for three-fourths of 
humanity.’ 

‘Bur it is kalling me,” said Lord Ewald 

Then, giving way to a boyish impulse, which until then he 
had controlled, he cried 

‘Oh, who could put a Soul into that body" 


IV. 


At Lord E wald’s impulsi e words a strange gleam, the light ot 
genius, leaped into the professor's grey eyes He drew in his 
breath with a slight hissing sound which betrayed the deep 
emotion he was fecling But the younger man was too ab 
sorbed in his thoughts to heed these signs 

‘Yes, continued Lord Ewald, almost reminiscent, “I 
thought I could change her [tried to give her healthy diver- 
sion, [treated her as a sick person 

‘I hoped thar travelling would educate and improve her 
mind But, in italy, in France, in Spun, it was just the same 
She looked jealously at the masterpieces, which she thought 
deprived her for the moment, of complete attention, without 
understanding that she, herself. was a part of the beauty of 
those masterpieces, withour Knowing that they were but mir 
rors, teflecting her own reflection, that Ewas showing her 

‘In Swatverlind, we watched the sun rising over che moun 
tans, but, instead of being inspired by the sight, she cried out, 
with a smile that was as radiant as the sunshine ipelf “Oh. I 
hate these mountains, they pust seem to want to crush me ” 

‘In Florence, while we were seinding betore the wonders of 
the century of Loon X, she yawned slowly, and sud “Quite 
Interesting, Atte” 

Ome we were at a concert, listening to Wagner She 
wanted ta leave before it wis halt over, exclaiming petulantls 

Ob, J ean’t get the tune of this music Tt ts just a lot of bangs, 
st nose it's just srazy Tf her sublime tace could have 
portrayed the expression of her soul, she would have worn a 
distorted grimace 

‘In Paris, I had the keenest desire to show this living 
woman the great statue ot Venus - her very image. | wanted 
to see what she would say in the presence of her counterpart. 
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I said to her, half jokingly “Alicia, I am going to take you to 
the Louvre galleries, and I think that you will see something 
there that will surprise you ” 

‘We walked through the halls, and, chen, quite suddenly, I 
led her into the presence of the eternal statue 

‘This time she raised her veil and gazed at the marble figure 
with a degree of astonishment, as she cried out naively 
“Why, that’s me!’ 

‘I said nothing [ waited After a few moments’ stupeficd 
pause, she looked at me and said “Yes, that’s me, except that 
I have not lost my arms, and 1 am much more aristocratic- 
looking ” Then she shivered a little, she had withdrawn her 
hand trom my arm and w 1s holding the balustrade 

‘She now took my arm again, ind said, in a low tone “Oh, 
these statues, these stones here make me feel so cold Come 
on, let's leave!” 

‘Once outside the historical building, I glanced at her, for 
she had been silent tor some minutes and I had a sort of hope 
that she had been stirred She had been stirred, indeed, but 
how? After thinking for some time, she came quite close to 
me and said “If they make so much fuss over that statue | 
ought to be a tremendous success 

‘| confess that her words gave me a queer fecling Her 
foolishness soared as high as the heavens, it seemed like 1 
damnation I simply sud “I hope so!” 

‘T escorted her to her hotel This duty accomplished, | 
returned co the museum and again cntercd the sacred halls | 
looked at the goddess, and, then, for the first time in my life 
I tele my heart ready to burst with one of those mysterious 
dry sobs that sufle a human being 

‘Picture, then, this woman, an antmated duality which 
repelled and attracted me My ardent love for her beauntul 
voice and her exterior charms 15 now entirely platonic 

‘Her moral being has frozen the fires of mv senses forever, 
they have become purely contemplative I am only attached to 
her by a sorrowful admiranon I would like to see her dead, if 
Death would nor efface those human features 

“There ts nothing that can make Alicia Cleary worthy of a 
great love My only wish for her now 1s to have het go on the 
stage to the career she desires, and then there will be nothing 
more tn life for me 
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‘There you have the story. You can see there is no remedy. 
I must be going. This is good-by. 1 shall never return.’ 

‘Wait a moment, my dear young friend,’ said the professor 
sharply. ‘i can see that you are contemplating a serious step 
on account of a woman. Bah! It is nonsense.’ 

‘T loved Ahaa, Lord Ewald declared quietly as he arose; 
‘she represented to me everything that was divine and 
beautiful.’ 

The professor saw that the manly youth standing before 
him had the thought of suicide well defined in his mind. 

‘Lord Fwald,’ he said, sternly, ‘you are only the victim of a 
youthful passion which you have ideahzed. Time will cure 
you. Go your way. Forget her.’ 

‘Do you think me so inconsistent?’ the young man de- 
manded. ‘No, my nature 1s such that, while | am perfectly 
aware of the absurdity of this “passion,” I do not suffer 
less. 

‘Lord Ewald,” the professor remarked finally, “you amaze 
me. You are one of England’s richest and most distinguished 
peers. In your country there are many beautiful, eligible 
young women, 

‘You are a brilhant match, and vou can certainly find some 
mnocent, ideal girl whose love could only be given once ina 
lfeume. You could have a wonderful, happy future with such 
a wife. 

‘But here vou are, shorn of your strength betore this co- 
quette. lt ıs absurd” 

‘Come, my friend, don't be so hard on me,’ Lord Ewald 
pleaded. ‘E have taken myself to task very severely, but itis no 
use.’ 

‘Yes, sad the elder man, ‘but E am now speaking for the 
voung girl who will be your salvation. You have a great deal 
to accomplish in this world, and she will be at your side to 
help and comfort you.’ 

The young nobleman shook his head sadly 

‘Yes, the professor continued as though to himself, ‘it is 
serious, very serious — very grave indeed.’ 

Then, after a longer pause, he announced: 

‘Lord Ewald, I am, perhaps, the only physician under 
heaven who can help you! Now, I want you, tor the last ame, 
to give me a reply in a definite fashion: 
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‘Can you not consider this affair merely as a gallant intrigue, 
as a romantic adventure? Any other man but you would. 
Can’t you consider it as a worldly fancy, intense, if you wish, 
but of no vital importance *’ 

‘Ie is impossible, declared the young man ‘Miss Cleary 
might to-morrow be the love ot but a day to many others ıt 
is quite possible. But I can never change. 

‘I come of a race that loves onlv once, and, when we fail, 
we disappear quietly The shadings and concessions we leave 
to others. There 1s no other form of beauty burt hers in this 
life for me.’ 

‘But, despising her as you do, why do you persist in 
exalting this point of beauty, if vou say that vour desires have 
become forever contemplative and frozen? 

‘Thar is very true I have no desire tor her But she has 
become the radiant obsession of mv mind ` 

‘Do vou absolutely refuse to take up your socal life again” 
inquired the professor 

‘Absolutely. replied Lord Ewald, as correct and calm as 
always, he took up his hat 

His host arose also 

‘My dear boy,’ he said, ‘do you suppose for an instant that 
fam going to sit calmly by and let you walk out of here to 
blow out your brains, without making an effort to swe vou? 
You saved my life I owe mine and all that has come into it to 
what you have done tor me Do vou think that | have been 
questioning you without a motive? 

‘My dear tellow, you are one of those sick persons who can 
only be treated wirh poison, so L have determined, since all 
other remonstrances are useless, to doctor you thus, it you 
will permit me. It will be in a terrible way, as your case rs an 
exceptional one. The remedy consists of enabling vou to 
realize your dreams 

‘Great heavens! It seems to me now that, unconsciously, | 
have expected you this evening Now, l see it Yes, your 
dreams shall be realized! 

‘There are wounds that cannot be cured except by probing 
deeper into them. I am going to accomplish your dreams in 
their entirety When you spoke of Alicia Cleary, did you not 
utter these words 

‘“Who could put a soul into that body’ 
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‘Yes, murmured the young nobleman. 
‘I can!’ exclaimed the professor. ‘I shall put a wonderful 
soul into that beautiful body!” 


V. 


‘My lord,’ said Professor X, speaking with the solemnity of a 
great physician, ‘do not forget that in carrying out your 
singular wish [ agree to do so only out of necessity.’ 

The strange tone and the look which accompanied ıt made 
Lord Ewald start. A slight tremor of premonition passed over 
him. He glanced keenly at his host, wondering if he was in 
possession of his faculties, for the words that he had just 
uttered passed all intelligence. 

But, in spite of this feeling, an irresistible magnetism had 
come from the professor’s last words. The young Fnglishman 
had a presentiment of an imminent miracle. 

[aking his gaze from the inventor's face, his glance travelled 
over the various objects strewn about. Under the brilhant 
bght given otf by the lamps these marvels of screnufic discov- 
ery assumed disturbing configurations The laboratory took 
on the appearance of a magic grotto. 

{ord kwald was aware that most of his host's discoveries 
were still unknown to the world The protessot’s real charac- 
ter, constantly paradoxical to his reputation, surrounded him, 
in Lord Ewalds eyes, with an intellectual halo, as he stood in 
the centre of the wonders to which he belonged To the young 
guest his host was like the inhabitant of a superelectrical, a 
supernatural, realm. 

After a few moments he telt himself won over by a blending 
of sentiments, curiosity and amazement, and with these there 
was a new feeling, a new bope. The vitality of his being was 
augmented 

‘You seem amazed,’ the professor remarked. ‘ht 1s merely a 
matter of transsubstantiation. | have already made some tests, 
and | am well satshed with my experiments so far.’ 

He paused a moment, and then demanded brusquely . 

‘Do you accept the proposition ?” 

‘Are you speaking seriously ? Lord F wald countered. 

‘Certainly t 
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‘Then Pll give you carte blanche,’ said Lord Ewald, with a 
sad little smile, which was, however, already a trifle worldly 

‘Very well,’ said the professor, glancing at the electric clock 
which hung over the door, ‘I will commence, then, for time ts 
precious, and I need three weeks 

‘It is now eight thirty-hve Twenty-one days trom now, at 
this same hour, Alcia Cleary will stand before you, not only 
transformed, not merely a delighttul companion, with a mind 
ot the highest intellectual type, but reclothed in a phase of 
immortality 

‘In face, this dazzling creature will no longer be a woman, 
but an angel — not only a woman, but the beloved — not the 
cold Reality, but the Ideal ’ 

‘What an extraordinary statement" his lordship exclaimed 

‘Oh, I will show you how it will be brought about, sud 
the protessor ‘The result will be so marvellous in itsclé that 
the apparent disilusions of its scientific analysis will fade 
away betore the sudden and profound splendour ot the 
achievement 

‘So, it only to reassure vou that I im absolutely sane and 
that I am in tull possession of my faculties for f can sec from 
your look that you hive your doubts upon this matter, | wall 
take you into my secret this very evening 

‘Buc we must get back to work right now Where is Miss 
Cleary now ” 

‘At the opera ’ 

‘What is the number of her box” 

‘Number seven ` 

‘Did vou tell her that vou were coming down here to sec me 
alone this cvening ” 

‘No It would have been of such small interest to her that I 
did not think ıt necessary ` 

‘Has she ever heard of my name ” 

‘Perhaps, bur she would have forgotten it ’ 

‘So much the better — that is important ’ 

While he was speaking the professor walked over to the 
phonograph, which was connected to the telephone Glanung 
for a moment at the record, he adjusted the needle to a certain 
spot and started the instrument 

‘Are you there, Martin?’ the instrament cried out with the 
professor's voice 
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There was no reply. 

‘I bet the rogue has thrown himself down on my lounge 
and gone to sleep,’ remarked the scientist, smilingly. 

Shutung off the machine, he took up the receiver of a 
perfected miurophone, adjusted it to the ear, and observed 

‘Ah, it is just as T thought He has had his mghtcap and has 
gone to sleep He 1s snoring loudly enough.’ 

‘Where 1s this person to whom you wish to speak >? inquired 
Lord kwald. 

‘He is in my office in the aty - about twenty-five miles 
from here.’ 

‘And you can hear a person snoring at that distance ” 

If he snored hke this tellow,’ said the protessor, laughing. 
‘L would hear him at the North Pole Strange, isn’t ite If you 
were to tell a fairy story like that to a child, it would say 
“That is impossible,” and yet itis possible 

‘In the near tuture, no one wall be astonished to hear voices 
and sound from a great distance t predict this Now, I am 
gomg to give this tellow something thar wall tickle him” 

As he spoke, he apphed the hooded mouthpiece of another 
piece of apparatus to the transoutter of the tele phone 

‘Pet us hope that this won’t scare the horses on the street,’ 
he muttered as he set ein moten 

‘Are you there, Marun? the instrament shouted 

A few seconds later there was heard the deep vone which 
had spoken to the professor some ume betore, but which now 
was startled and evidenth coming from a man who had been 
suddenly awakened trom a sound sleep The tones seemed to 
come trom out of the hat which Tord Ewald held in his hand, 
Which had by chance Come in contict with 1 condensator that 
was suspended near by 

‘What is wrong? cried the vore. “Es there a hre?” 

‘There? exclammed the professor ‘I got ham to his tert 
quick enough ' 

Then, gomg over to the telephone into which he had 
spoken before, he said 

‘Don't be alarmed, Martm gust a false ablirm to awaken 
vou The warning ts only set at eighteen degrees 1 am send- 
ing you a message which I want you to get off at once by 
hand.’ 


‘Very well, sir Lam ready. 
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The professor tapped off a message in code on the dial 
plate of a Morse instrument. 

‘Have you read it” he asked 

‘Yes, sir,” the voice answered ‘Pll take it myself ’ 

Whether by accident or by a jocular design on the part of 
the inventor, who had placed his hand on the central control 
of the laboratory, the vore appeared to rebound trom corner 
to corner on all sides of the immense room It appeared as if a 
dozen individuals, faithful echoes of one another, were all 
speaking at the same time 

‘And, Martin.” added the professor, ‘let me have the reply 
quickly 

‘That is settled,’ he said, turning round to tace Lord Ewald 
‘All goes well’ 

Then his whole manner changed He looked at the young 
man fixedly, and in a tone that was impressive. he declared 

‘My lord, | now have to inform you that we are going to 
leave the domains of normal life Together we are to enter a 
world of phenomena which are as unusual as thev are 
impressive 

‘I will endeavour to present you with a key to the riddle At 
first we are going to verify — nothing more You are going to 
be shown a being, a vision of indehnite mentality Although 
her aspect will be familiar, the sight of this being will be 
enough to give you a great shock 

‘You wall run no physical rsks However, I feel that it 1 
my duty to warn you that you will need all your coolness, and 
perhaps much courage, to support you at the hrst sight of the 
marvel ’ 

Lord Ewald regarded the scientist closely, hesitatingly 
Then, after a brief pause, he replied 

‘Thanks for your warning | hope that I shall be able to 
control myself Let us proceed ’ 

The professor now became very energetic Going over to 
the big French windows, he closed them, drawing together the 
inside shutters and fastening them securely He then crossed 
hurriedly to the door leading from the laboratory and pushed 
the bolt 

This done, he closed the switch of a danger signal which 
flashed an intense red light above the laboratory, giving 
warning to those at a distance that a dangerous experiment 
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was being conducted, and that any one who came near the 
laboratory was doing so at the risk of his life. 

Raising a lever, he disconnected all of the micro-telephonic 
inductors, with the exception of the call bell, which connected 
the laboratory with the city office. 

‘Now,’ said the scientist, ‘we are almost cut oft from the 
world of the living.’ 

Seating himself at his table full of telegraphic apparatus, he 
began to arrange several wires with his left hand while with 
his right he seemed to be tracing some strange characters, his 
lips moving constantly, as if he were murmuring some weird 
Incantation. 

‘Haven't you a picture of Miss Cleary on you?’ he asked, 
continuing, to write. 

‘Oh, yes,” rephed Lord Fwald. ‘lL forgot. | might have 
shown it to you.’ 

Taking a small picture from his pocket, he handed it to the 
professor, saying 

‘Here she is -an all her statuesque beauty. Look and see for 
vourself that [ have not exaggerated.’ 

Lhe professor took the photograph and looked at ir. 

‘She is marvellous’ he exclaimed ‘Here certainly 1s the 
famous Venus of the sculptor. The resemblance is amazing. 
You are quite right, she is the Venus de Milo come to hfe.’ 

He turned and touched the regulator ot a battery near at 
hand. Immediately there was a tlash, as a flaming electrical 
are jumped across the huge poimts of a double ware of plati- 
num. With a sizzling crackle it flickered for several seconds, 
as though it were searching on all sides for a means of escape. 

A blue wire, one end of which was grounded, was near by. 
The questing are served upon it and disappeared. 

An instant later a sombre, rumbling noise was heard under- 
neath the feet of the two men. It rolled onward, as though it 
were coming trom the bowels of the earth, or indeed from the 
protound depths of an abyss. One might have thought that 
ghostly phantoms were shattering a glacial sepulchre and 
dragging its long-lost occupant back to the surtace of the 
carth. 

The scientist, still holding in his hand the photograph, had 
his eyes fixed on a point in the wall ac the other end of the 
laboratory. His attitude was tense. 
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The noise, which had continued to ascend ın a crescendo, 
suddenly ceased. 

The hand of the master engineer pressed an ebony lever on 
the table. 

‘Hadaly” he called, as if he were summoning, some one to 
appear trom the spirit world 


VI. 


As the protessor called out this mysterious name, a section of 
the wall at the extreme south ot the laboratory turned on its 
hinges, silently bringing to view a narrow retreat tashioncd 
between the slabs of stone All the light trom the electrical 
globes was suddenly tocused on this spot 

The concave ind semicircular walls were covered with nich 
draperies of black velvet, which fell luxuriously from an arch 
ot jade to the white marble floor Ihe heavy tolds were 
hooked back and fastened by retuners of gold, caught here 
and there through the rich material 

On a dais in the centre of this niche was standing a bang 
whose aspect bore the impression of the Unknown 

The vision appeared to have a tace of shidows, phantom 
hke In the centre of the forehead a network of pearls caught 
together and held in place folds of black gauze which com 
plerely hid she rest of the head A suit of armour, fashioned of 
leaves of burned silver, which were moulded with a myriad of 
perfect shadings, covered her girlish form 

The tront ot the black vel crossed over under the round 
metal collar, and was then thrown over the shoulders and 
knotted at the back of the head The flimsy lengths of this veal 
tell to the waist of the apparition hke a cloud of hair and then 
blended to the floor with the dark shadows of her presence 

A draping of black batiste was drawn around the hips and 
tied before her The long black tringes of the drapery which 
fell behind her appeared to be sewn with sparkling brilhants 
Between the folds of her belt could be seen the gleam of 1 
naked weapon of oblique form 

The phantom leaned her right hand on the hilt of this blade 
while in her left hand, which hung down beside her, she held 
an everlasting flower of gold. On every finger of her hands 
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sparkled rings set with precious stones, and these circlets m 
turn were fastened on the delicate gauntlet on her hand 

The mysterious being, after standing motionless for a few 
moments, descended the one step from the dais, and came 
forward, towards the two men. 

Although her footsteps appeared soft, they resounded 
throughout the laboratory as she advanced, the powerful 
hghts playing on her gleaming armour. 

The vision advanced unul u was within three steps of the 
professor and his guest. Ihen, in a voice that was exquisitely 
graye, the apparition said 

‘My dear master, L am here.’ 

ford Ewald gazed in nervous wonderment at this extra- 
ordinary sight 

“The hour has come tor you to live, Hadal,’ said the great 
clectrniaian 

‘Ah, master, | do not wish to lives murmured the soft voice 
through the hanging veil 

‘Bur this voung man has come here to accept bfe for yous 
the inventor exphuncd as he threw into a jade vase the 
photograph of Alia Cleary which he had been holding m hts 
hand 

‘Then’ said the vision resigned|y. atter a moment’s pause, 
and with a shght inclination of her head towards Lord Ewald. 
Vet it be according to his wish’ 

When the vision uttered these words the inventor, by regulat- 
ing the cliws of a circuit breaker, caused a sponge of magne- 
sum at the other end of the laboratory to burst into a 
brillant fame 

A powertul, penal like rav of dazzling hehe shor torth, 
directed by a reflector, and this ray was in turn reflected onto 
an object glass adjusted opposite the photograph of Altera 
Cleary Another reflector, placed above the photograph, multi- 
phed the retraction of the penetrating rays upon n 

Almost mstantaneously a square of glass, placed im the 
centre of the object glass, became unted Then the square of 
glass appeared to hft itself from out of its groove in the object 
glass and to enter into a metalhe cell which had two circular 
Openings. 

The incandescent rays entered through one of these open- 
ings, passing through the nnted glass in the centre, and came 
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forth on the opposite side, which surrounded the wide cone of 
a projector. 

Immediately, in a large frame on a sheet of white silk 
stretched on the wall, there appeared, life-size, the luminous 
and transparent image of a young woman - the blood and 
flesh and bone statue of the Venus de Milo in truth, if such 
one ever breathed in this world of illusions 

‘Lam dreaming" exclaimed Lord Lwald in bewilderment 

‘Hadaly,’ said the scientist, ‘that ts the form in which you 
will be incarnated” 

The vision took a step toward the radiant image, which she 
appeared to contemplate for a moment from behind the 
darkness of her vel Then she murmured in a soft vore, as if 
to herself 

‘Oh, so beautiful - and co force me to live" 

And bowing her head on her chest with a deep sigh, she 
whispered 

‘So be it? 

The magnesium went out The vision in the frame 
disappeared 

Before the spell of emotion which this picture caused had 
been dispelled, the professor raised his hands to the height of 
the vision’s torchead She trembled 1 hetle, then, without 1 
word, she offered the symbolic golden flower to Lord Fwald, 
who could not repress a faint chill when he accepted tt 

Turning tp one side, the phantom began the same somnam 
bulisti. walk back to the mysterious regions whence she had 
come When she reached the threshold she turned, and, rausing 
her two hands towards the black veil over her face, she 
threw, with a charming gesture, a kiss to the protessor and 
his guest 

Then she entered the opening, ltted a fold of one of the 
black draperies, and disappeared from view 

The wall closed again There was the same sombre, cum 
bling noise that was heard before, but this time it seemed to 
be descending and dying away into the bowels of the earth It 
stopped as suddenly as it had begun The two men were again 
alone under the bright lights of the laboratory 

‘Who is this strange being?’ Lord Ewald demanded, half 
fearfully, placing in his lapel the emblematic flower that 
Hadaly had given to him 
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The professor fixed his gaze on Lord Ewald’s face as he 
replied calmly: 

‘It is not a living being!’ 

At these words the younger man also stared in turn at the 
scientist, as if demanding whether he had heard nightly. 

‘Yes,’ the professor continued, replying to the unspoken 
question in the young man’s eyes, ‘J affirm chat this form 
which walks, speaks, and obeys, 15 not a person or a being in 
the ordinary sense of the word.’ 

Then, as Lord Ewald sull looked ar him im silence, he went 
on 

‘At present it is not an entity, it 1s no one at all! Hadaly, 
externally, is nothing but an electro magnetic thing - a being 
of limbo - a possibility 

‘Presently, if you wish, I will unveil to you the secret of her 
magic nature But here is something that will give you 
enlightenment.’ 


Vil 


He guided the voung man through the maze ot miscellaneous 
instruments installed about the room before they stood before 
the ebony table. 

‘What impression do you get at sight of that?” he asked, 
pointing to the white-skinned feminine hand and arm lying on 
the vtolet silk cushion 

Lord Ewald gazed with a sull greater thrill of astonishment 
at the unexpected human relic on whitch the light trom the 
marvellous lamps now focused 

‘What is it?” he asked 

‘Look at it well, the professor urged, evasively. “Fxamine 
It. 

The young man leaned over He lifted up the hand, then he 
drew back abruptly and demanded 

‘What can tt mean - a human hand - and itis soll warm ?° 

‘Don’t you find anything extraordinary in the arm?” the 
professor inquired. 

Lord Ewald resumed his examination for a moment, and 
exclaimed: 

‘Good heavens, this ts as great a marvel as the phantom. If 
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it had nor been for the excision here, I could not have seen 
that it was a masterpiece of scientific skill.” 

The young Enghshman appeared to be fascinated by the 
object. He took up the arm and began comparing his own 
hand with the feminine fingers. 

‘The weight — the form — the colour, even,’ he murmured, 
as if in a stupor. ‘Do you mean to tell me that this is not 
human flesh that I am touching at this moment? Upon my 
word, my own hand trembles at the very touch of it.’ 

‘That 1s better than human flesh,” said the scientist simply 
‘Human flesh fades and grows old. Here is a composition of 
delicate substances compounded by chemistry in such a way 
as might well contuse nature herself 

‘But let us say this is a copy of nature to use this word 
empirically which will always appear living and young A 
thunderbolt could destroy at, but it will never age Ít is 
artifictal flesh, and I can explain how tow produccd You 
have onlv to read Berthelot ` 

The younger man could only murmur in stupetacuon 

‘Fh? Whar did vou say ” 

‘I say that it is artihuial flesh,” declared the professor ‘I 
beheve that I am the only one who can fabricate it to such 
perfection ` 

Lord F wald, who was now in such a state of Confusion that 
he could not readily express his thoughts, again turned to 
examine the arafcial arm 

‘But, professor,’ he sard, ‘this pearly fuid this carnal 
splendour and the intense lite imar how was it possible to 
produce such an amazing dluston ” 

‘Oh, that pare of the expermment is a mere nothing his 
done simply by the aid of the sun, was the smiling response 

‘In a certain sense, we can catch the secret of the sun's 
vibrations, and once the shade of the dermal whiteness is 
determined I reproduce it by a setting of the object plates 

‘Here is how Ido that,” he conunued ‘Albumin 1¢ supple, 
but at solidifies, the elasuaty in this example 16 due to 
hydraulic pressure. This matertal 1s then made sensitive by a 
very subtle photochromatic action Of course, [had a splendid 
model, 

‘As for the rest, it 1s simple, the humerus constructed of 
vory contams a galvanie marrow in constant communication 
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with a network of induction wires which are entwined in the 
satag Way as nerves and veins, and which are held between 
the releases of a perpetual calorific unit that gives to ıt this 
impression of warmth and malleability. 

‘If you wish to know where the elements of this network 
are disposed, how they feed themselves, so to speak, and in 
what manner the static fluid transforms its action into almost 
animal heat, I can give you the entire anatomy of ıt. It 1s 
nothing more than a matter of handwork 

‘What you see here is an Andratad of my making, moulded 
for the first time by the amaving vital agent we call electricity. 
This gives to my creation the blending, the softness, and the 
illusion of life.’ 

‘An Andraiad ™ 

‘Yes,’ said the professor, ‘a human-imitation, if you prefer 
that phrase In the future we will have to be careful that the 
facsimile does not, in the manufacture, surpass the model 
physically That is a danger to be avoided 

‘L suppose, mv dear fellow, that you know the kind of 
mechanism that has heretofore been employed in the attempt 
to forge a human image ' 

Lord Fwald nodded 

‘But,’ the protessor remarked, with a scorntul laugh, ‘they 
tned to work without the proper means of execution and 
what was the result? They simply produced monsters - sare- 
crows for buds 

‘These anatomies were only fit for a place in the most 
hideous waxwork shows, wretched objects that exude a strong 
odour of wood, rancid of, and gutta percha Such false 
sycophants, instead of giving man a knowledge of his power, 
could only make him bow kus head betore the god Chaos. 

‘You know their jerky and irregular movements, their 
ibsurdity ot line and colour, the frighttul wigs they wore, the 
noise of then mechanism, their satfness, and the sensation of 
empuness which they created. They were all just horrible 
masks, all caricatures of our race Such were the frst models 
of Andratads.’ 

The face ot the inventor grew severe, his voice became 
didactic and hard. 

‘But, to-day,” he went on, ‘that time has passed. Scientific 
discoveries have muluphed. Metaphysical conceptions are 
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refined Instruments of counterdraw are so accurate, so pre- 
cise, and so dependable that man ıs now able to attempt far 
greater things than formerly. 

‘We now are able to realize the powerful phantoms of 
muixed-presences of which our predecessors could never have 
even conceived an idea They would have ridiculed the idea 
and declared it impossible 

‘Just now, for instance, when you saw Hadaly, it would 
have been almost impossible for you to have smiled at her 
aspect Bur, [ assure you, that so far she ıs only a rough 
diamond She ıs only the skeleton of a shadow waiting for the 
shadow to appear 

‘Is it mot true that you received the same sensation tn 
touching the limb of that Andratad that you would have 
received in touching the limb of a human being?’ 

Lord Ewald nodded 

‘Well, now,’ said the protessor, ‘just make another test 
Will you clasp chat hand ? Perhaps te will return the pressure" 

Lord Ewald took the shm fingers in his and pressed them 
slightly 

He gasped in amazement The hand responded to his pros 
sure in an aftable manner, so soft and swect, yet seemingly so 
far oft that he thought it must be a part of an invisible body 
With an uncanny feeling he let the shadowy object drop 
hastily 

‘Ghostly! he exclaimed 

The inventor smiled at the voung man’s amazement 

‘That is nothing,” he said, ‘in comparison to what can be 
done Oh, this great work - this creation - if you only knew - 
if you ~’ 

Phe professor stopped short, as if a sudden, new idea had 
come to him - an idea so terrible that it cut short his speech 

‘Truly,’ creed Lord Fwald, with a forced laugh, ‘I feel as 
though I were in the presence of some mighty wizard of the 
middle ages What are you thinking of now, professor >” 

The great mventor remained silent for a few moments, 
immersed in deep thought Then he sat down and looked with 
a new anxicty at the young man who stood before him 

‘My lord,’ he said finally, ‘I have just perceived that, with a 
young man of your imagination, an experiment might lead to 
fatal results! I am dubious 
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‘Hearken! When one stands on the threshold of a black- 
smith's shop he sees a man working in the smoke, a fire, and 
implements. The anvil rings out as the smith fashions bars, 
blades, tools. 

‘But the man who is making these things 1s entirely ignorant 
of the unexpected usage to which his products will be put He 
can only call chem by their common names. And that ts true 
with all of us 

‘No blacksmith can estimate correctly the true nature of the 
object he ts forging, for the simple reason that all knives may 
become daggers and do murder It 1s the usage that one makes 
of a thing which re-bapuzes and transforms it 

‘Our uncertainty of the ultimate use of an object alone 
mikes us irresponsible Therefore, f one would dare to accom- 
plish anything, he must know how to properly safeguard it. 

‘The mechans who melts lead into rhe form of a bullet says 
unconsaiously, “This is thrown to chance. perhaps it as lost,” 
and he finishes this messenger of death, the soul of which is 
veiled from his eyes 

‘Buc it the gaping, mortal wound that his bullet 1s destined 
to make could, by chance, be made to pass before his eves, the 
mould for the bullet would drop from his hands, if he were an 
honest man No doubt he would refuse bread tor his children’s 
meal, it that bread could only be bought at the price of the 
achievement of his task He would hesitate, for he would feel 
himself to be, of a certainty, an accomplie of a future 
homi ide 

‘Yes, that is crac,’ Lord Ewald inteuupted, ‘but how does 
this concern you, professor? You are not making bullets ’ 

‘But J am m the posinon of that workman,’ was the grave 
response. ‘Lam fashioning, heated metal on the torge, and just 
now, in thinking of vour temperament and your disdlusions, | 
seemed to see the wound before my eves. 

‘This is what troubles me the thing abour which I want co 
speak to you might be good for you, while, on the other hand, 
it might prove more fatal to vou than a mortal wound. So, | 
hesitate 

‘We are both gomg to take part in an experiment which 
may, in reality, prove more dangerous for you than it at first 
appears. A most horrible peril will menace you, and you are 
certainly already in a dangerous mood, since yours is the 


130 THE FRANKENSTEIN OMNIBUS 


nature that a fatal passion almost always leads to a desperate 
end. 

‘I know, on the other hand, that there 1s a great chance that 
I can save you. But if the cure 1s not what I expect, it will be 
far better to remain as you are.’ 

‘Since you speak im such a serious manner,’ said Lord 
Ewald, with an effort, ‘I can only tell you one thing | 
intended to put an end to my intolerable existence this very 
night! 

The professor gazed at the young man ın consternation 

‘To-night” he exclaimed. 

‘Yes. So, you see, you need hesitate no longer on my 
account,’ affirmed Lord Ewald quietly 

‘The die is cast,” murmured the professor to himself ‘Who 
would have thought ıt - he 1s to be the one!’ 

‘Again I ask you to be good enough to tell me what you are 
hinting,’ said Lord Ewald. 

A deep silence followed, and m that pause it seemed to 
Lord Ewald that he could feel the breath of the Infinite pass 
swiftly over his forehead. 

‘Then, cried the inventor, drawing himself up to his full 
height, his eves blazing, and his speech becoming rapid and 
assured, ‘since | feel myself defied in this manner by the 
Unknown — so be tt! 

‘Here 1s what I am driving at, my lord I am going to realize 
for you what no man has dared to attempt for another I owe 
my lfe and all that I have to vou, and l seize this opportunity 
to show you my great gratitude 

‘You say that your happiness, your very being, is held 
prisoner by a human presence the presence only. You are 
held prisoner m the glory of a smile, the beauty of a tace, the 
sweetness of a voice. 

‘A living being has broughr you to this, her unusual attrac- 
tions have brought you to the very threshold of death. I shall 
remake her own image and presence. 

‘I will show you, immediately, in a cold and calculating 
manner perhaps, bur indisputably, how, with the actual and 
formidable resources of science, I can reproduce the grace of 
her movements, the ring of her voice, the pertume of her 
flesh, the lines of her form, and the light of her eyes. 

‘I will show you the spring of her step, her carriage, her 
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personality, her facial expression, her features, even her 
shadow, the reflection of her identity, on the ground. I will 
destroy her insipid animality. 1 will annihilate her selfish 
frivolity. 

‘At first I will reincarnate all this exterior, which 1s so 
exquisitely vital to you, in an apparition whose resemblance 
will far surpass your hopes and all your dreams. 

‘Then, finally, in place of the soul, which so repels you in this 
living woman, I will instil another soul, less conscious of itself, 
perhaps - and yet, how do we know that it will be, and what does 
that matter? but suggestive of impressions a thousand times 
more beautiful, more noble, more elevated, a soul reclothed in its 
character of eternity, without which hte 15 but a comedy. 

‘Twill dupheate this woman with the sublime aid of light. 
And, projecting it on her radiant matter, I will illuminate from 
vour idealized melancholy the imaginary soul of this new 
woman who will be capable of astounding even the angels. 

‘Twill bring the illusion down to earth I will imprison it I 
will force into this phantom your ideal You shall be the first 
to gave upon her, for she will be your ideal woman. palpable, 
audible, materialized 

‘Iwill serve, at che height of tts sublimity. the hrst hour of 
this enchanted mirage which you follow in vam I will serze it 
and enshrine it securely, almost immortally, ın the one and 
only form where you have seen it I will duplicate the living 
woman and fashion her new being according to your desires. 

‘T will give to this spirit all the songs of Antonio, of 
Hoffman, all the passionate mysticism of Poe's I ygera, all che 
ardent seductions of the Venus of that master musician, 
Wagner! | wall prove in advance that I can posinvely bring 
through human science a being made in our own likeness, out 
ot the mire of actuality ~ a creation which, consequently, will 
be the same in ctfece as if it were actually created by nature.’ 

The great engineer, the light of genius shining in his eyes as 
he uttered these words, raised his hand in a solemn oath. 


VHI. 


Lord Ewald turned pale. The proposition that the great physi- 
cian had just made was so astounding, so fantastic, that he 
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was not sure that he had understood him, or that he wished 
to understand him After a stupefied pause he murmured, for 
lack of anything decisive to say 

‘But such a creature would be an insensible doll, with no 
intelligence whatever" 

‘My lord,’ declared the professor gravely, ‘I swear that I can 
do what | have promised You must be on your guard that in 
the juxtaposition ot this Andraad and the living model, and in 
listening to them both, you do not mustake the one for the 
other , that you do not belicve the living woman to be the doll” 

A faint, scornful smile played about Lord I wi ald’s hps as he 
recalled Alicia Cleary’s unmistakable, empty, frivolous manner 
isms, but he torced himself to reply politely 

‘Your conception ty indced prodigious, professor but kt 
us say no more about it The work would always smell of the 
mechanism You will excuse my smiling, dear friend but you 
cannot stake a woman | wonder, as TF listen to you, uo your 
genius — 

‘One moment, interrupted the professor calmly ‘I swear to 
vou that at hrst, you will not be able co tell one from the 
other, and agun I assure you thit I am now m 1 position to 
prove my assertions 

‘Impossible? I ord Fwald asserted 

‘Again, for the third time, | pledge vou my word to furnish 
you presently no matter how little you desire at, with che 
most positive demonstration, not of the possibility of the fact, 
but of its mathematical cerutude ’ 

Lord Ewald, sull incredulous, cxchumed You born ot a 
woman - vou can reproduce the idenury of 1 woman! 

‘Certainly and what is morc, the reproduction will be 
more identical thin the woman herselt, for there 15 not a day 
that passes without bringing some change to the human torm, 
even altering some lines 

‘Physiology shows us that our body renews its atoms en 
tirely every seven years [That bung tru, how can one ever 
wholly resemble oneself ? 

‘This young lady about whom we are speaking, and you 
and I - we hive all changed, all aged one hour and twenty 
minutes, since we began our discussion this evening ` 

“You say that you will reproduce her in all her beauty, her 
voice, her walk her exact appearance, in fact?” 
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‘Positively. I wall do it with electromagnetism and radiant 
matter. I could even deceive a mother, so I am sure that J can 
fool a lover. 

‘I will duplicate Miss Cleary in such a way that tf in a 
dozen years from now she should look upon her idealized 
double, who will have remained unchanged, she could only 
do so with tears of envy — and terror.’ 

There was a pause 

‘But,’ murmured Lord Fwald thoughtfully, ‘to undertake 
the creation of such a being seems to me sacrilegious ’ 

‘The matter is entirely in your hands,” sad the inventor 
simply 

‘But could you put a sort of intelligence in this being ” 

‘Iwill give her intelligence itself ’ 

This impressive declaration fairly stunned Lord Ewald He 
stood before the inventor as if petrified They stared at cach 
other silently. 

A desperate game had been proposed, and the stakes were a 
spirit 

I ord Ewald broke the silence with a rallying laugh 

‘A wonderful dream, mv dear genius,’ he said, ‘a very 
wonderful dream I see that vou have great fath im the 
outcome, but it is a dream that is as frightful as at i 
impossible 

‘However, dear friend, your sympathy and your desire to 
help me have touched me deeply I cannot thank you enough.’ 

‘My dear fellow, the professor protested, ‘E can see that 
you secretly feel that it 15s not an impossible dream, tor you 
hesitate? 

I ord } wald wiped the beads of perspiration from his brow 

‘IT don’t beheve that Miss Cleary would ever consent to it,’ 
he said, ‘and, | admit, 1 would hesitate myself to let her do 
so” 

‘That part of the problem concerns me only, his host 
declared ‘I give you my word that your dear trend will suffer 
inno way My work would be incomplete otherwise.’ 

‘Well, how about me” Lord Ewald demanded ‘Do I not 
count for something in my love for her > 

‘Yes, certainly, and you will count for something much 
more than you could ever imagine ’ 

‘Yes, but do you suppose for a moment that you will be 
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able to conyince me of the reality of this new Eve, even if you 
do succeed? What formidable subtleties will you employ to 
do that?’ 

‘Oh, that is merely a question of immediate impression 
where reason enters only as a secondary adjunct. Does one 
ever reason with the charm to which one submits? But, just 
wait — the presence of the viston, of the phantom coming to 
hfe, will answer your question for you.’ 

‘lL suppose thar I can dispute,’ Lord Ewald suggested, dubi- 
ously, ‘chat ! can put up an argument during the course of the 
experiment ?’ 

‘Certainly, and, mark you, 1f only one of your objections 
exists, just one, we will both agree to stop the experiment and 
go no farther.’ 

‘I must warn you that I have very keen eyes.’ 

‘Your eyes?’ the professor remarked, smilingly. ‘Tell me, 
can you clearly see this drop of water? Yet, if l place tt 
between these two sheets of crystal and then place the pieces 
of crystal before the reflector ot this solar microscope, and 
then submit it to the exact refraction which I threw on to the 
white sheet over there, where you beheld your fascinating 
Alicia, you would be no less astounded at what you would see 
revealed than you were when you beheld her picture trans- 
planted there. 

‘If we were to think of all the indefinite, the occult realities, 
which this diquid drop conceals we should understand that the 
power of our eyes, which is only a sort of a visible crutch, 15 
insignificant. The relative difference between what we discover 
under the microscope and what we see without its help ts 
almost infinite. 

‘And, in turn, we may well surmise that what we cannot 
discover with its magnifying aid 15 also beyond apprehension. 
Let us then remember that we can only see the things that 
suggest themselves to our eyes, and we can conceive of them 
only after we have beheld their mysterious entities. 

‘We only possess what we can feel according to our nature. 
Man, tmprisoned ın his moving self, struggles in vain to evade 
the illusion or to captivate his mocking senses.’ 

‘In truth, my good Mr Wizard,’ Lord Ewald observed, ‘one 
would think that you seriously believe me capable of falling in 
love with your phantom.’ 
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‘If you were an ordinary person I should have that to fear. 
But your confessions have reassured me 

‘Did you not say just now - did you not swear that your 
feelings for your beautiful, hving friend were merely platonic? 
Well, then, you will only love Hadaly as she deserves, which 
is a far more beautiful sentiment than feeling an earthly love 
for her’ 

‘so you think I shall love her then ”? demanded Lord Ewald, 
with a sceptical smile 

‘Why not” retorted the professor, in real surprise ‘Will she 
not be a perpctual incarnation in the only form where you can 
concave Jove? 

‘Yes, that is true But one can only love an animated being 
Phe soul is the unknown quantity ’ 

Lhe professor smiled this time pityingly, but he made no 
comment on his lordship’s dictum 

‘Will the vision know who she 1s? E mean, what she ts?’ 
Lord E wald persisted 

‘Do vou know so well yourself what vou are? Do we 
know whit we are? Why, then, do vou demand more of the 
copy than the Creator thought mphe to grant to the 
ongmal ? 

“Will this creature of your creation be able to teel any 
sentiment herselt ?” 

‘Wathout a doubt, rephed the professor, casually 

‘Fh! Whar do you say ? crted Lord I wald in amazement 

‘Without a doubt, the suentist repeated “This will depend 
entirely on you It is upon you alone that I count tor this 
phase of the miracle to be accomplished * 

‘Well, then, sud Lord Ewald, ‘be so kind as to intorm me 
where I shall draw the spark of sacred hre which will enable 
us to achieve the spinit My name is not Prometheus, but 
simply Pwald, and I am only mortal’ 

‘Nonsense,’ rephed the professor, ‘cach man is a Prometh- 
eus within himself without knowing tt My lord, | assure 
vou that a single one of those divine sparks with which you 
have so often tried, in vain, to animate the negative personal- 
ity of your adored one will suffice to put hte mto this 
shadow `’ 

‘Prove it to me” cried Lord Ewald ‘And perhaps ~ 

‘As you will? replied the professor. "You have told me that 
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the being that you love, and which, for you alone is real, does 
not exist in this human form, but only tn your desires This 
being then does not exist, or, better, you know that it does 
not exist You have then neither been deceived by yourself nor 
by this woman 

‘But, still, you close your eyes, rather the eyes of your 
spirit, and you close the demands of your conscience by 
seeking to find ın this woman the phantom which you desire 
Hei true personality ts to you the illuston which you seek, and 
which has been raised in your whole being by the brilliance of 
her beauty 

‘It is this allusion alone which you try to bring forth, even 
to create, to call to hfe in the presence of your beloved, in 
spite of the incessant disillustonments which vou suffer from 
this mortal this frighttul - this wretched emptiness of the 
real Alcia 

‘It is then only a shadow that you are in love with, and tt is 
for this shadow that you would die Itis this shadow that you 
would recognize absolutely as real 

‘It is this vision conjured up by your desires, which vou 
have called forth, which you have created in your living being, 
and this viston is nothing more than a double of your own 
soul which you have transplanted into her Behold, then, your 
love ts nothing else, you can plainly sce, than a perpetual and 
always fruntless effort at redemption ’ 

For a few moments there was a profound silence between 
the two men 

‘And now, then,’ continued the professor, ‘since it has becn 
shown that it is only a shadow to which vou have been 
lending so fictitiously and warmly a being, I am offering you 
a chance to try the same experiment upon a creature which 
will be a copy, externally realized, of vour own shadow It 1s 
an illusion for an illusion 

‘The being of this mixed presence, which we call Hladaly, 
will depend upon the free will of the person who wil) dare to 
conceive it By “being,” | mean soul 

‘Why should you not be the one? Why should you not 
endeavour by means of your living faith to project some of 
your ideals into Hadaly in the same manner in which vou 
strive to project them into your living friend ? 

‘Try it Breathe upon this ideal forehead of Hadaly and 
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suggest to her your idealized being, and you will see how the 
Alcia of your dreams will be realized, unified, and animated 
in this phantom. 

‘Try ıt, rf your last hope tells you so to do And then, ask 
yourself in the depths of your conscience tf this auxiliary 
phantom-creature, which shall draw torth in you anew the 
desire to live, 15 nor truly more worthy to bear the name of a 
human being than the living one - the living one which has 
only given you the desire for death ’ 

Deeply perplexed, Lord Ewald murmured 

‘Your deduction ts truly most speahe and profound, but I 
am sure thar I should always teel somewhat alone when in the 
company of your unconscious Fve ` 

‘You will feel less alone with Hadaly than you will with her 
model,’ the professor announced “Besides, my lord, that will 
he your tault and not mine One must feel that one is a 
superman before one dares to attempt what we have in 
question here 

‘Besides all this, let us take mto account the novelty of the 
impression that vou will experience when vou hold your first 
conversation with this Andruad this idealized Alicia - 
walking beside you with the sun’s full ravs talling upon her 
eaqguisite beauty, looking up ar you with all the naturalness of 
the living woman ’ 

A smile spread over Lord £ wald’s face 

‘Ah, you doubt,’ said the great clectrutan “You think thar 
your senses would soon discover the change chat 1 would 
substitute for nature Well. then, listen to me have vou or 
Miss € leary a dog?” 

"Yes, she has a little black terner chat is devoted to her’ 

‘Good. Now, a dog has a keen seent and | want you to 
make a wager with me 

‘A dog could very easily recognize its mistress m the dark, 
even though she were m a crowd of a thousand persons. Iwill 
make you a bet that if we transform Hadaly mto the hving 
being, and have her call this dog. it will rush toward het and 
recognize her merely by che scent of her gown 

‘Iwill even go farther than that. T will wager that if Miss 
Cléary and the phantom should call chat dog simultaneously, 
that it would be the phantom, and the phantom only, that he 
will obey. Will you take the wager ?” 
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‘Haven’t you stretched that point just a little bit?’ asked 
Lord Fwald, greatly disconcerted. 

‘I only promise what I can perform,’ stated the scientist 
briefly. “The experiment has already been carried out most 
successfully. If, then, the scent of a lower animal, whose 
organs are superior to ours in keenness, can be deceived, why 
should I not dare to defy the control of the human senses ? 

‘l want to say this,’ the inventor went on; ‘although Hadaly 
is a mystery, you must not look upon her in an exalted 
manner. Be natural with her. You must just think of her as 
being slightly more animated by electricity than her living 
model, that ts all.’ 

‘Why should she be more animated ?’ 

‘Well,’ said the professor, ‘have you ever seen a beautiful 
young brunette combing her hair before a large bluish mirror, 
in a room that has been darkened and in which the curtains 
are all drawn, on a stormy day? Have you ever scen the 
sparks fly our of her hair on the points of her tortoise-shell 
comb, like little diamonds sparkling on a black wave in the 
sea at night ? 

‘But if you have never seen Miss Ahaa like that, you can 
see Hadaly. Brunettes have a great deal of electricity.” 

There was a pause 

‘Are you agreed that we shall make the attempt at this 
incarnation’ asked the professor finally. ‘Hadaly, in this 
golden flower, has offered to save you from the wreck of your 
love.’ 

‘This is the most fnghttul proposition that was ever made 
to a desperate man,” Lord Fwald rephed in almost a whisper 
‘and yet, in spite of myself, l find the greatest difficulty in che 
world to take it seriously.” 

‘Seriousness will come,’ declared Professor X; ‘that 1s 
Hadaly’s affair.’ 

‘I suppose,’ said his lordship, ‘that any other man would 
accept this copy that you offer me very quickly, 1f only out of 
curiosity.’ 

‘But J should not propose it to every man,’ the inventor 
exclaimed, smiling. ‘If | were to bequeath the formula to 
humanity there are those who would abuse the help that it 15 
intended to give. 

‘Could the experiment be suspended after it was started ?' 
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‘Yes, even after the work 1s completed, it can always be 
destroyed, ıt ıt seems the best thing to do.’ 

‘But that would not be the same,’ declared Lord Ewald. 
‘After it had been completed it would not be the same thing, 
one would feel as if a life were being taken.’ 

‘Well,’ said the scientist, ‘remember that I am not urging or 
advising you ın the slightest inanner to accept this. You are 
suffering, and | have told you of a remedy. But the remedy 1s 
as dangerous as it is efficacious You may refuse it - you are 
free to do so’ 

Lord Fwald appeared stall more perplexed 

‘Oh, as to the danger,’ he said with a shrug of his shoulders, 
‘you may forget that ’ 

‘If ac were only a physical danger,’ said the professor, ‘I 
would urge you to accept ' 

‘Do you think that it 1s my reason that 15 threatened ?’ 

The professor did not answer at once 

‘Lord Fwald, he sard at length, ‘vours is the noblest nature 
that I have ever known It was a very bad star that threw its 
light over you ind led you to the realins of love Your dreams 
have vanished, your wings have been clipped by a deceiving 
woman whose discordant nature constantly fans the flame of 
a sorrow that is consuming you, and which evidently will be 
fatal 

‘Yes, you are one of the few remaiming great lovers who 
would not deign to survive this sort of a test, in spite of the 
example of those all around you who are struggling against 
sickness, poverty, and love You despise to become resigned 
to live under the lash of such a desun 

‘Your disease is in its worse stage You told me just now 
that ints only a matter of hours Phere is not even a doubt as 
to the issue of the crisis It is obvious that when you go over 
the threshold of this house you are going to your death - your 
very bearing tesufies to this 

‘Now | am offering you life again, perhaps it will be at a 
great price, but who can tell the value of it at this moment? 
The ideal has hed to you “Truth” has destroyed all desire. A 
woman has frozen the Jove in your heart 

‘Why noc say farewell to the pretended reality, the everlast- 
ing deceiver, and accept the artificial and its novel incitements 
that I offer you? 
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‘If you would hke to be the master of this situation, the 
dominator, let us make a pact. I will represent suence with all 
its powertul mirages, while you — vou shall represent humanity 
and its lost paradise ° 

‘Then choose for me,” said Lord E wald calmly 

The professor was startled 

‘Thacis impossible, my lord ’ 

Well, then. what would you do in my place? If you had 
reached this state of mind that I am in, what would you do? 
Would you rsk this absurd but disturbing adventure ” 

The inventor looked at his young guest fixedly, his usually 
placid features twitching shightl, as af he hid some sccret 
thought rhat he could not express 

‘| would not dire to express an opinion, he sud ‘Tl would 
have more of 1 motive m expressing one than most men ’ 

‘Very well’? sud Lord Ewald, which course would you 
choose if you had no alternative ” 

‘My lord,” sud the protessor gravely, do not doubt the 
deep attachment which I have for vou, but with my hand on 
my heart ~ 

‘What would you choose protessor’” his lordship persisted 
infleaubly 

‘Between death and the temprtition m question ” 

“Yes” 

The master electrician bowed to his guest Then he sud 
quietly 

‘T would blow out my brams first 


IX 


Lord Ewald made no reply for a moment Then taking out his 
watch he glanced at the time and sud, with a sigh 

‘And now, this time we must put forever E choose to dic 

The ringing of 1 bell was heard 

‘You are a httle late,’ the professor innounced ‘After vour 
first words of resignation | commenced action ` 

While speaking he started the phonograph, that spoke in 
his stead 

“Well” cried its voice into the telephone 

The bass tones of the distant messenger were clearly audible 
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in the laboratory. Their agitated intonations showed plainly 
that the speaker was somewhat out of breath 

‘Miss Cleary was in box number seven at the opera. She 
will take the eleven-ten train,’ said the messenger 

Tord Fwald, when he heard Miss C leary’s name shouted so 
boisterously and tensely, listened to the information. 

‘Very well,” he said, in cool acceptance of the pact, ‘but 
what about getting back to the city ? It will be very late ’ 

‘Oh, I will attend to all that,’ said the professor 

He placed a square of blank paper on the Morse receptor, 
which a few minutes later shot our of the frame 

‘Here, he remarked, calmly looking at the now printed 
shect, “s a charming little villa about twenty minutes from 
here The lady who owns the place will expect Miss Cleary 
any tume to night 

‘I can put you up here, but perhaps vou would rather be 
near the villa There is a very good inn close to tt’ 

‘Oh, thanks very much,’ said Lord Ewald, ‘but I will go to 
the nn’ 

‘Thats settled then,” Continued the professor ‘Now I have 
this picture of Miss Cleary, and I wall give it to my man and 
send him with the carriage to meet her tram He wall easily 
recognize her trom this There will only be ı few persons 
coming down at this hour, so vou need not be anxious ` 

While speaking he had taken a paste-board card trom an 
object plate He threw it into the recenver of i pneumati tube 
ufter hurriedly writing a tew words on the «aud 

The recesver corresponded with the transmitter of a pneu- 
mith tube Ina moment a httle bell, rung near by, announced 
that the order had been recened and would be carried out 

Returning to the Morse apparatus, the professor continued 
to telegraph When he had finished he turned suddenly to his 
guest and said 

‘My lord, at gocs without sting that at will be hetter not to 
speak to any one ot this matter in which we are interested ’ 

‘That is understood,’ Lord Ewald said, simply ‘And f wish 
to say, professor, that I no longer hesitate after accepting vour 
proposition Please consider this my final decision * 

The professor bowed his head gravely 

‘Then I shall expect that your lordship will do me the 
honour to live twenty-one days | also have a word to keep.’ 
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‘Agreed, but — not one day more,’ said the young man 
stoically. 

‘I, myself, will offer you che pistol at mine o’clock in the 
evening of the day agreed upon, 1f I do not win your hfe, 
Professor X agreed. ‘And now, since we clearly understand 
cach other, and are about to make a dangerous journey, | 
must kiss my children good-by.’ 

He took up the telephone transmutter and spoke two names 
into If. 

The sound of a bell could be heard from the other side of 
the grounds. 

‘Here’s a hundred kisses for you two,” said the inventor in a 
fatherly tone, as, with his mouth to the telephone, he sent a 
caress. 

Then a strange thing happened. 

Around these two men, searchers of the unknown - these 
two adventurers who were about to enter the realms of the 
shades, there suddenly broke out on all sides a vocal shower 
of kisses trom the little children, who cried out in therr sweet 
VOICes 

‘Papa! Papa" Send us some more!’ 

The professor had held the receiver gently against his check 
as it brought him the caresses. 

When the good mghts were over he turned to Lord Ewald 
and said. 

‘Now, my lord, I am ready.’ 

‘No, professor,’ the young man objected sadly, “you must 
not go. I have no one dependent on me. It would be better for 
me to go alone on this trip, if st is possible ’ 

‘We go together,’ declared the engineer calmly. 

Taking down two bear-skin coats from a panel in the wall, 
the professor handed one to his guest, saying. 

‘Itis very cold where we are going. Wear this.’ 

Lord Ewald accepted the heavy coat and inquired 

‘Would it be indiscreet for me to ask - to whose hause are 
we going ?’ 

‘To Hadaly’s, of course - in the midst of thunder, powerful 
electrical currents, and vast flashes of light.’ 

‘Let us go then,’ said the young man 

‘Just a word. Before you go, have you no last questtons, no 
last words that you would hke to say to me?” 
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‘No. Nothing. I must admit that I am rather in a burry to 
have a talk with this pretty veiled creature whose nothingness 
has a call on my sympathy. As for the rest, the frivolous 
observations or questions which come to my mind, there will 
be always time -’ 

At these words the professor turned and stopped the 
younger man. 

‘Eh, what's that? he cried ‘Do you forget, my dear fellow, 
that I call myself electricity, and that I, myself, have to 
struggle agaist your thoughts If you have anything to say, 
vou must speak at once 

‘Tell me, now, of those trivolous anxieties and questions, 
or I shall nor know what Lam hghtng against [tas not such 
an easy thing to match body tor body with an ideal such as 
yours, lcan tell you. Now, say all that vou have to say to the 
physician who proposes to hghten your sorrow ’ 

‘Oh, these ideas have no weight,’ said Lord Ewald ‘They 
are just trivial thoughts on nothing’ 

Ah, cried the professor, ‘how you go on! “On nothing” — 
but a nothing can assume tremendous proportions! Who was 
t that said “Not so long ago a kingdom was lost by che 
wave of i tan at the wrong moment If Cleopatra's nose had 
been a trifle shorter, the face of the world would have 
changed” ’ 

‘Do you imagine that I do not appreciate the nothings? 
Now, if theres anything that makes vou the lease bit anxious, 
let us have tout We will have n out betore we start 

‘We will go atter you have told me, but let us begin, tor we 
have only just time to make this visit and return betore the 
living one arrives ` 

‘T wondered, first of all, why vou questioned me so closely 
about the intellectual character ot our feminine subject?” Lord 
Ewald explained 

‘Because E was obliged to know whit was the principal 
aspect under which you, yourself, conceived intelligence, re 
phed the engineer. ‘The difficulty is in the physical reproduc- 
ton Phere is a question, at first, of imbuing Hadaly with the 
paradoxical beauty of your hving subject 

‘It is most important that the phantom, instead of disen- 
chanting you as her model has, should be worthy im your eves 
of the sublime form into which she will be incarnated. Unless 
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we can do that it would not be worth while to make a change 
from the living to the phantom.’ 

‘Very well. Now, how are you going to persuade Alicia to 
lend herself to this experiment ?” 

‘This evening, when we are at supper, it will take me only a 
few minutes to persuade her to do what I want. You will see, 
even if I have to employ suggestions to decide her. But I am 
sure that I can persuade her. 

‘Then it will only be a matter of a few sittings, and a rough 
clay model will eftect the change. She will not even see 
Hadaly, and she will not have the slightest knowledge of the 
work upon which we are engaged. 

‘Now, in order to incarnate Hadaly, to bring her forth from 
the almost supernatural atmosphere where the fiction of her 
identity 1s realized, this Valkyrie of science must be reclothed 
If she ts to come into our midst, she must have the fashions, 
the usage, and the aspect of the women of the present day 

‘While the sittings are going on, dressmakers, glove-makers, 
hngene-makers, corsetieres, milliners, and bootmakers - I will 
give you the mineral substance for the insulation ot the soles 
and the heels — will make exact copies of all the things worn 
by Miss Cleary, without her knowledge 

‘These things will be given to her beauntul phantom as 
soon as she has come into the world Once we have the 
measures all taken, you may have hundreds of duplicates 
made in different styles without it being necessary to try 
them on. 

‘It goes without saying that the Andraiad will use the same 
perfumes as her model, having, as I have said, the same 
emanations.’ 

‘How will she travel ?’ 

‘Why, like any other person. There are travellers more 
strange than she Hadaly, if warned of a voyage, will be quite 
irreproachable. 

‘She may be a httle drowsy and irritable perhaps, speaking 
only at rare intervals and to you only, in a low voice, but she 
will be scated beside you and it will not be even necessary for 
her to lower her veil. She will defy all human observanon.’ 

‘Would she know how to act correctly if any one should 
address her ?” 

‘In such a case you would simply have to state that the lady 
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was a foreigner and did not know the language of the country. 
That would close the incident. 

‘In the matter of equilibrium even a good many living men 
and women have difficulty. Hadaly will not be able to take a 
rough sea voyage, but many men and women remain in their 
berths on a trip, because they become shaken by seasickness 
and look ridiculous. 

‘Hladaly’s serenity should not be ruffled; she should not be 
humiliated by the sight of the defective organisms of her 
human companions. She wall travel on sea in the same manner 
as a corpse.’ 


X. 


‘What; in a coffin?’ cried Lord Ewald, aghast. 

The professor nodded casually. 

‘Yes; m a coffin.’ 

‘But not sewn up in a shroud, I hope?’ 

‘No. This living object of art, not having known our 
bandages, will make her own winding sheet. 

‘This 1s how at will be done: Hadaly, among other treasures, 
possesses a heavy ebony casket, upholstered in black satin. 
The intertor of this symbolic casket will be the exact mould of 
the fenunine form that she ts destined to take. 

‘This is her dowry. The upper sides of the casket open by 
the aid of a httle gold key, m the form of a star, the lock of 
which is placed under the head of the sleeper. 

‘Hadaly knows how to enter this alone, either unclothed or 
entirely dressed. She hes down at full length and she knows 
how to arrange the linen sheets which are firmly attached to 
the interior in such a way that they do not even touch her 
shoulders. 

‘Her face 1s veiled; her head remains resting on a cushion; 
and around her brow ts a band which helps to hold her in 
position. If it were not for her gentle, regular breathing, she 
would be taken for Miss Cleary, who had died that morning. 

‘On the closed door of this prison casket is nailed a plate 
inscribed with the name “Hadaly”. This name signifies the 
ideal. The plate will be surmounted with your coat-of-arms, 
which will consecrate this capuvity. 
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‘The beautitul casket should be placed in a cedar case 
entirely lined with cotton wool This should be square m 
shape tn order not to arouse any suspicion All of this will be 
ready in three weeks. On your return to London, a word to 
the director of customs will be all that is necessary to permit 
your mysterious luggage to enter 

‘When Miss Cleary gets your list messige of farewell, you 
will be in your castle at Athewold where you can awaken 
your heavenly vision ’ 

‘In my castle,’ murmured Lord Ewald, as rf to himself, in a 
most profound and melancholy manner ‘Truly there it will 
be possible ° 

‘Yes There, in vour solitary domain, surrounded by forests, 
lakes, and great rocks, you may in all security open Had aly’s 
prison You have, I believe. in thit castle some spacious 
rooms with furniture that dates back to the yme of Flizabeth ' 

‘Yes.’ agreed Lord Ewald, cynically, ‘and I have enriched it 
with marvellous works of art The old drawing room breathes 
the spirit of the genius of the past 

‘The one great window moit is of stained glass draped with 
hangings ornamented with floral garlands of burnished gold 
It opens on to an rron balcony the balustrade of which was 
wrought in the rugn of Richard the Third Ihi moss covered 
steps lead down to a long avenue of oak trees which extends 
the full length of the park 

‘Its a beauttul place Yes, this beaunful home was destined 
for my wite, it | Could have met her ’ 

A shiver passed over him and he continued 

‘What is to be, will be I wall take this illusory apparition, 
this galvanized hope, to my castle As Pam not capable to teel 
or have any desire tor the other, I hope that this phantom 
form wall brighten my days - my last dreams ’ 

‘Good,’ said the professor ‘I think that vour castle wall be 
just the place for this Andrarad Hadaly will be like some 
mysterious somnambulist windeting around the lakes and 
over the heaths In this far ott castle where vour old servants, 
your books, your hunting trophies, your paintings, and your 
musical instruments, are awaiting you, this newcomer will 
soon take her place 

‘Respect and silence will make her stand surrounded tn an 
isolated halo The servants must receive orders from you 
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never to speak to her. You can explain this by saying that 
having been saved, as by a miracle, from a terrific danger 
which threatened you, your companion had made a sacred 
vow never to speak to any one but you 

‘There, in your castle, the beautitul voice which 1s so dear 
to you will sing to you the airs you love You can accompany 
her on the organ, or with the soft note of the harp, or with 
the piano 

‘Her eaquisite notes will enhance the charm of the summer 
twilights, they will blend with the beauty of a sunht day, and 
harmonize with the songs of the birds In the autumn and in 
the winter nights her vone will rise above the sighing of the 
wind ind the roar of the waves beiting against the rocks 

“As she walks one under the trees and through the old 
paths with her long gown trailing, a legend will soon be 
woven about her The curious will have seen her strolling 
alone in the pile moonhght 

‘She will be a cerufying seht, ind none will know the 
secret but yourse It 

‘One dav, perhaps, PE shall come to visit you m your semi 
solitude where vou hive agreed to ran two connnud dangers 

midness and retribution ` 

“You will be the only guest whom I shall receive,’ declared 
ford kwald ‘But as only the preliminary possibility of this 
adventure is now established. kt us see rf the prodigy itself 1s 
possible First of all, why is Haidabh cnclosed in armour ?” 

‘Teas the plaste apparatus which is superimposed on the 
unity of the electric tind that will correspond to the fleshy 
bang of your ideal love de contains, mounted within it, 
literally what corresponds to the interior organisms Common 
to all human beings ` 

‘Will she always speak in the same low voice that | heard 
just now?’ 

‘No Dectdedly nott She does not, even now, use that vote 
all ot the time Was Miss Cleary’s voice always as itis now ? 

‘Hadaly spoke, just now, m a soft, childish vone — spintual, 
somnambulisti No, she will have Mass € leary’s votce, just as 
she will have all her other attractions Her singing vone and 
her speaking voice all remain, forever, just as it ts indicated to 
her 


‘In fabricating a woman, you must note, I have made use of 
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the rarest and most precious substances, a compliment to the 
fascinating sex,” added the scientist gallantly. ‘But I was 
obliged to use tron in the joints ° 

‘Ah! Isn’t iron one of the constituents of our own bodies? 
Why have you used it only in the joints ”” 

‘Because the force which holds the joints together 1s mag 
netic, produced by electrical currents As iron is the metal 
which magnetizes and attracts best - it 15 much better than 
nickel or cobalt — I have used it in the form of steel ` 

‘But steel oxidizes Won't her joints rust ?’ 

‘IT have prepared against that Here I have a large bottle of 
oil ot roses, scented with amber This is the lubricant tor her 
joints ° 

‘Oil of roses ? queried Lord F wald 

‘Yes. It is the only one prepared in this manner that will 
always keep its exquisite aroma Perfumes belong exclusively 
to the feminine world Fvery month you will have to put a 
small spoonful of this oil in Hadaly’s mouth while she ts 
dosing 

‘You see. it 1s all very human, just as if one were giving 
medicine to a child The subtle perfume will diffuse in the 
magnetized metal organisms This bottle will be sufficient for 
a century or more — and, my dear friend, 1 do not think that 
there will be any need for us to repeat the quantity "’ 

‘You say that she will breathe *’ 

‘Of course, the same as we do But she will not burn 
oxygen as we do We are chockful of it, hke steam engines 

‘Hadaly inhales and breathes air by the pneumatt. move 
ment of her chest which rises and falls like that of a Woman in 
good health The air, which passes between her [ips and 
which makes her nostrils palpitate, 15 perfumed and warmed 
by elecericaty an effluvia of amber and roses 

‘The future Alicia’s most natural attitude will be seated 
with her cheek on one hand and her elbow resting on some 
thing, or else reposing on a sofa, in the attitude of any 
graceful woman She will maintain these atutudes without 
any other movement than her breathing 

‘To awaken her from her phlegmatic existence, you will 
only have to take her hand That will agitate the fluid in one 
of her rings ’ 

‘One of her rings ” asked Lord Ewald, in surprise 
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‘Yes. The one on her forefinger. It is her wedding ring.’ 

Lord Ewald stared at the scientist in amazement. 

‘Do you know why that hand there responded to your 
pressure just now ? asked the professor, pointing to the object 
on the ebony table. 

‘No.’ 

‘It was because, when you tightened your clasp, you pressed 
the ring. I don’t know whether you have noticed it or not, but 
Hadaly has rings on all her fingers, and the various precious 
stones are sensitive. 

‘You need not bother her when she ts in one of these extra- 
terrestrial attitudes; but if you wish to ask her anything you 
will be quite at liberty ro do so. 

‘All you will have to do at a time hke this, whether she is 
lying down on a couch or sitting up, is to take her hand and 
stroke the sympathetic amethyst in the ring on her forefinger, 
and she will get up gently, if you say to her: “Come, Hadaly.”’ 
She will obey you better than the real woman. 

‘The couch of the ring should be slight and natural, as 
when you touch the hand of your living model. You may even 
do it with a slight fervour, in the mterest of the illusion. 

‘Hadaly will walk straight before her and alone, at the 
request of the ruby which she wears on the middle finger of 
her nght hand; or she will hold your arm and lean languish- 
ingly towards vou; or she will follow wherever you wish to 
lead her, not merely as any woman would, hut exactly as 
Miss Cleary would. 

‘You must not permit the fact that her human walk 1s 
controlled by means of these rings to shock you. Think how 
much more humiliating are the prayers and entreaties to 
which men have to resort, in order to bring the feminine 
graces to a semblance of obedience! 

‘In response to a persuasive touch on the turquoise on the 
ring finger. she will sit down, and in addition to these rings, 
she wears a three row necklace, each pearl of which has a 
corresponding action that wall respond to its pressure. 

‘Here you have a fairly explicit manuscript — quite a conju- 
ror’s book — the most extraordinary ever seen, for it gives you 
a key to her habits and character. With a little practice — one 
must study women, you know — everything will become quite 
natural.’ 
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The professor’s gravity, as he made these statements, was 
quite imperturbable. 

‘Now,’ he continued, ‘about her tood, she ~’ 

‘By Jove! Does she eat ” interrupted Lord Fwald 

‘That seems to surprise you, my lord Is it possible that you 
had contemplated, fot a single instant, allowing this marvel- 
lous creature to die for lack of nourishment? Why, that 
would be worse than homicide ° 

Bur, pray, Mr Wizard, what do you mean by her food” 
asked Lord Ewald ‘1 must admit that, this time, you have 
gone beyond the most fantasti dreams ’ 

‘Here is the nounshment that Hadaly must take two or 
three times a week,’ said the professor ‘In this old chest | 
have some boxes of lozenges and certain tablets which she 
will assimilate very well The stringe girl will do it all alone 
you will only have to place a dish on a stand or a table which 
will be always at 1 fixed distance trom her habitual sleeping 
place, and indicate it to her by merely touching one of the 
pearls of her necklace 

‘She will be quite 1 child in everyday, ordinary matters She 
does not know, ind you must teach her We were all at that 
stage once, ourselves But she will scarcely seem to remember 
— what of that. we, ourselves, often forget many things 

‘She will sip trom a thin goblet of jasper made cspectally 
for her She will drink in precisely che same manner as her 
model The goblet will be filled with filtered water 

‘The lozenges ire of zinc and the tablets arc of bichromate 
of potassium, a tew are of peroxide of kad There is nothing 
strange in that Nowadays, many of us take a varity of things 
which hive been borrowed from chemistry 

‘You will have to give her nothing more She will not 
take iny more than she will require She will be very temper 
ate It would be a good thing 1f many of us would tollow 
her example Bur if she does not find her nourtshment at 
hand when she necds it she will faint, or, rather, she will 
die ’ 

‘She will die,” murmured I ord F wald 

‘Yes, so as to give her chosen one the divine pleasure ot 
restoring her to life ’ 

‘A very delicate attention,’ said Lord Fwald, now smiling. 

‘Yeo When she remains motionless, with her eyes closed, 
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you must restore her. All that you will have to do will be to 
give her a little clear water and a few of these tablets. 

‘But, as she will not have the strength to take them herself 
at such a time, you must touch the tourmaline on her middle 
finger — this stone Communicates with a battery. That will be 
sufficient. 

‘As soon as she opens her eyes her first words will be to ask 
for water. Now, you must not forget to do this according to 
the directions given you in the manuscript. It 15 quite explicit. 

‘A few minutes after you have done this, our beautiful 
Hadaly will blow hght fumes of pale smoke, faintly white in 
colour, from between her half closed lips, and then, there she 
is again living, as you and J, ready to obev all the rings and all 
the pearls, just the same as we accede to our own desires.’ 

‘Do you mean to say that she blows clouds of smoke from 
her lips?’ 

‘Just the same as we are continually doing,’ said the profes 
sor, indicating the cigars which both he and his guest were 
holding ‘Only she does not hold an atom of metallu dust or 
smoke in her mouth. [he fluid consumes and disappears in a 
moment. She has her cigarette, however, that 1s. if you ~’ 

‘E noticed that she has a dagger in her belt,’ interrupted 
lord l wald. 

‘Yes She would use that to detend herselt if, while she 1s 
away trom her chosen one, a trifler should dare to intrude 
upon her privacy. She would not tolerate the slightest tamili- 
anty A blow from that dagger would be fatal. She ts loyal 
to only one person, she will recognize one only ~ her 
master ` 

‘But she cannot see” 

‘Who knows? Do we ourselves see very cleath ? At any 
rate, she can guess or feel objects visible to you and me. 

‘Hadaly, I repeat, is a somewhat sombre young lady. She 1s 
indifterent to fate, and she would not hesitate to send a man 
to his death.’ 

‘Then, a casual stranger could not take that weapon away 
trom her?” asked Lord Ewald. 

‘I defy all the Hercules of the earth to do that.’ declared the 
professor, laughing. 

‘How 1s that?” 

‘Because, enclosed in the dagger handle there 1s a most 
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formidable power. A tiny opal on the little finger of the left 
hand connects the blade with a very powerful current Ihe 
carnelian alongside would deaden the noise of the electrical 
report 

‘It is a veritable streak of lightning, so powerful that the 
frst thoughtless fellow, who thought that he could steal a kiss 
from the sleeping beauty, would roll to the ground with his 
tace blackened, and his limbs twisted, destroyed by the silent 
avenger He would tall dead at Hadaly’s teet before he had 
even time to touch her garment She will certainly be a 
faithful, loyal friend ’ 

‘I see,” Lord Fwald said ‘The kiss would form a 
conductor ` 

‘Here 15 a glass rod whitch has a beryl in it This will 
neutralize the opal and, when vou touch it with this, the 
dagger will drop, harmless The formula for this tempered 
glass had been lost since the days of the Emperor Nero, but I 
found ir’ 

As he spoke, the professor struck the ebony tible violently 
with the long gleaming switch of glass which had been Iving 
near him The radiant switch appeared to bend, but it did not 
break 

Then Lord Fwald asked, jokingly 

‘Does she ever bathe ” 

‘Naturally — every dav,’ replicd the professor, as it he were 
astonished at the question 

‘But how does she do that” 

‘Well, you know that all photochromatic proofs have to 
remain in a specially prepared water fot several hours This 
strengthens them 

‘The photochromatic action which I have mentioned 15 
indelible, you understand that the skin 1s enurely saturated 
with it It has been subjected to a process of light which gives 
it an impervious glaze 

‘A small pink pearl on the Icft of the three row necklace 
which Hadaly wears brings together an interior interposition 
of stones, the adherence of which hermetically prevents the 
water in the bath trom penetrating the mechanism of this 
nymph You will find the names of the perfumes in the 
manuscript which must be used in the baths 

‘I will register the magmficent head of hair which Miss 
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Cleary has upon the cylinder of movements. It will be repro- 
duced exactly.’ 

‘The cylinder of movements?” echoed Lord Ewald, 
quesnoningly. 

‘You will have to see it to understand. From what I have 
told you, you can apprehend that Hadaly, primarily, is a 
superb mechanical vision, almost a human being, a brilhant 
facsimile. 

‘The faults which I have given her out of courtesy to 
humanity consist only tn chat there are several types of woman 
in her - the same as there 15 in every woman. But the supreme 
type which dominates her is, if E may say it, perfect. 

‘She only plays the other types. She ts a wonderful actress, 
with greater and even more serious talent than Miss 
( leary.” 

‘And yet she is onlv a counterfeit being,’ Lord Ewald 
remarked, with profound regret. 

‘Oh, as for that, the biggest minds have always wondered 
what the being in ourselves reallv is. Hegel, m his great work, 
savs that the pure tdea of the being, that is the ditterence 
between the being and nothingness, is only a simple matter of 
opmion Hadaly herselt wall clearly resolve the question of her 
being, Loan promise you.” 

‘How >?’ 

‘By words.’ 

‘But at she is not a soul, will she have a conscience ? asked 
the younger man. 

‘Pardon me, the protessor said admonshingly, “but isn’t 
that precisely what you demanded? Didn't vou cry out: 
“Who could put a soul into that body?” 

‘You have called for a vision precisely identical with your 
friend Alicia, without the conscience which has caused you so 
much sorrow. Hadaly bas come m answer to your call, That 
is all. 

‘And I do not think that it will be a very great loss if 
Hadaly ss lacking the kind of a conscience that her model has 
- do you? It will be to her advantage not to have it, at least, 
in your eyes, since Miss Cleary’s conscience seems to be 
deplorable, a blot on the masterpiece. The conscience of a 
worldly woman — bah!’ 

‘Even though a woman has caused me great sorrow,’ Lord 
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Ewald demurred gently ‘I think that you speak of the sex 
with much severity ° 


XI 


Lord Ewald arose He threw his bearskin coat over his arm, 
put on his hat and gloves, and adjusted his eyeglass Then he 
said 

‘Itis useless to argue with you about a woman’s conscience, 
my dear doctor You would have a crushing reply tor every 
thing that I could say I am ready to go on our httle adventure 
when you are’ 

‘Then we will be oft mght now,’ the professor agreed, rising 
briskly from his seat ‘One hour has already passed, and the 
tram from the city will start in an hour We have only an 
hour and a half for our little enterprise 

‘The abode which Hadaly inhabits in underground Of 
course, you can understand that I could not kave the ideal im 
reach ot every one 

‘I have spent years working upon her mysteries Night after 
night I have sat up experimenting and, up to this dav, I have 
kept my achievement a secret 

‘Some time ago | discovered, near this very spot, two lirge 
subterranean halls, burial places of an ancient, vanished tube 
I have done over the walls of the largest vault with a coating 
of basalt The mummies and the powdered bones I confined 
to the inner vault, which I have blocked up let us hope for 
eternity 

‘The larger vault 1 hive converted into a sort of fairyland 
for Hadalv She has her songbirds You may think me a triti 
superstitious, but I really did not want to leave an intellectual 
creature down there all alone Fveryching 1s worked by 
electricity 

‘Our bear coats will protect us from penumomia, for we 
have to go through two long, damp undergiound passages 
We shall go hike arrows Indeed, it 1s most fantastic ’ 

The professor preceded his young friend on their journey 
They walked to the shadowy spot in the wall at the end of the 
laboratory where Hadaly had made he: appearance 

‘I confess to you,’ said the suentist, ‘that when I vasit this 
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enchantress I take her all my anxieties. And my problems are 
usually solved before I come back to earth.’ 

While making this confession, the professor had turned a 
screwhead in the wall. The panels of the walls slid back. 

‘Come,’ he said jocularly, ‘in going into the realm of the 
ideal, we must first pass through the kingdom of the common- 
place. We will now leave the earth’s surface.’ 

The two men passed over the lighted threshold. 

‘Hold on to that,’ said the professor, indicating an iron 
ring, which Lord Ewald seized. Then, taking firm hold of a 
twisted cord of metal concealed in the hangings, the scientist 
gave a pull, 

The white slab of marble under their feet began to glide 
downward. The light above grew smaller. They soon found 
themselves going from humid shadows into utter darkness 
where there were chill odours that were foreign to Lord 
Ewald. 

The slab continued to descend. The light above them was 
now only a tiny star. Soon the last light of the world above 
had vanished. Lord Ewald felt that he was in a profound 
abyss. 

‘What an amazing manner in which to search for an ideal,’ 
he thought, but he said nothing, tor the professor seemed to 
preter silence. 

Lord Ewald suddenly became all attention. For, above the 
rumble of the mechanism he thought he heard the sound of 
laughter. 

Gradually their speed diminished, there was a slight jolt, 
and they found themselves standing before a hghted porch. 
An odour of amber and roses floated enchantingly on the air. 

Lord Ewald saw before him a spacious subterranean hall 
such as might have intrigued the fancy of the caliphs under 
the city of Bagdad. 

‘You may go in,” said the professor. ‘You have been 
introduced.’ 

Lord Ewald went forward, walking on the skins of wild 
ammals which covered the floor. A clear blue light lit up the 
vast hall with the brilliance of a radiant summer day. Tremen- 
dous pillars, placed at intervals, supported the interior circuit 
of a dome of basalt, and formed a gallery to the mght and left 
of the entrance, running back to the half circle of the hall. 
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This abode was gorgeously decorated in Syrian fashion. 
Large sheaves and garlands of silver were entwined on a 
bluish background In the centre of the vault, suspended from 
a long golden chain, was a cluster of powerful electric hghts 
shaded with blue globes 

The arched roof, which was of extraordinary height, was 
absolutely black Against this background the light cluster 
appeared like a fixed star. It was a representation of heaven as 
it nught appear — black and sombre outside of all planetary 
atmosphere. 

The half circle which tormed the end of the hall opposite 
the entrance was occupied by a trop scene Picturesque 
watertalls flowed and cascades bubbled, and under the caress 
of an imaginary breeze wonderful flowers of the Orient grew 
in protusion Birds from southern climates warbled guly in 
this garden of artihuial flora 

Near a pillar, her elbow leaning on a modern piano, which 
was lighted with electrical candelabra, stood Hadaly She was 
sull wearing the long black val With vourhful grace she gave 
a shght inclination of her head to welkome Lord kwald An 
artihcial bird of paradise was perched on her shoulder, balance 
ing its jewelled aigrette, and apparently talking to the And 
raiad in an unknown tongue 

Under a vermilion lamp stood a long table of pink marble 
At one end of this was fastened a violet silk cushion like che 
one in the laboratory which held the flesh-like arm 

On a small ivory table near at hand a case filled with 
crystal instruments stood open, displaving ns gleaming con 
cents. In a distant corner there was an electrical heater, 
reflected to all sides by silver mirrors 

There was no turniture except a sleeping couch covered 
with black satin, and a small table placed between two lounge 
chairs A great chony trame covered with a sheet of white silk 
surmounted by a golden rose leaned against a part of the wall 

When Lord Ewald had taken a few steps forward all the 
birds turned their heads and looked at him After a moment’s 
silence they all burst out simultaneously mto a chorus of 
laughter ın which was blended the shrill ring of feminine 
vores. This was so lifelike that Lord Lwald felt as if he were 
in the presence of human beings, and he stopped short. 

The inventor, who had remained behind, in the darkness of 


The Future Eve $7 


the tunnel, to fasten the slab, came slowly forward towards 
L ord Ewald and said 

‘My lord, I had forgotten. They are welcoming you with a 
serenade. If | had known in time what we were going to do 
this evening, I would have spared you this racket by interrupt- 
ing the current of the battery which animates these birds you 
see here 

‘In these birds I have tried to reproduce the words of old- 
fashioned songs and some human laughter as 1 thought thus 
to express the real spinit of progress. Real birds repeat so 
poorly what one tries to teach them 

‘So I have found it rather amusing to catch some fine 
phrase or odd statement trom a casual visitor in mv laboratory 
by the aid of the phonograph and transmit it to these birds — 
they are really winged condensers — this 1s one of my secrets 
which I have not made known 

‘Pay no attention to them Hadalv will make them stop I 
will be with you in just a moment, but |} must fasten our 
elevator securely I don’t want it to go back to earth without 
us’ 

Lord Ewald looked with interest at Hadaly, whose calm 
breathing raised the pale silver of her breast 

The pano suddenly began playing, alone, a beautiful 
melody The notes loweted and raised as though they were 
operated bv invisible fingers The soft voie of the Andraiad 
began to sing to this accompaniment 


Hail! O tond youth, what can you gain ? 
The tears of hope shall be my dower, 

Love’s curses on my head doth rain 

Flee, then! Hasten! Your eves retrain, 
Pm no more than a dying flower 


Then, from the garden of flowers, there came an almost 
deatening noise, shouting, harsh voices of human beings, cries 
of admiration, foolish questions, the sound of applause, otters 
of money, ef cetera But, at a sign from Hadaly, all this 
stopped immediately 

The silence was broken again by the singing of a nightingale. 
The beautiful song. so perfect, so natural, seemed strange in 
this artificial place 
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‘A beautiful voice, is it not, Lord Ewald? the phantom 
inquired softly 

‘Yes,’ replied the young man, both chilled and thrilled by 
speech from this semi-living form. ‘That 1s the work of God ° 

‘Then admire it, but do not try to find out how ıt ts 
produced ` 

‘What risks would 1 run if I did try ” 

‘God would take away the voice,’ murmured the phantom 
The professor now came towards them. 

‘Ah,’ he said, ‘I see that you already seem to understand 
each other Don’t pay anv attention to me, | don’t wish to 
interfere , just go ahead ° 

‘We were talking about the nightingale,” ] ord Ewald ex- 
plained. ‘Ie was a strange idea of vours to give a real 
mghtngale to an Andraiad ` 

‘That is because I am a lover of nature I liked the plumage 
of the bird very much, and his death, which occurred two 
months ago, made me very sad ’ 

‘What! The nightingale has been dead two months ”” 

‘Yes I took a record of his last song The phonograph 
which reproduced ıt 1s twenty-five miles away from here, in a 
room in my apartment in the citv 

‘T have attached a telephone to the wires passing over my 
laboratory, and a branch comes down to these vaults It ends 
right over there by chat cluster of flowers, in fact, it 15 this 
flower right here thar 15 singing ` 

As he spoke the protessor ht his agar at the heart of a pink 
camellia 

‘Really,’ murmured Lord Ewald sadly, ‘can it be that che 
bird whose song I heard 1s dead ` 

‘No,’ the professor replied, ‘not entirely dead, since I have 
been able to record his song, to register his soul. 1 did that by 
electricity.” 

He touched the bird, and shrugged with annoyance at the 
tinkle of broken crystal that tollowed 

Suddenly, I ord F wald felt a light touch on his shoulder. He 
turned It was Hadaly 

‘Ah,’ she said, in a voice so sad that it made him ttemble, 
‘that 1s what I feared — God has taken away the song.’ 
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‘Hadaly, said Professor X, ‘we have just come from the earth, 
and the trip made us thirsty ’ 

The phantom drew near to Lord Ewald ‘My lord,’ she 
said, ‘will you take ale or sherry ” 

‘Pll take sherry, 1f you please,’ he murmured 

Hadaly took from a stand a plate on which stood three 
beautiful Venetian glasses, and a bottle of wine, sull wrapped 
m straw Beside the wine was a box of Havana cigars 

She poured the wine into the three glasses and offered two 
of them to her callers Phen she raised her glass high above 
her head and said 

‘Lord Fwald, I drink to your loves ` 

The tone in which the toast was given was so exquisite that 
it was impossible for Lord Ewald to take offence at the 
sentiment 

After she had toasted Lord Fwald, Hadaly threw the con- 
tents of her glass towards the astral lamp The old Spanish 
wine fell in sparkling drops on the floor 

‘Thus,’ sud she gaily, “I drink, in spuit, to the hyht’ 

l ord Ewald turned to the protessor 

‘Tall me, Mi Wizard, he sud, Show isat that Miss Hadaly 
can reply to what f sav to her? lt is an impossibility tor such a 
bang to toresee my questions, or for vou to have had foresight 
cnough to have recorded beforehand the correct replies on 
records ` 

‘Please permit me to keep Hadaly's secret at kast for the 
ume being,’ Professor X pleaded 

Lord Fwald bowed to his host Then, hke 1 man who is 
surrounded by marvels, ind who has decided not to be 
astonished at any thing he sees, he drank his sherry and 
placed the empty glass back on the stand 

Phrowing way his cigar, which had gone our, he took 
another from the box on Hadaly’s stand, ind, following the 
professor's example, he lighted it at an dhiminated flower 

‘Do you see this swan? asked the suennst ‘IE have put the 
vone of Albani in that Once, on a tnp to Furope, | made a 
record of the great diva’s singing of the “Casta Diva,” the 
great prayer from Norma I only regret that I did not hve in 
the tame of Maltbran 
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‘That bird of paradise over there can render for you, 
through all the voices and instruments imprisoned ın him, the 
whole of Berlio7’s opera, “The Damnation of Faust ” That 
other bird over there can recite the whole of Shakespeare’s 
“Hamlet ” 

'I have only respected the vore of the mghtingale, as he 
alone seemed to have the right, all the others are singers, 
musicians, and comedians to amuse Hadaly Since she lives so 
far beneath the earth, she must have some distractions What 
do you think of the aviary ” 

‘It makes the wildest imagination of the Arabian Nights 
pale into insignificance,’ said Lord Fk wald 

‘Yes, the world has not begun to realize what clectricity 
can do We have just commenced Soon there will be no necd 
for cannons, or dynamite, or armies —’ 

‘Oh, that’s just a dream,” Lord E wald objected 

‘We have no more dreams" said the master clectrician, in r 
low voice 

He was thoughtful tor a few moments, then he went on 

‘Now, I am going to show you, sertously, the organisms of 
the new electric human creature Ihe Future Fie - which, 
aided by the artificiality which has been in vogue for 1 long 
time, seems to meet in full the secret wishes of our race - 

‘Will you let me ask you one thing more, professor? Some 
thing perhaps to me more interesting than the examination 
you are about to make What was the motive that caused you 
to create thi§ incomparable creature?” 

Lord Ewald looked straight into the cyes of the inventor, as 
he waited for his reply 

“That 1s a secret, my lord ° 

‘You may trust me with it,’ said Lord Ewald urgingly ‘You 
know I had a secret and I told it at your request ' 

‘So be it then Hadaly s exterior is the result of the intellec 
tual ideal which preceded her in my mind After you know the 
sum total of the reflections from which she cmanated, you 
will be better able to understand the anatomy of this electrical 
being when I explain it to you later 

‘Hadaly,’ said the professor, turning abruptly, ‘will you be 
good enough to leave us for awhile I wish to say something 
to this young gentleman ın private ’ 

The Andratad, without replying, walked slowly to the end 
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of the vaulted hall, holding her bird of paradise high ın the air 
on her silver fingers. 

‘I once had a triend, a friend of my childhood, an inventor; 
a splendid fellow in every way, Professor X began. ‘In a few 
years he rose from comparative poverty to riches. He married 
1 girl he had loved for a long time 

“Iwo years passed One day he was in the city attending a 
business meeting. After the conference, his friends suggested a 
music hall 

‘Anderson, that was my friend’s name, was a model hus- 
band He was seldom away from home for any length of time. 
However, that same morning, a foolish little domestic scene 
had occurred 

‘Mrs Anderson, without any reason, had asked het husband 
not to attend the meeting He argued with her, and, because 
she would not give him her reason, he went 

‘At the musi hall, dazzled by the lights, excited bv the 
music, his cyes wandered vaguely to a girl with red gold hair 
who was dancing im a ballet He put up his glasses and found 
that she was very attracave, but he gave her no more thought. 

‘Later, his frends went behind the scenes and he went with 
them It was all a novelty to him There he met Fvelyn Habal, 
the pretty red-haired gu} Anderson gazed around him absent- 
mindedly, without paving any attention to the dancer 

‘His trends proposed for all of them a champagne supper 
at a restaurant, but Anderson refused to go And then he 
thought of the little scene that he had had at home that 
morning The aftur soll rankled and he decided nor to return 
home until his wife was aslecp. He went to supper fully 
decided to leave as soon as the meal was over 

‘Piqued by Anderson’s lack ot attention, Miss Habal set out 
to captivate him And after he had imbibed several glasses of 
champagne, he began co think her very delighttul 

‘Anderson was a strait laced man He adored his wife. 
Yet he became gradually enamoured of the charms of the 
dancer. The place, the wine, and the laughter were 
responsible 

‘Mrs Anderson, conforming to traditions, sat up all night 
waiting for her husband. One glance at him was enough for 
her. It was as though an icy hand had touched her heart. 

‘She asked him what had happened He explained to her 
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that the banquet had lasted longer than he had expected, and 
that he had thought ıt better to remain with one of the 
party 

‘Mrs Anderson turned as pale as a corpse, and said “My 
dear, kt this first lie be the last ° She went to her room and 
wept 

‘Poor Anderson suffered cruelly His love for his wife was 
real But from that day, his home was changed He had a chill 
reconulation with his wife, but his home soon became 
intolerable 

‘After some weeks of misery, he returned to Miss Habal 
His downfall began He lavished his money upon her When ıt 
was all gone, she refused to see him any more 

‘Anderson changed physically and morally He shunned his 
friends Finally, he took his life Poor Anderson" 

The professor paused for a moment as he thought with 
regret of his dead friend Then he continued 

‘Well, when I thought of poor Anderson and the woman 
who had caused his downfall, I told myself that all women 
are complex They are all illusive We are attracted to them 
by their beauty, wit, or other charms They are not only 
Hlusive, bur illusions 

‘So I bethought Why not build a woman who should be 
just the thing that we wanted her to be? Whv not supply 
ilusion for itlusion ? 

‘So Miss Habal became the subject of my observations - tot 
I was about to try out a new and curious experiment I went 
to study her 

‘It 18 now several years since she died, but I can make her 
come back now as if nothing had happened See, she will 
dance for you’ 

The professor arose and pulled a cord 

On the large white silk sheet stretched on the cbony frame 
suddenly appeared the figure, lifelike, of a woman, a prettv 
red haired woman 

In front of the powerful light of the great lamp was hung 3 
long strip of gummed material covered with tiny glasses of 
transparent tints [hese had begun to move, wound by a 
clock movement, and to pass through the bell-shaped lens of 1 
powerful reflector 

It was the light from this reflector which fell upon the silk 


The Future Eve 163 


sheet. The vision with the transparent skin was a woman’s 
photograph. 

She began to dance. The movements were produced by the 
passing of successive photographs at a high rate of speed in 
front of the powerful light thrown by the reflector. 

The professor touched a fluting on the ebony frame. Sud- 
denly a tlat, dull voice was heard — the dancer was singing to 
her fandango. 

The movements, the looks, the twisting gestures, the play 
of the eyes and the eyelids, the very meaning of her smile, 
were reproduced. 

‘Is she not a fascinating creature?” asked the professor. ‘My 
poor Anderson! 

‘See her beautiful red hair, truly that is burned gold, and 
her exquisite complexion, and her strange, almond-shaped 
eyes, her pretty fingers with the rose-coloured nails, her smile 
and her dazzling crimson mouth. In spite of all, nature ss very 
beautiful.’ 

‘Yes,’ sud Lord Ewald, ‘you can joke at nature all you hke. 
But PI wager your frend found this young woman very 
delightful.” 

‘Wait! cried the professor, bitterly. 

He slipped the cord. The ribbon of photographs in front of 
the lamp, the living image, disappeared. A second ribbon 
began to unwind rapidly. 

On the sheet was thrown the vision of a httle, bloodless 
being, vaguely feminine, with stunted limbs, hollow cheeks, 
toothless jaws, almost without hps, che head nearly bald, the 
eyes sunken, and the face wrinkled. 

The wretched apparition sang a coarse song in a drunken 
voice, and danced in grotesque mitanon of the figure that 
had preceded it 

‘What do you think of it now ?’ asked the professor. 

‘Who is the old witch? 

‘The same girl. Only this is the real girl. All this was there 
under the semblance of the other. The other was the illusion. 
Art can work wonders, my dear fellow. 

‘Here is the real Evelyn Habal, shorn of her exterior attrac- 
tions, her fine rags and tinsel. 

‘Can you imagine any man dying for that? How could a 
man be inspired with a noble passion for that ? 
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‘Now, what do you think of simple nature? We could never 
compete with this, could we? I ought to despair? I ought to 
bow my head? What do you think of it? 

‘Don’t you think that if Anderson had seen her for the first 
time like this, he would still be sitting by his fireside with his 
wife and children? After all, that is worth everything in the 
world 

‘What are exterior attractions? Women have fauv fingers, 
and once the first impression 1s produced the illusion 1s 
tenacious It even feeds on the most odious faults, one clings 
to the chimera with one’s very nails, and often, they come to 
what my friend did -an untimely de ith” 

‘Did vou sav that both those hgurcs were produced by the 
same woman?’ Lord Ewald demanded 

The suientist looked thoughtfully at his young frend 

‘Ah, young man,’ he said, ‘vou indeed have the ideal very 
deep in your heart Alas, that | must disillusion you 

‘Look, my lord, here in reality ts what destroved poor 
Anderson’s bods. tortunc, soul and hte ’ 

Pulling out a drawer trom the wall, while the wretched 
hgure was still pertornung its sinister dancing, he added 

‘You will now see the spoils of the charmer, the arsenal of 
the sex Will you have the kindness to light up for us, 
Hadalv ” 


The veiled figure of the Andraiad came forward promptly 


XIH 


‘Here,’ said Protessor X, ‘we have most of the charms of Miss 
Evelyn Habal If you found them natural in the first aspect, 
Lord Fwald, you wall have to correct your impression. She 
was only counterfeit.’ 

Hadaly raised a lighted wand above her head and stood 
close to the sombre drawer like a statue beside a sepulchre 
while the professor called out like an aucuoneer 

‘First of all, we have the wonderful hair of Herodias, 
gleaming like the rays of the sun in the autumn foliage, the 
souvenir of F ve, golden hair, eternally glorious” 

He shook out a horrible switch of discoloured hair, in 
which one could see that the grey hairs had been dyed. 
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‘Here ıs the lily complexion, the blush of innocent modesty, 
the colour of the tempting lips!” 

He pulled out boxes of cosmetics, creams, powders, and 
beauty patches. 

‘Here ıs the calm splendour of the magnificent eyes, the 
arc for the eyebrows, the shadow and the languor of passion, 
the pretty veins of the temples, the pink of the nostrils, 
which dilate with joy as she listens to the footsteps of her 
beloved.’ 

He threw out the curling tongs, blackened with smoke, the 
blue pencil, the rouge 

‘Here are the dazzling tecth, so pretty and white, which in 
the magic of a smile provokes the first kiss ` 

He touched the spring of a set of false teeth, making them 
click together 

‘Here ıs the beauty of the velvety throat, the clinging arms, 
the alabaster shoulders ’ 

He ditted up, one after another, the instruments for 
enamelling 

The scientist threw all the things back into the drawer pell 
mell, and letting the tid fall as he would on a coffin, he 
pushed it back into the wall 

‘L think, my dear tullow, that vou are more enhghtened 
now.” he said. ‘Of course, 1 don’t mean that all women are 
hke that, but most of those who bring men to a desperate end 
are, more or less But what I want to say os, that in che end all 
will resemble that spectre on the screen’ 

Lord Ewald was silent and saddened He looked at Hadaly 
thoughtrtully 

‘Yes,’ said the professor, ‘one could kneel before a tomb, 
but at would be very dithcult to bow before the contents ot 
that drawer, would it not?’ 

Hie pulled the cord, che spectre disappeared, the funeral 
oration was ended 

‘It as really not worth while. he continued, ‘to break one’s 
home tres and to spring headlong into suride. All for the 
contents of that drawer Bah! 

‘With proof that my poor trend had been held by such 
chimeras as these, [said to myself “This is nothing but an 
artihcial living illusion. In kurope and America every year 
there are thousands of reasonable men who forsake splendid 
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wives and allow themselves to be destroyed by an absurd 
illusion —””’ 

‘Well,’ mterrupted Lord Fwald, ‘we will say rather that 
your friend’s case was an exceptional form of madness that 
should have been treated by a physician [here are not 
enough charming destroyers for us to establish a general law 
from this adventure ` 

‘I have commenced by establishing it very well,’ said the 
protessor ‘You forget that you, yourself, found the first 
aspect of Evelyn Habal quite natural In reality it was all 
artificial 

‘All women who bring about such catastrophes are artihctal 
Very well, chimera for chimera Iet us spare the woman the 
trouble of being artificial 

‘Let us try to obtain from science an equation of love It 
will save thousands and thousands of lives 

‘And by the aid of a Clairvoyant named Sowana, of whom | 
will speak later, I discovered the formula that | dreamed of 
Then, suddenly, from out of the shadows, [urcated — Hadaly 

‘Since her creation in these subterranean vaults, I have been 
waiting tor a man whose intelligence I could depend upon, 
and who was in such a hopeless, despairing state as to be 
willing to brave the first experiment 

‘It will be to you that I shall owe the realization of my 
masterpiece You have loved the most beautiful woman, and 
she has brought you to such a mood that vou are willing to 
die’ 

Having hnished his argument, he turned to Lord Ewald and 
indicated the fascinating, veiled creature 

‘Now,’ asked the professor, do you still wish to know how 
the phenomenon of this future vision was accomplished? Do 
you feel sure that your voluntary illusion will be strong 
enough to withstand this explanation ” 

‘Yes, declared Lord Ewald, glancing at the phantom, who 
now appeared to be suffering from a sudden tear ‘What is 
wrong with her?’ he asked 

‘Nothing It is a natural action It 15 a child’s attitude She 15 
hiding her face from the world ’ 

There was a tense moment Then the inventor cried 

‘Come, Hadaly"” 

The veiled figure walked slowly, hke a shadow, towards 
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the marble table. ‘My lord,’ said the soft voice, ‘be indulgent 
for my humble unreality, and, before disdaining the dream of 
it, remember the human companion who forced you to resort 
to a phantom to draw you away from a destroying love.’ 

As these words were uttered there was a flash, and a Hood 
of electricity animated the metal armour of the Andraiad The 
professor touched the figure with a piece of wire held between 
two long glass pincers. The pulsing flame died out, and it was 
as though the soul of this humanhke thing had disappeared 

Then, with an irregular movement, the mechanical figure 
settled onto its back on the table with its head resting on the 
violet sak cushion 

The mventor leaned over and, taking two metal leashes 
from the slab, sipped them over the feet of the figure, which 
was now lad out like a patient on a surgical table 

He touched one of the phintom’s rings The metal armour 
slowly opened 

Lord Ewald started and turned pale His nausea was more 
spiritual than physical 

Unril now, despite all evidence, he hid been ass uled with 
doubt It had been impossible tor him not to think that there 
was a human, living creature enclosed in the armour 

Instead here was revealed this entirely fictitious creature, 
born of science and of the patience of genius 


XIV. 


[he protessor loosened the black veil which draped the figure 

‘An Andratad,” he sud, impassively, “s divided into tour 
parts 

‘First The vital system, the internal part, which includes 
equiltbrium, walking, the vore, gesticulation, the senses, the 
future expression of the Countenance, the secret regulation of 
movement or better expressed the soul 

‘Second The plastic mediator that 1s to say, the metallic 
envelope, separated from the epidermis and the flesh, a kind 
ot armature with flexible jomts, in which the internal svstem 
1s firmly fixed. 

‘Ihud The incarnation - or, properly expressed. the artih 
aal flesh superimposed on the mediator and adherent to tt, 
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and which includes the features and the outlines, together 
with the bony skeleton, the venous network of the muscula- 
ture, and the various proportions of the body 

‘Fourth The epidermis, or human skin, which includes 
and implies the complexion, the pores, the features, the 
smile, the subtle changes of expression, the accurate labial 
movements in speech, the hair of the head, the ocular appa 
ratus, with the individuality of the glance, the dental 
system ’ 

The scientist had uttered these words as impassively as 1f he 
were stating a theorem in geometry His young listener felt 
from the voice that Professor X was on the point of furnishing 
the proot 

Lord F wald felt his blood congeal 

‘My lord,’ the professor continued in a voice strangely 
grave and melancholy, ‘you are about to witness the birth of 
an ideal creature, in listening to the explanation ot the internal 
organisms of Hadaly What Juliet could undergo such an 
examination without causing Romeo to faint? 

‘But this Andratad, even in her beginnings, causes at no 
moment the trghtful impression called forth by the vital 
process of the human orgimsm In her everything 1s affluent, 
ingenious and impressive Look! 

With this, he pressed with his scalpel upon the central 
apparatus, which was split at the cervical vertebra 

‘This 1s the central point of hfe in man,’ he went on ‘It is 
the region of the vertebra, the point where the mirrow is 
formed The prick of a needle here, as you know, 15 sufficient 
to extinguish life instantly 

‘Let us examine, first of all, at a glance, as it were, this 
organism as a whole I will explain the details to you later 

‘Thanks to the power which resides in these metal discs, 
heat, movement and power are distributed throughout the 
body of Hadaly by the network of these shining wires, repro 
duction of our nerves, arterics and veins Owing to these discs 
of hardened glass interposed between the current and the 
network of wires, movement begins or ceases in one of the 
members or in the entire body Here you see the electro 
magnetu motor 

‘This spark, a legacy from Prometheus, produces respiration 
by animating this magnet placed veitically between the breasts 
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I have even given thought to those deep sighs that reflect the 
sadness of a woman’s heart. 

‘Hadaly, being of a gentle and taciturn character, is not 
ignorant of them, nor is their charm absent from her personal- 
ity. Women will all tell you that the imitation of these 
melancholy sighs is easy. Actresses sell them by the dozen.’ 
The professor interrupted himself with a short laugh. 

‘Here are the two golden phonographs, inclined at an angle 
towards the center of the breast, which serve Hladaly as lungs. 
Through them pass, one by one, the harmonious, | might say 
celestial speeches, somewhat as the sheets pass through a 
printing press. 

‘A single metallic sheet contains words sufficient for seven 
hours; these words are the product of the greatest poets, the 
most subtle metaphysicians and the profoundest romancers of 
chis century. For this reason Hadaly substitutes general intelli- 
gence for an individual intelligence. 

‘You see here two delicate rods of steel, trembling on fluted 
bases; they await only the voice of your friend, Miss Cleary. 
They will seize it at a distance while she is reciting, as an 
actress. scenes incomprehensible to her. Hadaly will incarnate 
herself forever in these roles. 

‘Below the lungs we have a cylinder for the gestures, the 
walk, the visual expression, and the postures of the adored 
being. It 1s a copy of the cylinders of the highly perfected 
street organs. The inductor of this cylinder is, so to speak, the 
great sympatheric control of our marvellous phantom. 

‘The cylinder governs the expression of about seventy gen- 
eral movements; that is, approximately, the number which 
are at the disposal of a well bred woman. 

‘Our movements, except in the case of neurotic and highly 
nervous individuals, are nearly always the same; only the 
varying situations of life lend shade to them and make them 
appear different. 

‘II have calculated, by analysing their components, that 
twenty-seven or twenty-eight movements, as a maximum, 
constitute a rare personality. Moreover, what is a woman 
who gesticulates a great deal? An insufferable creature! One 
should encounter here only harmonious movements, the others 
being useless or shocking. 

‘Now, the two lungs and the great sympathetic control of 
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Hadaly are united by this unique movement, of which the 
electric fluid furnishes the impulse. Twenty hours of conversa- 
tion, inspiring, captivating, are mscribed on these sheets, 
ineffaceable, thanks to galvanoplasty, and their corresponding 
expression 18 likewise fixed in the roughness of this cylinder, 
encrusted, in turn, in the micrometer. 

'I am able to read the gestures on this cylinder as readily as 
a type-setter reads a page of tvpe backwards — it ts a question 
of habit I shall correct, let us say, this proof sheet according 
to the mobility, or changeableness, of Miss Cleary This 
operation 1s not ditficult, thanks to successive photography, 
ot which you have just seen an application 

‘But, interrupted [ord Fwald, ‘a scene such as you imagine 
presupposes an interlocutor ` 

‘Well, replied the professor, ‘wall vou, yourself, not be this 
interlocutor ?’ 

‘How will it be possible for you, professor, to foresee what 
I shall ask or reply to the Andraiad 7” 

‘Everything may serve as an answer to anything, my lord, it 
is the great kaleidoscope of human speech Given the colour 
and the tone of a subject in the human mind, tt is indifferent 
what word may be used in discussing it in the infinity of 
human conversation There are many vague, shadowy words, 
of strange intellectual elasticity whose charm and depth 
depend ennrely on that to which they respond 

‘Let us suppose a detached word — say the word already 
as the one-to be uttered by the Andratad at a given moment 
You will expect this word, which will be uttered in the soft 
and grave voice of your charming young friend 

‘Ah! Think of the number of questions and thoughts to 
which this one word may furnish an apt response Ht is for vou 
to create its depth and beauty by your very question 

‘This is what you try to do in real hfe, with a living 
woman, only, when itis this very word that you expect, hope 
for, when it would be in such sweet harmony with your 
thought that you long to prompt its utterance, so to speak, 
never does she utter it There will always be a harsh disso 
nance, another word, in fact, which her natural caution will 
suggest, and that will stab your heart. 

‘With the future Alicia, the real Alicia, the Alicia of yout 
dreams, you will never be subjected co these sterile disappoint- 
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ments. It will be the expected word, the beauty of which will 
depend on your suggestion, that your dream-woman will 
utter 

‘Her conscious utterance will no longer be the negation of 
yours, but will become the semblance of the soul that responds 
to your melancholy. You will be able to evoke in her the 
radiant reality of your exclusive love, without tearing, this 
time, lest she repudiate your dream 

‘Her words will never disappoint your hopes They will 
always be sublime - provided your inspiration serves to 
arouse them 

‘Here, at least, you will have no fear of being misunder- 
stood, as with the living woman, vou will need only to give 
heed to the pauses indicated between the words It will not 
even be necessary for vou to araculate your words yourself - 
hers wall be the reply to your thoughts and vour silences ` 


XV 


‘My dear professor, said Lord F wald, ‘do you expect me to 
play a continual farce? I may as well tell you. at this point, 
that shall be obliged to retuse the offer’ 

‘Nonsense, my dear fellows Protessor X  expostulated 
‘Were you not always plaving 1 farce with the original? 
From all vou have told nic, E know chat it was necessary 
for you to keep vour inner thoughts hidden out of 
politeness. 

‘Fyery man plays a comedy he deceives himsclf We are 
none of us sincere, for we don’t eyen know ourselves 

‘Now, since Miss (leary is an actress, and is only worthy 
of your adm ition in thar role, why should vou ask more of 
the Andraiad? She will also have a great fascination in her 
cung ` 

“That is very specious,’ sard Lord Ewald sadly, ‘but always 
to hear the same words, to have them forever accompamed by 
the same expression, no matter how wondertul and beautiful 
that expression, and how beautiful that acting might be. 
would be tiresome.’ 

‘Do you think that we are alway improvising?” scoffed the 
professor. ‘Why, we are always reciting. For nearly two 
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thousand years all our prayers have been only weak dilutions 
of those which were bequeathed to us 

‘In every day life nearly all our phrases are repeated You 
won't always think that you are having a conversation with a 
phantom when you talk with Hadaly, I assure you 

‘Fach human trade has its particular phrases, and cvery 
man therein turns around and around in this arcle A man’s 
vocabulary, which he thinks 1s great, 1s reduced to about one 
hundred phrases constantlv repeated ’ 

‘Very well,’ said Lord Ewald, ‘vou scem to have a winning 
argument for all my questions ind objections Proceed with 
the dissection of your beautiful corpse ° 

The professor again took up his glass pincers 

‘It 1s getting late,” he said, ‘and I have scarcely time to give 
you a general tdea of Hadaly’s possibilites But if you get an 
idea that will be suthcient The rest is only a question of 
workmanship 

‘See here, she has silver feer, the beaunful silver of moon 
light, they arc only waiting for the pink nails and the del ite 
veins of the living Venus But | must tell you that, if the 
tootsteps scem light when walking, they are not really so 
These feet are filled with quicksilver [he lower limbs are 
filled with a liquid meral which ascends and becomes restricted 
at the beginning of the calf, so that the teet bear all the 
weight These two little boots are ot fifty pounds weight The 
Andraiad, after it 1s covered with the flesh I have manufac 
tured, wilh have the walk which ts so charming in a lively 
woman 

‘J wish you to notce that the swan like neck ts united to 
these impressionable wires [hey control the movements of 
the head 

‘Note the delicate finish of this ivory bone work Isn't it 
delightful? the master inventor said with just pride ‘This 
charming skeleton 1s fastened to the armour by these crystal 
rings, in which each bone plays with the exact value of the 
movement required 

‘All this is controlled by the central current, according to 
the swaying movements of the torso, which dictates to them 
their personal inflections, after these have been registered on 
the motor cylinder ’ 

Lord Ewald leaned forward so as to get a closer view of the 
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mysteries. It appeared to him as though he were looking at a 
friend being operated on for his amusement He could not 
repress a shudder. 

But the professor, totally oblivious of his young friend’s 
feeling, gave a jerk or two to the body to illustrate his point. He 
appeared to have forgotten that not so long ago he had been 
talking, with almost human friendliness, to the igure before him 

‘And here,’ he went on, ‘are the wires which control the 
gait You can see that, when she is in this position, the 
insulator interposes between the generating wires and the 
magnet Jn her upright position, the limb which receives the 
spheroid on its target is the one thar bends ` 

Lord Ewald felt hollow in the pit of his stomach He 
bravely tried to smile 

‘Now, we will suppose, my lord, that you have pressed the 
amethyst on Hadaly’s finger, because you want her to walk, 
then, the order to move 1s immediately transmitted electrically , 
the spheroid will move to the nearest disc, as it may chance, 
and the limb connected with that dise will move 

‘The weight of the body thrown forward gives an impetus 
to the heavy boot and the foot This causes the foot to come 
to the ground, 1n a step measuring forty centimetres Do you 
understand me clearly >’ 

Fhe voung Englishman nodded without anv enthusiasm 

The professor began again 

‘Once the Andraiad’s foot 15 on the ground, she will remain 
immobile in this position But it the tension of the knee 1s 
increased and itis pulled up about three centimetres, it Comes 
in contact with the gold target This exerts the crystal globe 
ind 1t moves toward the other target and begins che movement 
all over again 

‘This is how the phenomenon of the Andraiad’s pace 1s 
procured It moves forwards or backwards, as the case may 
be, as many steps as are inscribed on the cylinder, or until it 1s 
checked by a counter order from a hnger ring ` 


XVI. 


Great beads of perspiration stood out on Lord kwald’s fore- 
head, and some ran down his face like tears, as he looked at 


174 THE FRANKENSTEIN OMNIBUS 


the calm countenance of the master inventor. He felt the 
whole thing to be unreal, unbelievable 

Meanwhile, the protessor had touched a small urn in the 
Andratad’s chest. There came a peculiar odorous mist in the 
air. 

‘Now, mv lord, this pertumed smoke 16 nothing to be 
alarmed at. [t is nothing but a vapour thrown oft by the 
battery ’ 

As he spoke the professor litted the Andratad’s hand An 
almost blinding flash ran through the thousands of sensitive 
WIres, 

‘You see,’ said the professor triumphantly, ‘she 1s in angel 
If theology informs us aright, angels are creatures of fre and 
hight, and that 1s what Haidaly 1s made of ’ 

Che protessor looked at Lord Fwald with a satisted 
expression 

‘This Andraiad was difficult because she was the first Since 
I have written out the general formula, it will only be a matter 
of detail and of perfection I hardly think that, at first, thes 
could manufacture thousands of them, for, the first ching they 
will have to open will be a factory of ideals This form ts 
perfection ’ 

Lord Ewald, whose nerves were keenly on edge, began to 
laugh The professors words appeared to him an unseemly 
joke told at an mopportune time 

He began his merriment lightly at first, but, as the scientist 
joined in, the strangest teeling of hilarity came over hm The 
place, the hour, the subject of the experiment, the very idea 
itself, seemed to grow horribly ridiculous 

For the hrst time in his hfe, he tound himself overcome 
with an attack of hysterical laughter, which echoed and re 
sounded in this sepulchral Eden It was some minutes before 
he could control himself sufficiently to speak 

‘What a terrible man you are” exclaimed Lord Fwald, 
hoarsely. ‘What a gruesome, frighttul joker" 

The professor, who was smiling to himself at the uncon 
trolled laughter which his young friend had permitted himself, 
rephed ‘My lord, it is you who jests We must hurry Our 
time is up’ 

At a touch on its arm, the armour of the phantom began to 
close. At another, the marble table began to rise. Then Hadaly 
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stood up beside her creator. Motionless, veiled, silent, she 
seemed to be looking at them from beneath the shadows 
which hid her face 

Che impression of disillusion that had somewhat come over 
l ord Ewald, during the protessor’s detailed explanation, began 
to disappear His half dreamy attitude came back to him 

‘Are you resurrected?’ asked the professor calmly of the 
Andraiad 

‘Perhaps” replied the dream vore of Hadaly, coming from 
under the black veil 


XVII 


At the sound of the phantom’s vore Lord Ewald felt a 
prophetic sensation, as if a greater marvel was to come And 
suddenly Hadaly turned to him 

‘My lord,’ she said, ‘will vou grant me a favour, in return 
for all the trouble that I have undergone for your 
Instruction ? 

‘Why er certainly,’ he murmured 

Hadaly, instead of voicing het plea as the voung Englishman 
had expected, turned away from him and moved towards the 
bank of Howers at the end of the hall A large velvet bag was 
hanging by a cord trom one of the bushes Ihe phantom went 
directly towards this and removed it from its place, then she 
retraced her steps to where he was standing 

‘My lord,’ she said, ‘I bebeve that in the land of the hving ıt 
s considered good to do some worthy deed each day This 
serves to pay for the blessings and pleasures which have been 
enjoyed 

‘It as fitting that this deed should be performed betore the 
close in order to complete the action for that period of time 
So, will you kt me ask, in the name of a very estimable 
widow a young woman alms for her and her two children ? 
Just a httle contribution `° 

‘What does this mean”? demanded Lord Fwald of rhe 
professor 

‘T have not the slightest idea,’ declared the scientist, who 
was quite as astounded as the young man ‘But, my dear 
fellow, it 1s not the first time that she has given me a surprise.” 
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‘It is nothing unusual,’ went on the phantom ‘I am asking 
alms for this poor young woman who has nothing in the 
world to live for but her two children If ıt were not that ıt 15 
her duty to provide tor them, she would not deign to live 
another day. 

‘A terrible mistortune has crushed her so that, even in the 
face of this duty, she longs tor death But a sort of perpetual 
ecstasy lifts her soul outside of this world and renders her 
powerless to earn her bread She ts indifterent to her own 
painful privations, but she suffers untold tortures mentally 
when she thinks that the children are in want 

‘She 1s in such a state that her mind only permits her to 
distinguish eternal things — she has even forgotten her carthlv 
name — she calls herselt by another, which she says wis given 
to her by some strange voices in a dream 

‘Will you grant my request? [ts my frst You have come 
from the world of the living Will you please join your 
offering to mine?’ 

After she had spoken, Hadaly went to a stand close by and 
took up some pieces of gold, which she dropped into the bag 

‘Of whom do you speak, Miss Hadaly ” asked Lord F wald 

‘Of Mrs Anderson, my lord, the wife of that unfortunate 
man who died for the love - oh well. you know — tor the love 
of all those things in there `° 

The vered figure pointed to the driwer in the wall which 
held the gruesome objects the relics of the woman who had 
wrecked the life ot the professor's frend 

Lord Fwald could not retrain trom taking a step backward 
when the Andrasad leaned toward him with the black velvet 
purse in her outstretched hand He felt thit her convers ition 
was weird and her imagination sinister, but the sentiment 
concerning the offer appealed to the humanity in him He 
reached in his pocket and pulled our a hindtul of bank notes 
and dropped them into the black purse 

‘Well, professor,’ he inquued, ‘what is the explanation ot 
this? Your creation questions me, answers me, and talks 
ranonally about matters which happen down here and in the 
world which she has never seen 

‘You don’t mean to tell me that a phonograph can speak 
before a human voice has had a chance to make a record You 
can not have invented a cylinder motor which will dictate to 
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the phantom, which can translate thought into speech before 
it has been uttered by a human voice?’ 

‘I can realize,’ Protessor X replied with a smile, ‘that all this 
must seem strange, but I assure you the peculiar characteristics 
which you have mentioned are, relatively, the easiest to pro- 
duce. I give vou my word that I will prove this, and 1 know 
that the simplicity of my explanation will astonish you. 

‘However, I think thar it would be wiser to defer the 
revelation of the secret for a short while, as there 1s something 
else to which TE wish to draw your attention. 

‘Do you realize, my dear fellow, that vou have never asked 
me any questions about the nature of Hladaly's face Have you 
not telt any curiosity about its present nature ” 

‘The truth is that, since she 1s veiled, I thought it would be 
very indiscreet to ask, his lordship explained 

The scientist looked at his young benefactor with a grave 
smile, as he sud 

‘The beautiful face of Miss Cleary, which remuns fixed in 
your memory, will always reappear in the phantom’s features 
which you ire hoping to sec in the tuture 

‘Lam glad that you have vored no wish to see Fladaly’s 
tace, for | want vou to retain the single imprint of that other 
face uppermost mn vour mind It is for the same reason that I 
have not divulged to you the other secret ot which I have 
spoken ’ 

‘Let at be as vou wish, mv friend,’ declared Lord Ewald ‘Ts 
it vour idea to give the phantom the identical appearance of 
Mass C leary ” 

‘Yes So far, vou may have noticed, we have not spoken of 
the epidermis, or the outer coating, We have only spoken of 
the flesh. 

‘You know how the vouch of the arm and hand im the 
laboratory surprised vou? Iam emploving the same substance 
now 

‘The flesh of a hving person is Composed of certain parts of 
graphite, mt acid, water, and various other chemical bodies 
which can be easily recognized in the microscopic cAammation 
of the sub-cutaneous tissues. These cohere in hte under a 
great pressure 

‘Now, in the construction of the Andratad’s flesh these 
elements are compounded m a similar manner. They are 
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coagulated by the use of the hydraulic press. It 1s just the 
same as the flesh of the living. 

‘You cannot imagine to what a point of fineness iron has 
been powdered for this incarnation to make ıt very sensitive 
to electric action The flesh transmits the orders of the current 
to the epidermis These orders are, of course, those which are 
inscribed upon the cylinder of movements 

‘Now, throughout the flesh there are what might be termed 
regulators or resistances. By these we can produce the subtle 
shadings of smiles, laughter on the cheek, and the other 
intricate and delicate embellishments of expression which will 
give the Andraiad the identity of the model 

‘In order to produce the sottened brilliancy of true flesh, 
the compound, which in its original state is snow white, 15 
shaded with colouring matter hke smoked amber and pale 
pink. The indefimte sparkle ıs produced by a mica hike 
powder, and this 1s set by means of a photo-chromatic com 
pound There you have the illusion 

‘Now, we must experiment from another angle 1 will take 
it upon myself to persuade Miss Cleary this evening to agree ’ 

At the sound of this name I ord Fwald locked up, startled 

‘Don’t excite vourself, my lord,’ said the professor ‘I assure 
you it will be without her knowledge of our true purpose, and 
| guarantee that she will be complaisant Her vanity will be 
flattered 

‘Everything will be conducted in the most conventional 
manner A great sculptress, a woman whom I know well, will 
commence work to morrow in my laboratory Ishall ask Mass 
Cleary to sit for her 

‘At these sittings Miss Cleary will have no other companion 
than this artist, who ts called “Sowana ” She will not idealize 
Miss Cleary She will counterdraw her She will seize the 
exact lines of her subject’s statuesque form 

‘Under my watchful eye, with instruments of the greatest 
precision, she will take the exact measurements of the form, 
the height, the breadth, the hands, the face, the feet, the 
features, the limbs and arms, and the exact weight of the 
living being 

‘Hadaly will be standing there unseen She wal} remain 
motionless, in readiness for her incarnation 

‘We will apply the carnal substance, dazzling and perfect, 
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to the armour of the Andratad according to the thickness of 
her beautiful counterpart. The substance lends itself admirably 
to carving, with the aid of very fine tools. The features at first 
will appear without any tint or shadings 

‘We will then have the statue awaiting the order of the 
Pygmalion creator The head alone requires more work than 
all of the rest of the body, because we must fashion the lobes 
of the ears, the gentle dilation of the nostrily when breathing, 
the transparency of the veins in the temples, the folds of the 
lips, and the play of the eyelids The lips, on account of their 
delicacy and flexibility, are made of finer substance than the 
rest of the features 

‘Can you mmagine the nny magnets that are necessary to 
bring an entire correspondence of the imperceptible inductors 
when the Andraiad smiles? I ook at the thousand luminous 
points indicated by the vast photographic proots of that smile. 

‘As soon as we have attached the Hesh, continued the 
suicnust, ‘we will then proceed to reproduce exactly the 
features and the lines of the body Do you know the results 
obtained in photo-sculpture? Thus, one can get an accurate 
transposition of aspect 

‘Miss Cleary will be photo-sculptured on Hadaly In a 
flash, is it were, we will have a muroscopic dupliwate - a 
thing so perfect that Miss Clearv, if she beheld it, would think 
that she were looking at herself in a mirror When all this has 
been done, another great artist, to whom I have imparted my 
enthusiasm, will give the final touches 

‘Everything will be perfection There will be a perfect 
flower of a skin, as velvety and satiny as itis tlansparent Fr- 
my lord, do you know has Miss Cleary all her own teeth * 

Lord Ewald looked up in amazement at this question, but, 
seeing that the inventor's face was serious, he nodded 

‘That 1s good,’ said the professor ‘With an anesthetic of 
my own composition we will put her to sleep We will then 
take an imprint of her teeth, tongue, and cavity of the mouth, 
the exact doubles of which will be transposed into her twin’'s 
mouth 

‘You have spoken of the hght on her teeth when she smiles 
- the marvellous effect Well, you will not be able to distin- 
gush the one from the other when the adaptation ts made.’ 

When Professor X had ceased his exposition Lord Ewald 
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was overcome with another attack of hysterical laughter. The 
young man exclaimed, between bursts of laughter: 

‘Don’t mind me, professor Do go on, for Heaven’s sake! It 
1s marvellous Skeletons! Incarnations! Epidermis! Perfumes! 
It all is too funny for words. It really — ha, ha' — ıt really 
makes me laugh and laugh and laugh Go on, my dear fellow! 
Ha, ha — 

‘I understand how you teel, my lord,’ said the inventor ‘Tt 
is amusing, taken from that point of view, but life itself 1s 
made up of just such small nothings Just imagine to what 
small nothings love itself clings 

‘Nature changes, but this Andraiad will never change She 
will not know life or sickness or death! She 1s the supreme 
beauty of a dream In her magic words there will be the 
thoughts of several geniuses 

‘Her heart will never change, because she has no heart So, 
then, it wall be your duty to destroy her at the hour of your 
death 

‘A small cartridge of some high explosive will be all thar ts 
necessary to blow her to atoms to the four winds of heaven ° 


X VIH 


At this moment Hadal moved forward from the end of the 
great vault, threading her wiv through the evcr blooming 
plants which brightened her sumptuous abode 

Wrapped in the clinging black folds of her veil-like mantle, 
with her bird of paradise perched on her shoulders, she 
gracefully approached her earthly visitors When she reached 
the stand she again filled the glasses with wine and oftered 
them to her guests 

They thanked her with a gesture of their heads, and drank 

‘Ie is after midnight.’ observed Professor X ‘We must 
hurry However, I have a question to settle 

‘In regard to your future eyes, Hadaly — tell me, can you see 
Mass Alicia Cleary from here with your present orbs ”” 

The phantom appeared to shrink into herself for a moment 

Lord Fwald started as if he had received an clectri¢ shock 
He sat upright awaiting, with breathless interest, the figure’s 


reply. 
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‘Yes,’ the dream voice murmured. 

‘Tell me how she 1s dressed and where she 1s ’ 

‘She ıs alone, in a train,’ Hadaly replied ‘She 1s holding 
your telegram in her hand She ıs glancng at it, she leans 
nearer to the light But the train 1s moving very tast, and she 
Jeans back in her seat again ’ 

As Hadaly spoke the last words she laughed lightly Her 
laugh was echoed by the bird of paradise on her shoulder 

Lord Fwald suddenly realized that the phantom could Jaugh 
as well as if not more sweetly than human beings 

‘Well, then, Miss Hadaly.’ the young nobleman said, ‘since 
you have second sight, will you be good enough to tell us how 
Miss € kary 1s dressed ° 

‘She is in evening dress, the Andraiad replied ‘It is a 
beautiful dress a pale blue creation It is of such a pale 
colour that under the hight it looks almost green She has on a 
cloak Itis open She must be very warm, tor she is using a 
fan that has carved ebonv sacks and black flowers On the 
material of the tan l see a statue’ 

‘This is astounding" Lord wald interrupted excitedly, 
tuning to the professor “It passes all imagimation What she 
iS Saying 1s true ’ 

‘Of course sud the professor, casually ‘Please talk with 
Hadaly, while I select some samples of cves ` 

So saying, the professor went to the tar corner ot the room 
Lord t wald turned to the hgure 

‘Miss Hadaly, will you be kind enough to tell me what that 
instrument on the stand over there is used tor?” he mquired 
‘It looks very complicated ’ 

Oh, that instrument, Lord Ewald,’ said Hadaly, turning 
around as if to look at the object from under her veil, and 
then turning back ‘That is also an invention of our frend, 
Professor X Itis a calorimetre, and is used to measure the 
heat in the sun’s tavs ` 

'Oh yes,” said I ord Fwald, with tantasts calmness, ‘I have 
read of that in our magazines ` 

‘That as it,’ affirmed Hadaly ‘You know, of course, that 
long before the earth was even nebular some stars had been 
shining, let us say, from a sort of eternity, but, alas, they were 
so far away that their radiant light, which travels at the rate 
of one hundred and eighty-six thousand miles a second, has 
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only recently reached the place that the earth occupies in the 
heavens. 

‘It appears that some of these stars have even been extin- 
guished since then, long before their inhabitants could extin- 
guish the earth, yet the rays that came from these stars have 
survived them, and continue their irrevocable march through 
space It ts only to day that the hght from these stars, or 
rather trom the ashes of these stars, has reached us 

‘The astronomer who contemplates the heavens often ad- 
nures worlds which no longer exist, but which he can see just 
the same because of this phantom ray in the illusion of the 
universe 

‘Well, this instrument is so sensitive that it not only can 
measure the heat in a ray of light, that we might call a dead 
ray, because it comes from a star that no longer lives, but it 
can weigh the heat of this sort of star Its very remarkable 

‘Do vou know that sometimes, on a very beautiful night, 
when the grounds are deserted, I take this instrument out on 
the lawn, and there, all alone, I find great pleasure in waghing 
the rays of the dead stars ` 

Lord Ewald began to fcel dizzy He grisped the back of rhe 
seat to assure himself that he was awake He was beginning 
to assimilate the idea that what he had heretofore considered 
the impossible — judging from what he had secn and heard on 
this mght - was quite ordinary and very natural He telt a 
dryness in the throat which prevented him trom spcaking 

‘Here are the eves, my lord,’ cried the scientist, now hurry 
ing towards them with an tron box in his hands 

Hadaly, appearing to realize that she would not be required 
to take iny part in the conversation, went over to the sleeping, 
couch ind stretched out on it 

‘Here are the eyes, the inventor rcepcated ‘You sec the 
difficulties which the being of an electro magnetic creature 
presents in its manufacture arc quite easy to solve It ts only 
the result that is the mystery ’ 

‘Right, professor" exclaimed the younger man ‘You have 
spent quite some time this evening explaining the means 
employed in obraining this result, and vet, co me, the result 
appears to be a thing entirely apart trom the means which you 
have so kindly described ’ 

‘Yes, my dear fellow,’ agreed the scientist, ‘but you must 
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remember that I have not given you any definite or conclusive 
explanations of the physical enigmas of Hadaly. I have, how- 
ever, told you that, presently, some phenomena of a superior 
order will present themselves in her. Among these there 1s one 
which I wall not be able to explain. I will only be able to show 
you the surprising manifestations ’ 

‘Do you mean the electric fuid ?” asked Lord Ewald. 

‘No, it 1s another fluid, and Hadaly finds herself under its 
influence at this very moment. One can only submit to this 
spirit without being able to analyse it’ 

‘But, really, professor,’ expostulated the young man, ‘I 
don’t believe in these invisible spirits.’ 

‘Well, that may be,’ the scientist observed, ‘but I will swear 
to you that the things that Hadaly sees from behind that veal 
of hers are caused by such phenomena. I have not yet been 
able to produce sight by means of an electric current, although 
such a thing may be possible No! Hadaly’s vision ts not my 
work? 

Lord Fwald felt his blood run cold, goose flesh stood out 
on him Bur he mastered his confusion, and asked 

‘May I know something about it?’ 

‘No! It as not for me to explain” Hadaly, herself, wall 
clucidate the mystery to you some evening, under the stars, in 
the beautiful silences of the night ’ 

‘Very well? said Lord Edwald, ‘but her conversation seems 
unreal. What she says seems hke the shadows of thoughts to 
which spirits listen in dreams, but which are dispersed at the 
awakening, Do you think that I shall understand her? 

‘Just now, for mstance, when she was reasoning about 
some stars Which are called in science “bags of coal, she was 
rather inexact, according to my schooling Her reasoning 
appeared to be guided by 1 different logic from ours.’ 

‘As for thar, my dear tellow,’ said the professor, ‘rest 
assured that her astronomy 1s better than mine ’ 

‘One would think,” said the bewildered young man, ‘to hear 
you speak, that Hadalv had a notion of the infinite.” 

‘Well, | can also assure you that she has. In fact, she has 
little else but that. But, to assure yourself of it, you will have 
to learn to question her according to the oddity of her nature. 

‘t don’t mean in a solemn sort of way. Just lightly ~m an 
everyday manner.’ 
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‘Will you give me an example of the questions that Í should 
put to her?’ asked Lord Fwald ‘Prove to me that she can 
really hold in her personality - 1f we can call it that — in some 
sort of a way, a notion of the infinite.’ 

The professor called to the figure She immediately arose 
and came towards them, but at a sign from her master she 
resumed her seat on the couch 

‘Hadaly,’ said Professor X, ‘suppose that a mythological 
god, quite tremendous and out of proportion, should suddenly 
spring out of the trans-universal ether and dart across the 
earth’s orbit in a flash of lightning — the same impulse as that 
which animates vou, but of undreamed-ot power — so that it 
could make solar systems spring up from the great abyss in tts 
passage ~ where do vou think this power would end atter it 
had been set in motion *” 

Hadalv replied at once in her grave voice, swinging her bird 
of paradise to and tro upon the up of he: finger 

‘I chink it would pass into the infinite without more impor 
tance being accorded to it than you give to the sparks that 
flash and tall on the grate at a peasant’s fireside ’ 

Lord Ewald looked at the Andratad without saying a word 

‘You see,” said the professor, turning back to his guest, 
‘Hadaly sees and understands certain notions, the same as you 
and I, but she expresses herself differently She leaves a sort of 
picture in one’s mind after she has spoken ° 

‘Well, declared Lord Ewald, ‘l give up trying to puzzle the 
thing out’ 

‘Then,’ said the scientist, ‘let us look at these cyes ` 

He opened the tron box Its interior seemed to dart a 
thousand looks at the young E nglishman 

‘Observe these,” continued the professor, ‘see how pure the 
sclerotic is, note what a remarkable depth there 15 in the 
pupils They positively disturb one, don’t they ? 

‘The action of this coloured photograph adds rhe personal 
shade to them But it 15 on the iris that we must transmit the 
exact individuality of the look. Just a question of accuracy 
Have you seen many beautiful eyes, my lord ” 

‘Indeed I have” asserted Lord Ewald, ‘and the most beaut: 
ful were in Abyssinia That 1s, excepting Miss Cleary’s eyes 
the eyes that you will see soon 

‘When she ts looking at anything in an absent-minded 
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fashion, her eyes are of radiant beauty. But, when she 1s 
interested they change, and the expression in them makes you 
forget the eyes.’ 

‘Then that will simplify my difficulty,’ declared the profes- 
sor, evidently pleased, for the expression of the human look 1s 
increased by a thousand exterior incidents by the smpercepti- 
ble play of the eyelid, by the immobility of the eyebrow, by 
the shape of the eyelash, and especially by what one happens 
to be ralking about, and where one happens to be The 
surroundings cast a reflection All these things reenforce the 
natural expression 

‘Now, in this experiment, we must catch both the expression 
of attention and the expression of vagueness or, in other 
words, both the interested and the abstract look I beleve you 
said that Miss Cleary always looks from under her lashes ’ 

‘She usually does ' 

‘Well, E will now explain to you how we will reproduce 
both these looks We now have those eyes, they are merely 
spheroids the inside air of which has been submitted to a 
very great temperature The moving of an object passing over 
one of these will be revealed on this emptiness as abstract as 
possible an impression ts made, but not ret uned, tor there is 
no life in the eve 

‘But, if we cake the same eye and solder in induction wire 
to the sides of the spheroid with their ends set slightly apart m 
this emptiness, and we turn on the current, the spark will be 
vibrating, and you can well imagine that you are witnessing 
the commencement of hte The physical movement is there 

‘See how clear these samples ate They are truly beautiful 
orbs We can surely tind here a pair that will match the eves 
of our Venus di Milo 

‘Once the visual point is revealed in thar pupils - E suppose 
that you know that cach person’s eyes differ in the place of 
the visual point once I hive located this in Maiss Cleary I 
will put a spark of electriaty m the centre Ihis will supply 
the wis with that marvellous flash, that dazzling radiance, that 
illusion of personality 

‘The mobility of the eye is easily arranged, merely a matter 
of suspension in a socket which will be under the control of 
the central cylinder. 

‘When I have finished with these eyes they will have quite 


186 THE FRANKENSTEIN OMNIBUS 


as much emptiness or vacancy in them as Miss Cleary, but the 
dazzling beauty of her personality will be there. You will have 
her at her best.’ 

Lord Ewald smiled nervously. The professor replaced the 
eyes carefully back in the iron box. 

‘Of course, it as very easy to imitate the hair,’ he said. ‘Al | 
need is a lock of Miss Cleary's tresses, and it will be scrupu- 
fously imitated. 

‘As for her skin and the natls on her hands and feet ~’ 

‘Professor!’ cried the young man. “Must you go on? Good 
heavens, to hear the things you love discussed like this is 
infernal!” 

‘Ah, but these are not the things thar one loves, the 
scientist protested; ‘they are only the things that one ism dove 
with.’ 

He pomted to a long box of camphorwood agamosr the 
wall. 

‘In that box over there, he said, “is an exact imitation of 
the human skin. Shall Utell vou of what it is composed ?' 

Lord Ewald arose and stamped his feet, which had become 
numb from his nervous tension. 

‘No. professor,’ he said. ‘Edo not care to have any more 
glimpses of the promised vision unul the vision ttself is 
complete. | have agreed to enter into this mysterious adventure 
with you. You assure me that you will soon be able to reveal 
its marvellons results to me. [believe vou.’ 

The professor bowed. 

‘Thanks, my lord,’ he said. ‘Loughe not ro expect more. 

A bell rang. It was a call from the surtace of the earth. 

Hadaly arose from the couch on which she had been 
reclining. She moved slowly, as if she were ina daze. 

‘There is your beautiful living one, Lord Rwald? she ex 
claimed. ‘She is just arriving. The carnage is turning in at che 
gate.’ 

‘Thank you! Good-by, Miss Hadaly, he said gravely. 

The professor shook hands with his creation. 

“To-morrow, my dear,’ he said, ‘you shall have hfe! 

The phantom silently bowed her head. 

All the fantastic birds in the green arbours seemed to 


waken The fountains began to play, and the gay flowers 
nodded their heads. 
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Hadaly made a low curtsy to both her visitors, and said in 
a low voice: 

‘Good-by, Lord Ewald; or, rather, au revoir? 

‘Now for the earth! exclaimed the professor, pulling on his 
bearskin coat. 

Lord Ewald also wrapped his fur garment around him. 

‘We shall be back in the laboratory just in time to greet 
her,’ said the scientist. ‘Steady now ’ 

As soon as they had stepped on the stone slab, it started up 
rapidly, leaving the realm of shadows tor the world of human 
beings A few moments later the two men entered the bril- 
hantly lighted laboratory They were not a moment too soon. 

‘Here she comes? Professor. X exclaimed in an excited 
tone of voice 


XIX. 


He flung open the door ot the laboratory A tall and verv 
beautiful young lady was comings up the steps Miss Ahaa 
Cleary, the Living tocatmagon of the Venus di Milo 

Her resemblance to the immortal statue was. at the first 
glance, incontestable Hir aspect: gave the two bcholders a 
mysterious clutch at them heares Here in the flesh was the 
“oman whose photograph had gleamed in the electrical frame 
afew hours proviousls 

She remamed standing. on the threshold as if surprised at 
the strange look of the place Ahora, the usually poised actress, 
was plank amazed 

She was bo auctul Oser her shoulders was thrown a wonder- 
ful sable cloak Beneath n could be scen a pale blue clinging 
gown Which looked almost green under the hghts Diamonds 
were sparkling on her throat and hanging pendent trom her 
ears 

‘Come an, Miss Cleary. said Professor X cordially. “My 
voung tnend, Lord kwald has been waiting most impanenth 
for you, and, permit me to say, |do not wonder at it.’ 

‘Sir, rephed the beaunful creature, with the intonation of a 
middle-class saleswonin ber, at the same time, her vore 
had an exquisitely clear ring, hke a ball of gold knacking 
against crystal. ‘Sir, vou see, T have come straight here from 
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the opera. As to you, my lord, your telegram upset me terribly 
— I thought — 1n fact, I don’t know what I did think.’ 

She swept into the room. 

‘Whose place 15 this ? she demanded. ‘Where am I?” 

‘This is my home,’ said che professor. ‘I am “Mr George 
Thomas”’.’ 

The radiant creature’s smile appeared to cool somewhat. 

‘Indeed she remarked. 

‘Yes, continued her host obsequiously. ‘Mr George 
Thomas. Have you never heard of me? I am the general 
representative of the greatest theatres m Europe and 
America.’ 

Miss Cleary started, and a smile even more radiant over- 
spread her face. 

‘Oh, really,” she said, an a little nervous gush. ‘Eam pleased 
to make your acquaintance.” 

Then, moving nearer to Lord Ewald, she murmured 

‘Why did you noc tell me this was going to happen? Thank 
you for taking this step, I shall be celebrated - but this sort of 
an introduction is not regular, you know. It shouldn't be done 
this way I don’t want the people who hve in this house to 
think that Pm middle class.’ 

Then, as Lord Fwald stood looking down at her very 
camly, she exclaimed: 

‘Are you still up in the stars, my lord?” 

‘Alas, yes, rephed the nobleman, bending courteously over 
the beautiful creature to remove her wraps 

While these two were talking in this aside, the professor 
had given a violent pull to the ring of steel hidden in che 
draperies. A heavy, magnificent stand, lit up with candelabra, 
and bearing an exquisitely served meal, came up through the 
floor. 

It was hke a scene in a pantomime a supper for fairies. 
The lights flashed, the silver gleamed, and the rays were 
reflected from the beautiful Saxe porcelain upon which the 
game and the rare fruit were placed. A little trellised cellarette 
contained a half dozen old, dusty bottles. Decanters of cordials 
were within easy reach. There were three seats set about the 
table. 

‘Well,’ Lord Ewald observed gravely. ‘I will have to make a 
formal introduction. Alicia, this is Mr George Thomas, the 
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noted theatrical producer. Mr Thomas, this 1s Mass Alicia 
Cleary, the young lady of whose talents I have already 
spoken.’ 

The professor bowed 

‘I do hope,” he said, in an impersonal tone, ‘that 1 shall be 
able to hasten your glorious debut at one of our principal 
theatres But come, supper is ready, and we can talk while we 
have some refreshment. The air down here 1s very keen and 
gives one a good appetite.’ 

‘That ıs true, and I am gomg to eat enough tor two people,’ 
Alicia remarked, so frankly that the professor glanced at Lord 
Ewald in astonishment Ihen, Miss Cleary, fearing that she 
had said something foolish betore the manager she wished to 
impress, said 

‘lL know that that’s not very poetical, gentlemen, but one 
has to come down to earth sometimes ’ 

The professor smiled inwardly. I ord Ewald had been right 
in his analysis 

‘You are charming" the host cried, with assumed good 
nature ‘Now, let us have supper 

He preceded his guests to the table, and motioned them to 
their plies A cluster of tea roses lightly lud, as though by 
fairy hngers, indicated the place for the young lady 

Lhey took their places But betore they had tasted a morsel, 
Miss Cleary returned to the subject on which she was inter 
ested by saving 

‘What shall Ihave to pay vou, Mr Thomas, if, through you, 
[can make a debut tn London?’ 

‘Oh replied the pseudo Mr Thomas, ‘I am delighted to 
launch a star” 

‘Ihave already sung betore crowned heads `° 

‘Ah, a diva” exclaimed her host, in ecstasy He poured 
wine in their glasses 

‘Bur, sir.’ said Alicia, affecting an aur ot gentle reproof, but, 
withal, greatly flattered, ‘the divas, we all know, have light 
habits I am not a bit hke that However, I have to resign 
myself to a professional career as an actress. But, then, I 
suppose I shall be able to make a lot of money 7 

‘Undoubtedly, he agreed ‘I drink to your success." 

He raised his glass. 

‘Why, how sympathetic! cried Alicia. 


190 THE FRANKENSTEIN OMNIBUS 


Lord Ewald looked appealingly at the protessor whose face 
appeared a smiling mask. 

Miss Cleary touched her host’s glass with her own The 
guests drank the golden wine 

All around them there was light, on the mysterious cylin- 
ders, on the large glass disks, and on the angles of the 
reflectors, the rays from the lamps trembled An impression 
of great solemnity, even of the occult, abruptly seized the 
diners All three were pale The great wings of Science had 
brushed them for an instant 

Miss Cleary continued to smile The diamonds on her 
fingers flashed aggressively 

The protessor was gazing at her with a look at once 
piercing and speculative Ít was the mien of the entomologist 
who at hist encounters on a clear night, the wondertul ‘might 
butterfly’ which will repose on the morrow in the case of the 
museum with a silver pin through tts back 

‘Miss (C leary,” he asked, ‘what do you think of our opera? 
Do you like the scenery, the singers? They are very good, are 
they not” 

‘Oh, some of them are all right but a trifle worn 

‘Yes, that 1s 50," agreed her host, laughing, ‘and the cos 
tumes are those of olden times — rather foohsh But what did 
you think ot “‘Fretscbutz" » 

‘Who, the tenor? [ didn’t think much of his vore He 
looked distinguished, that’s all ’ 

‘Well, all great men Napoleon, Dante, Homer, C romwell 
— had distinction, so history tells us They owed their success 
co that But I was speaking of the plav itself ’ 

‘Oh, yes, the piece, exclaimed Miss Cleary, with a disdain 
ful httle grimace Between ourselves, it was a trifle rather 
well — 

She picked up her roses between her hands ind began to 
smell them 

‘Yes, I think so, too,’ agreed her host, raising his eyebrows 
with an understanding look, ‘and that it 15 out of date ’ 

‘In the first place, continued Miss Cleary, ‘1 don’t hke 
them to fire a revolver on the stage It makes vou jump And 
this piece began with three shots Making a noise it 16 not 
Art’ 

‘I heartily agree with you,’ declared the professor; ‘and the 
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accıdents follow so quickly, one after the other. 1 thoroughly 
believe the opera would be improved ıf they would eliminate 
the firing.’ 

‘Yes,’ Miss Cleary went on, ‘but the thing 1s altogether too 
fantastic. And the music 15 awful. 1 came out before that 
forest scene that every one raves over. The whole thing 15 too 
fantastic.” 

‘Yes,’ said her host, ‘the day of the fantastic is over, | 
suppose. We are living in an epoch when only the most 
positive things have a right to our attention The fantastic no 
longer exists ’ 

Alicia Cleary continued to comment disdamfully upon the 
opera and the singers. And, as she spoke, the graceless words 
were uttered in a voice so rich, so pure, so heavenly, that to 
an eavesdropper she would have seemed a sublime phanrom, 
dislaiming by the hight of the stars, a passage trom the Song 
of Songs 

Lord Ewald, who had been chagrined by his triend’s face- 
nous discourse, became oblivious to the girls words, and 
only listened, dreamily, to the sound of her beautiful 
contralto 

Phe professor stopped suddenly in his conversarion with 
his beautiful guest He had just caught a glance which Lord 
kwald, in his dreamy abstracoon, had cast at one of the 
young wontan's ungs 

Evidently he was thinking of Hadaly and her controls. 

‘And now,’ said the scientist, turning back to Miss Cleary. 
‘Ter us speak of the debut. We have forgotten a very important 
thing the gratuices that vou wall require 

‘Oh she cried, interrupting him ‘I am not mercenary | 
im not out for the money But I must have it, for a singer ts 
only measured by the amount of money she earns And, then, 
l want to owe all to my profession my art’ 

‘A delicate sentiment It certainly is praiseworthy. What a 
heart of gold you have" exclaumed the protessor. 

‘Well, to begin with,’ said Miss Cleary, ‘what do you think 
of twelve thousand ?” 

The professor frowned slightly. 

‘Or six,’ she amended. 

His face brightened a little. 

‘Well, let us say something between five and ten thousand 
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pounds sterling a year,’ she said, with a divine smile. ‘I would 
be pleased, because there would be a lot of glory ’ 

‘How modest vou are” cred the protessor, his face now 
quite bright ‘I thought vou were going to say guimeas ’ 

A shadow, 1 slight look of regret, passed over the face ot 
the exquisite woman 

‘Yes,’ she sard, ‘I ought to get guineas, but, at a debut | 
suppose one can't be too exacting ` 

‘Well, we wall arrange it.” he suggested, ‘and, now, let me 
give you a little of this Chartreuse ` 

Altcra roused herself and begin to look around the room 

‘Where am 1” she asked “This as a funny sort of place 
Where in the world am 1” 

‘You ire now in the studio of the greatest sculptress in the 
country Filet name n Sowaina Trent this outer building from 
her She is vers famous, ind it would give vou quite a lot of 
prestige to have a statue of yourselt done by her 

‘When Iwasan Italy [saw some statues bur they were not 
like anything here ` 

‘She has an cnttrely acw method Miss Cleary One has to 
be up to dite in all things nowadays Sowand is wonderful 
You must have heard of her 

‘Yes, T behere P haye l fam sure E have,” stamme red 
Miss € leary 

‘Yes Eam sure vou hase’ sud the professor This won 
dertul sculptress of marble and alabaster has an ibsolutely 
new method A recent discovery fn three weeks she can 
reproduce with exact furhtulness amimals or buman 
beings 

‘Ot course vou know, Miss Cletry, that all soctety women 
and the great actresses are now having statucs made instead 
of portraits Marbh is the tashion of the diy Sowana is 
absent this evening because she has gone to finish a tull height 
of the charming Princess 

‘Oh, really © exclaimed Miss Cleary, duly impressed 

‘So itis the thing then, with society folks ’ 

‘Oh, yes, and in the world of Arts Have vou néver seen 
the statues of fenny Lind, Cleo de Merode, and Lola de 
Montes?’ 

‘T ought to have seen them,” she said, trying to search her 
memory. 
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‘And Princess Borghesa ?” 

‘Oh, yes, I remember that one. I saw it in Spain, I chink. 
Yes, when [ was in Florence,’ she added thoughtfully. 

‘Oh, yes, princesses, and even gueens, are following the 
rage When a woman has such great beauty as you - I have no 
doubt that your statue has been made and shown in some 
London exhibition, and yet, I am ashamed to say that I have 
never seen it, or even read about it’ 

Miss Alicia lowered her eyes 

‘No, she said, as if ashamed, ‘I have only a marble bust 
und some photographs ’ 

‘Oh, but that is a crime No wonder you are not on the top 
rung of the ladder of fame Can't you realize what an advertise- 
mene it is” 

‘Wall, af at is the fashion, Pm sure that J would hke it,’ 
Vlora admitted 

“Yes, it must be done, and it will only take three weeks it 
will be all dene by then You must stay here with Sowana 
ind whill you ere here, we can go over vour repertoire Then 
| will give vou the kading rele im i new dramatic production 
whieh Ishall order Peerythung wall go ahead very quickly, I 
ste Vou! 

‘That wall be fine t Miss Clears exclaimed enthusiastic ally 
Eet us begin tomomnow How shall Epose” 

As she spoke she lifted her glass of wane to ha marvellous 
red hips 

‘Ah S said Professor X adnuningly. vou ice a woman of the 
world Now, right ar the sear, we will crush all rivab We 
must strike the publ one of those audacious blows which 
will resound through the iwo hemispheres ` 

Lask nothing bertur’ Miss Cleary assured bhim T musr do 
all Poan to gel tO the top of the bidder qu kiy’ 

‘You have the right sprit It wall be the beautiful statue of a 
glorious singer Tt muse be something that will take the great 
theatrical managers aight off then teet What about “Ihe 
Future bye? 

‘Eye, did you sas, Mi Thomas? Is that a new role m a new 
piece ?” 

Yes. Lhe great art will yustity che statue, and your exquisite 
beauty wall disarm the most severe critics. You know the 
three “Graces” m the Vatiean? 
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‘Er — yes! Then everything ıs settled,’ Miss Cleary an- 
nounced ‘Have you anything to say, Lord Ewald?’ 

‘Nothing,’ his lordship answered, with a slight shake of his 
head 

‘The great Sowana will return to morrow at midday,’ said 
the professor ‘At what time shall I expect you?’ 

‘At two o'clock, 1f that ~’ 

‘Two o'clock will do very well Now, it 1s to be a great 
secret If it were to be nosed about that I am prepanng to 
launch vou in a debut, I should be pestered to death on all 
sides by others ` 

‘Oh, don’t worry,’ sud Miss Cleary ‘I won’t say anything 

Protessor X began to penal some fhgures on his cuffs, and 
Miss Alicia took the opportunity to whisper to Lord Ewald 

‘Do you think he means it? she demanded ‘Is he really 
serious ?" 

‘Certainly Phat is why the telegram was sent ’ 

At this moment Miss Cleary’s glance fell on the sparkling 
flower whih Hadaly had given Lord Ewald, und which he 
had absent mindedly placed tn his button hole 

‘What 1s chat?’ she asked, putting down her glass of wine 
and stretching out her hand 

The professor, at this moment arose ind went over to the 
large open window which looked out upon the parh The 
moonlight was beautiful, burt he turned his back to the stits 
and looked upon his guests 

Lord Fwald, at the question and at Miss Cleary s movement 
toward him, made an involuntary movement to safeguard the 
strange flower 

‘What! she exclaimed noticing his movement ‘Isn't that 
beaunful arnficial flower for me”’ 

‘No, Alicia,’ he said simply ‘You are too real tor this ` 

Suddenly, at the end of the room, in the mystenous corner, 
on the steps of the magr threshold, Fladilv appeared With a 
dazzling arm she slowly lifted the draperies of velvet Then, 
mouonless, in her armour and under the black veil. she stood 

Miss Cleary, sitting with her back to the corner, could not 
see the Andratad 

Hadaly had evidently heard the last words of the conversa 
tion, for shi kissed her finger tips to Lord Ewald, who got up 
abruptly 
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Miss Cleary was startled by his unexpected movement. She 
half arose in her seat, and asked anxiously 

‘What ts it? What’s the matter with you? You make me 
afraid” 

She turned around sharply to see what he was looking at, 
but the draperies had fallen into place again and the phantom 
had disappeared. 

Prohting by this absorbed moment of Miss Cleary’s, Profes- 
sor X came quickly forward and, from behind her, stretched 
out his hand over her beautiful forehead 

Her eyelids gradually closed Her arms, which now ap- 
peared like marble, remained still, one hand touching the 
table, the other holding the bunch of roses 

She was more than ever the statue of a goddess Transfixed 
m this attitude, the loveliness of her face seemed recast with a 
celestial aura 

Lord Ewald bent over and took her hind in his He found 
it as cold as we 

‘Well said the professor, turmnog to the young nobleman, 
‘T beheve everything will be im readiness to-morrow at two 
OUdock It was very easy, wasn’t it? No one will be able to 
prevent this lady, without putting her in danger of death, 
trom coming here onto that platform, and doing her best to 
turther the experiment. 

‘Now, my lord, we have gone tar, but there sull is time to 
stop Itis up to you Just say the word! We will torget all the 
hne plans we have made You cin speak freely Mass Cleary 
cannot hear us ` 

During the moments of silence which tollowed this declar 
anon Lord Ewald stood gazing on bis beauntul companion. 
Then, as suddenly as betore, Hadaly reappeared, drawing 
back the lustrous black draperies She stood motionless, but 
attentive, under the shadow of her veil, with her silver arms 
tolded on her bosom. 

Lord Kwald looked from the exquisite but earthbound 
being who was unconscions beside him to the elusive and 
lilting creation standing at the end of the room. 

‘My dear professor,’ he said steadily, ‘you have my word, 
and I never go back on it. 

‘So be it,’ Professor X rejoined. 

‘It is sworn,’ added the melodious voice of the phantom. 
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The draperies again fel] together. A spark flashed. The 
heavy sliding of the stone slab was heard as it was precipitated 
into the bowels of the earth. The vibrations lasted for a few 
seconds, then gradually ceased. 

The professor made several switt movements with his hands 
over the head of the somnolent young beauty. Then he took 
his place again at the window. 

Lord Ewald leaned back ın his chair and tranquilly smoked 
his cigar as if noching had happened. 

Alicia Cleary came out of her coma with no knowledge of 
having been hypnotized, and took up her conversation at the 
point here she had lett off. 

‘I should like to know why you do not answer me, Lord 
Ewald?’ she demanded peevishly. 

Lord Ewald looked at her with a sad little smile of pity. He 
forbore to answer her in kind, merely saying: 

‘Excuse me, Alicia, am a httle tired, that is all. 

The window had remained open. The moon was declining 
and the light of the stars had already paled. Carriage wheels 
came crunching on the gravel of che drive through the park 

‘Ah, here is the carriage come tor you, my lord, the 
professor explained. “The lady and gentleman to whose house 
you are gomg, Miss Cleary, are quiet, simple people, and I am 
sure that they will do everything they can to make you 
comfortable, and the inn which I have recommended tor vou, 
Lord Ewald, is one of the best.’ 

In a few minutes Miss Cleary and Lord Ewald had pur on 
their things and were ready to start. 

‘Good night, Mr Thomas, called out Miss Cleary, as the 
carriage started. ‘Pil be here to-morrow, never fear.’ 

When alone, Professor X stood tor a tew minutes deep tn 
thought, then he began to walk up and down and to sohlo 
quize, as was his habit. 

‘What an evening! he murmured. “What an expenence! 
This mystic female child and this charming young fellow. 
Poor boy! Poor, foolish boy! He docs not see that her resem- 
blance to the statue of Venus is only sickly, a contagion. He 
does not realize that it must be caused by some malady in her 
blood, some mystenous thing that she was born with, the 
same as some persons come into the world webfoored, or 
others inherit birthmarks.’ 
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‘It is a remarkable likeness — a phenomenon. But it is only a 
sort of elephantiasis, a pathological deformity; in her case a 
beautiful one. Alas, that mentally she 1s so common! 

‘No matter, it is strange that this sublime monstrosity 
should have come into my possession just when | needed her 
for my frst Andraiad. What a magnificent experiment! 

‘Now to work! Let the phantom live” 

Advancing to the centre of the laboratory, he called out 
commandingly : 

‘Sowana!’ 

At thts summons the teminine vore which had been spoken 
in the earlier hours of the evening, replied in a clear, grave 
manner. 

‘Lam here, dear master. What have you to say” 

The votce came from the middle of the room, but, as 
before, no one was visible. 

‘owani, the result surpasses my wildest hopes. It is 
magic! 

Oh, ts nothing as yer,” said the voice. “After the incarna- 
nonar will be supernatural.’ 

Phe professor stood nodding his head. as though he were 
trying to convince himself of the truth of the words which the 
mvisible one had spoken. His hands were clasped tightly 
betore him, and his hps moved, but uttered no sound. 

Then, with a sudden movement, he pulled himself rogether. 
Pressing a button, he extioguished the three flaming ares that 
Humimed the roam. Only a small night light remained aglow, 
the one on the ebony table. 

Its rays shone on the velvet cushion, bghtng up che mysteri- 
aus acim the most balhant spot of which was the wrist 
encircled by the golden snake, whose green, glittering eyes 
seemed to look prereingly at Professor X. 


XX. 


During the fifteen days which followed thar memorable 
evening the sun shone brighth on the grounds surrounding 
the laboratory. Autumn was advancing, however, and the 
leaves of the great oak trees in the park were turning to 
purple. 
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A great mantle of peace seemed to hang about the park and 
grounds. It was a serenity which was only broken by the 
rustle of the leaves falling and the chirp of the desolate birds 

But if peace reigned in the grounds, ıt stopped at the gates 
Outside, the whole countryside was buzzing and bustling with 
curiosity. 

Professor X had suspended all social intercourse and func 
tions during Lord Ewald Celian’s visit And the world beyond 
his grounds was agog to find out what the great scientist was 
about 

The scientist remained :mmured m his laboratory with his 
assistants He never went outside the building 

Reporters, sent in haste by their newspapers, found the iron 
gates closed and barred The editors became excted Night 
and day their faithful writers remained outside the grounds 
waiting tor some item of news 

The one sign of life the reporters Could see was a be aunful 
voung woman, usually dressed in light blue or some other 
pale colour, walking and picking flowers on the lawn at 
different times during the day Bur the newspaper men thought 
this was a trick of the professor’s to throw them off the scent 
ot his real activities 

For, what could this beautitul girl, gowned in fashionable 
clothes, have co do with the experiments of the great 
scientist ? 

Excitement and curiosity reached their height when it was 
discovered that Dr Joseph Saunderson, the famous physician, 
had been sent for in great haste, and that, a few hours later, 
the fashionable dentist, Dr Wilham Peyron, also had been 
hurriedly summoned 

The rumour that Professor X was dying spread so rapidly, 
that it seemed as though the word had been disseminated by a 
flash of lightning It varied somewhat - he was dying ~ no, he 
was not dving, but he was seriously ill, raving night and day 
he had brain fever he was a doomed man! 

The stockholders of a large electri. Company of which the 
scientist was one of the founders and a director, almost went 
into a pani, for the stock issue on the market went tumbling 
downward The price dropped unul the shares were no longer 
worth one tenth of their original value 

But when both Dr Saunderson and Dr Peyton declared that 


The Future Eve 199 


the vital spirits of the great experimenter had never been in 
better condition, and that they had been called to minister to 
a very beautiful young lady, the stock jumped so fast that 
several incautious brokers were forced to suspend their 
ACTIVITIES 

One fine night, a large package was delivered to the labora- 
tory The reporting sleuths traced out the fact that it had been 
sent from the city to the depot by rail and then carried to the 
grounds by a truck, but they could not discover what it 
contained 

But the package only contamed a new blue silk evening 
dress, slippers of the same shade, silk stockings to match, a 
box of gloves, exquisitely perfumed, an ebony and black lace 
fan, fashionable corsets, delicate negligees, very fine handker- 
chiefs embroidered with the initial ‘H; bottles of perfume, 
and a jewel case containing diamond carrings, bracelets, and 
finger ungs It was a complete feminine trousseau 

But before the reporters could discover this fact they were 
called away to hunt up the facts in 1 high life scandal which 
hid begun to agitate the country and the gites of Professor 
X’s park became deserted 

A tew days atter the troussciu arrived the professor sent a 
trusty messenger to the uty This man delivered to 1 promi- 
nent wigmiker a photograph of a cortfure of large size He 
ilso gave him some samples of hair, and measurements indicat- 
ing size to the millimetre and the weight to the milligram, and 
1 package of tissue in which the hair wis to be set 

As it was an order from the famous scientist, the wigmaker 
began work on it at once Hie weighed and boiled the han, 
ind set it ina form But when he came to open the package 
which contained the tissue, he started back in alarm 

It was a human salp, apparently freshly peeled otf, and 
preserved by some new method! It fell from his hands to the 
floor and, almost panic stricken, he sought the waiting 
messenger 

‘But itis.a scalp! he cried ‘leis human leather" 

‘Oh,’ said the messenger calmly, “tis nothing to be alarmed 
about It was specially prepared for a very fashionable society 
woman, who has lost her hair in a fever 

‘You must hurry with it Here is the hair dressing and 
perfume which she uses Make a masterpiece The price 1s 
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immaterial. Get your best men together and weave the hair m 
the tissuc to duplicate nature. 

‘Don't overdo it. Make ıt exactly like the photograph I will 
give you just four days to finish it’ 

The wigmaker protested at the brief time given for such an 
important work, but on the fourth day the messenger took the 
now beautifully adorned scalp trom his place to the professor’s 
laboratory 

Meanwhile, although the reporters had been withdrawn, 
there was still much curiosity rife in the neighbourhood, and 
among those who were on the alert word was passed that 
each morning a closed carriage arrived at the wall of the 
garden and stopped at a door that was seldom used A young 
lady usually descended from the carriage and spent the day 
alone with the professor and his assistants 

It was she who walked about on the lawn at diffcrenc 
tomes What could it mean? Who could she be? 

Then it also was discovered that there was a distinguished 
looking young Fnglishman staying at the inn He knew the 
young lady He had been seen calling on her at the pretty little 
cottage which was owned by some triends of the inventor She 
was evidently visiting at the cottage, for it was from here that 
the carriage took her cach morning and returned her cach 
evening 

What could the secret be? Was the scientist having a 
romance? _ 

Their questions and surmises were in vain They found no 
reply to the riddle But, having nothing better to do, they 
waited 

Ac evening, on the last day of the third weck, a brown 
autumnal day, Lord Fwald Celian sprang from his horse at 
the door of Professor X’s abode, and, being announced, he 
hastened down the path in the garden which led to the 
laboratory 

A short ame before, while he had been scanning the newspa 
pers and waiting to receive word that Alicia Cleary had 
returned from her sitting, he had received the following note 


DEAR LORD FWALD 
Will you grant me a few minutes? I wish to see you. 
HADALY 
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He had immediately given orders for his horse to be brought 
and had started out It had been a stormy day, as though 
nature was in accord with expected events 

Not only had the weather been inclement, but there had 
been an eclipse of the sun It was still twilight and the rays of 
the aurora borealis stretched their sinister fan over the sky 
The horizon appeared to be enveloped in the dying, smoulder- 
ing flames of a destructive fire 

The air was vibrating Gusts of wind blew the leaves in a 
swirl along the ground From south to north great clouds 
rolicd onward, looking hke blankets of purple bordered with 
gold 

Ihe young nobleman glanced at the sky It seemed to him 
that the heavens at that moment were almost a photograph of 
his mental state, a reflection of his thoughrs 

He hurried down the path and reached the door of the 
laboratory There he hesitated for 2 moment But just then he 
caught sight of Ahera Chary who hid evidently fnished her 
hnal sitting He cntcred 

Professor X was sitting in his big armchair Fic was wearing 
his Joose lounge coat, and he held some manuscripts in his 
hands 

At the ope ning of the door, Miss Cleary turned around 

‘Ab she cred Here is Lord Fwald 

This was the first ame that he had been in the liboratory 
since that fest terble night and he glanced about in real 
dic ad of the surroundings 

You ire welcome, Lord Fw ald. the protessor sud extend 
ing his hand 

‘The message which I received just now seemed so concise 
and so cloquent that L came immediately,’ his lordship 
explained 

Then turning to Miss Cleary he said 

‘How are you, Alicia? Iste thit vou have been rehearsing ’ 

‘Yes,’ she replied ‘but it is finished now We were just 
giving it a final reading, thar is all ` 

The professor drew his voung friend to one side 

‘Tell me! exclaimed Lord Ewald, impatiently, but m a low 
yoce ‘Have you finished? The electrical ideal our master- 
piece, or rather yours - has it come mto the world ”” 

‘Yes,’ the inventor answered simply ‘You will see the result 
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atter Miss Cleary has gone Iry to get her away, my dear 
fellow, and then come back here We must be alone for this ’ 

‘Already murmured I ord Fwald wonderingly 

‘Ihave kept my word,’ said the professor 

‘And Miss C leary has no suspicions ?’ 

‘None whatever A simple rough draft of «lay was all that 
was necessary, as I cold you Hadalv was hidden behind the 
impenetrable mantle of my object glasses, and Sowana has 
proven herself to be the genius that I maintimed she was’ 

‘And vour men do they nor suspect ?” 

‘No Thes simply saw an expermment in photo sculpture, 
that is all Phe rest remains 2 secret from them Besides, it 
was only this morning that | connected the interior apparatus 
and made che respiratory spark function It was most 
astonishing ` 

‘Tomust admit thit | am very impatient to sec what vour 
creation looks hke, sud ford I wald 

‘You will see her this evening You wont rccogmc her | 
tell you the result is morc stupendous more niirvellous 
than Í could have dared to believe ’ 

‘Well, gentlemen whit conspiracy uc vou hitching? the 
actress asked Why irc you conversing in such low tones?’ 

‘My dear Miss Chary the professor replied returning to 
her side, ‘I am telling Lord Ewald how satished I am with 
you, With vour talents and your magnificent vore T wos 
conhding to him that I had the highest hopes in regard to the 
tuture which 1w uts vou 

‘Well, vou could have sud thut aloud Mr Ihomas Ther 
s nothing in that thit could hurt my teclings But she 
continued hghoung up her words with het radiant smile and 
shaking her hnger thicateningl, TF also, have something to 
sły to Lord kwald tam very glid chat he has come 

‘T have been thinking over some of the things which hive 
taken place during the last few weeks and there is something 
which weighs heavily on my mind Just by t word F hive 
learned that a most ridiculous scheme has bern afoot.’ 

She spoke with in ur intended to be dignified, bet, some 
how it did not seein in keeping with her true character Ihen 
she turned away from the protessor, and addressed Lord 
Ewald 

‘Please take me for a stroll in the garden lt is important J 
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want you to remove a doubt from my mind on a certain 
subject.’ 

‘Very well,’ he agreed, after exchanging a quick glance with 
the professor which indicared that neither min was over- 
pleased with the situation. ‘E hope it will not take very long, 
as there ue some matters which E must return to take up with 
our friend here You know that his tune 1s very valuable, and 
he had made an appomtment with me for this nme ’ 

‘Oh. what I want to siy won't tike very long” said Alicia 
Cleary, and I think that ar will be best for all concerned 1f 1 
do not say it betore Mr Lhomis! 


WX! 


Miss Cleaty and Lord Ewald strolled out mto the grounds, 
down the darkencd avenue, and inte the park 

As soon as the two visitors had ktt the room Professor X’s 
fre took on an capression of deep anxiety Te evidently 
feared that the aceress ino her foolish manner nughe berrayv 
some COufdence 

He hucneddy pulled aside the heavy cuetiins and pressing 
to the window followed them with his eves When be could 
no longer sce them with his naked goze he snatched up a sort 
of fteldghiss aomigrophone of t new system and an induction 
cou attached to a mampulater 

The professor connected these ta seme wires which ri out 
throagh the walls and became fost in the network of others 
thar crossed and intercrossed betwen the trees He probably 
peated a qaurel between the two strollers nd wanted ro 
kap himself mtormed before giving Ebidaly rato Lord Ew ald’s 
hands for sate keeping 

Phe young nobleman, m the meantime, wais impiuent tor 
haa to begin her discourse He thought of the enchanted 
subterranean bodi where Hadaly awaited him where, ma 
brief ume, he would be face to face with the new Eve 

Whar isar that vou wish to say to me, Alnia? he asked ‘I 
think char we are far enough our of sight and hearing You 
know, | must return presently ` 

Miss C leary was walking along with her arm resting conhd- 
ingly m that of her Companion 
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‘Oh, Pl tell you very soon,’ she replied ‘Just as soon as we 
get to the end of this path It is dark there, and no one will see 
or hear us 

‘Tam very anxious about something I can assure you that 
this 1s the first ame that this thought has occurred to me Í 
will cell you all about it soon ° 

‘As you wish,’ said L ord Ewald, in a resigned manner 

The evening sky was sull disturbed Long lines of red fre 
shot up trom the boreal arcs toward the horizon Some tiny 
stars, which seemed to hive been in a hurry to make their 
appearance, had pierced their way through the dark clouds, 
and sprinkled themselves in the spots of clear bluc ether 

The leaves rustled ominously in the park, hki wend voices 
In contrast, the odour of the grass and the flowers was keen, 
damp and delicious 

‘What a magical evening,” murmuicd Miss C leary 

Lord Ewald was so immersed in his own thoughts that he 
scarcely heard her 

‘Yes it is, he said, and in the tone there was rı funt 
mocking ring “But, Alicia, tell me what isat thit you wish 
to Sav?’ 

‘What a hurry vou arı in this evening, my lord Come, sit 
on this bench We can talk there and [ really am a htele 
tired ’ 

She leaned on his arm 

‘Are youll, Alci? 

She did not reply 

Lord Fwald thought it very strange that she should be so 
quiet He wondered what wis wrong Did she have i wom an’s 
instinct of impending danger ? 

Ir wis not at all like her [his hesitancy to speak was a new 
phase of her character 

She bit the stalk of a scented flower which she had picked 
as thev had strolled along the pith All her being was resplend 
ent with beauty Het long, clinging gown swept the daisies 
which grew in the grass — belated memories of summer 

Her beautiful face was close to Lord E wald’s shoulder Her 
lovely hair was a bit blown about, but this only added to its 
charm, as it escaped here and there from under the black 
short scarf she had thrown over her head But her whole 
demeanour was pensive. 
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When they reached the bench she was the first to sit down. 
Lord Ewald stood looking at her, waiting for her to begin. He 
was inwardly impatient, as he expected to be forced to listen 
to a string of platitudes and commonplace arguments 

Nevertheless, an odd thought came to him Suppose the all- 
powerful professor had tound the secret suppose he had 
found a means to dissolve the thick mist which had obscured 
the mind of this beautful creature She was silent That was 
already a great step 

He sat down beside her 

‘My dear boy,’ she said at last, ‘I have just come to realtze 
in the last few days how unhappy you are Have vou anything 
to say to me? I am a much better friend to you than you 
think ` 

lord Ewald, at the moment when she began speaking, was 
a long distance from Miss Cleary He was thinking of an 
enchanted floral hall where Hadaly was, no doubt, awaiting 
him And, when he heard her frst speech, when he listened to 
her first words, he began to teil annoyed, becuse he thought 
that the protessor must havc, inadvertently, sard too much to 
her 

Something within him, however, denied this He felt conti- 
dent of the sctentist’s judgment And, as he thought of the 
manner in which Professor X had maniged Miss Cleary on 
the frst evening they met, ind pondered on the fact that three 
weeks of more or less close association with her must have 
given him a better Knowledge of her true selt he put rhe idea 
away from him 

Whar, then, could be the meaning of this new this unlooked 
tor, development ? 

Another simpler and more reasonable thought came to him 
[he poet in him awakened 

He came to the conclusion that the wonderful evening must 
have had this effect on Abua Clearv In such an atmosphere it 
would not be difficult for two human beings, in the fullness of 
youth, to be filed with a greater sensitiveness, greater rehne- 
ment of sentiment 

The heart of a woman ts so mysteriously responsive that 
sometimes even the most shallow must submit to influences 
that are sweet and serene Probably some great hght had cast 
a ray into Alicta’s soul. 
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Lord Ewald decided to make one more supreme effort to 
awaken the spark in this beauteous, but heretofore soul-dead 
creature whom he loved so deeply, so sadly. He drew her 
gently to him 

‘Dearest Alicia,” he said, ‘E have something to tell you And 
what I have to say comes from joy and out of the depths of 
silence, but a yoy drawn from silence even more wonderful 
than this which now surrounds us 

‘You know [ love you, dear I do not live except in your 
presence Oh, do you not feel all this which 15 immortal about 
us? Can you not divine the sensations throbbing through it 
all? 

‘My love for you is so great, so strong, one full moment of 
t would be worth more than a century of other emotions 
What would I not give to be worthy of this great happiness" 

Alicia was silent 

Lord Fwald telt rebuffed 

‘Bur, there,’ he added, smiling sadly, ‘this is just hke so 
much Greek to you, isn’t ait Alia? Why chen do you question 
me? What words can I say > After all, what ire words what 
would all words mean in comparison to one real kiss from 
you ’ 

This was the first time in a long while that there had been 
any talk of caresses between them And, Alcia Cleary, un 
doubtedly impressed by the splendour of the on conung night 
and the ardour of the youth, appeired to abandon herselt 
more gracefully, more fervently, to his embrace 

He felt a sudden, fierce throb of the heart Her yilding 
gave him a breathtaking thrill, halt jov, half fear Could she 
have understood the tender meaning of his passionate words ¢ 
A tear welled to his eye and, rolling down his check, fell onto 
her hand 

‘Are you suffering?’ she asked, almost in a whisper ‘And 
through me? I am very sorry ` 

At this emotion, at these unexpected words, he was trans 
ported into exquisite amazement An intense dclight swept 
over him 

All thought of the other Alicia the terrible one of common 
places — went from him These few words of kindness had 
been sufficient to shake his very soal to awaken it to vast 
heights of hope, the apex of which he knew not 
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‘Oh, my love — my love,’ he murmured, almost desperately. 

Then his lips touched hers and he was comforted. He 
forgot the long hours, the days of disillusion through which 
he had passed. His love was resurrected. 

He was reborn. Hadaly and her vain mirages were now 
gone from his mind. 

They remained silently clasped in each other’s arms for 
some moments. Alicta’s breast arose and fell in a sweet panic, 
as if she, too, half feared. He pressed her closely, protectingly, 
against his heart. 

Above the heads of the two lovers the sky had become 
clear. The blue heavens were filled with stars visible between 
the scant tohage of the trees The shadows had grown deeper 
and more comforting. 

The dazed soul of young kwald was again attuned to the 
beauties of the world. But at this moment there came to him a 
horrible thought, piercing his happiness hike a knife thrust He 
remembered that Professor X was awaiting in his vaults to 
show him the black magic of his Andraiad 

‘Ah’ he murmured remorsefully, thinking aloud ‘Was | 
mad? An Andratad! How could I have dreamed of such a 
sacrilege - a plaything, whose appearance alone would have 
made me laugh — an absurd, insensible doll 

“Asaf. any mechanical thing made of hvdraulic pressures and 
cunning cylinders could ever bear che semblance to one so 
beautiful as vou. my Ahoa Twill go and thank the protessor 
presently without betraying any mquisitiveness as to his make- 
beheve beauty Disillusion must, indeed, have cast a shadow over 
my thoughts for me to have considered such a terrible project. 

‘Oh, my beloved! | recognize you now. You exist You are 
no longer an iale, but flesh and blood hke myself. I can teel 
vour heart beating agaist mine 

‘You have wept Your lips have trembled under the pressure 
of mine You are a woman whom love can make ideal Alicia 

Ilove - Iadoreyou -1-’ 

He did not finish his vocal adoration 

His eyes shining with the tears ot his new-born happiness, 
he tound Ahaa’s lips once more. The ecstasy of the kiss 
brought in ity train a half breathed, subtle odour, which for 
the moment he thoughr an ilusion. Somehow it daunted him; 
a chill of doubt flashed over him from head to toot 
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It was a vague perfume of amber and roses. Yet he did not 
understand why ıt shook his inner being in this terrible 
manner 

His companion arose to her feet and gently put her hands 
on hts shoulder. Her pale fingers were laden with sparkling 
rings. 

Then she spoke 

Her vore was a caress — a golden toned benedktion but 
it was not Alicia Cleary’s It was the unforgettable dream 
voice which he had heard thar first mght at Professor X’s 
home 

‘My lord, do you not recognize me ” she asked, sadly ‘I am 
Hadaly " 


XXII. 


At Hadaly’s words, Lord F wald felt as though all the powers 
of darkness had gathered their united strength to strike him 
one overpowering blow He was scorched, as if he had been 
hurled into a hre 

If Professor X had appeared at this moment the voung 
nobleman would have murdered him in cold blood F verything 
before his eyes was in a sombre red mist 

A molten fluid rushed madly through his veins His life 
of twenty-seven years appeared to him only a moment of 
time 

But in the complexity. the unreal horror, of the moment he 
could not keep his gaze off the Andraiad His heart, gripped 
vicelike in a terrible rancour, seemed a dead thing in his 
breast 

Mechanically he contemplated Hadaly from head to foot 
He took her hand It was the hand ot Alicia 

He looked at her neck, her shapely shoulders - this was, 
indeed, Alicia 

He stared into her eyes They were the eyes of Ahoa burt 
the expression was ethereal 

The dress, the shoes, even the handkerchief with which she 
was silently drying two tears from her ravishingly beautiful 
cheeks, were the usual accessones of Alicia. 

It all was, in truth, Alicia! But it was Alicia transfigured 
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She had become worthy of her great beauty — she had realized 
the beatitudes of her true identity 

He closed his eyes and wiped away great beads of perspira- 
tion from his temples with the open palms of his hands. His 
sensation was that of the mountain climber who hears his 
guide shout, hoarsely “Take care! Don’t look to the left” and 
who turns perversely in the forbidden direction to find himself 
standing on the brink of an abyss 

He tried to pull himself together, cursing inwardly His 
cheeks were blanched and he was mute with misery 

His first palpitation of tenderness, his newborn hope, and 
his ineffable love, had been extorted trom him under false 
pretences Hic owed that one moment of ecstasy to this terrify- 
ing resemblance this mechanical representation of the thing 
he loved He was a dupe, humihated, utterly crushed 

His glance swept the landscape, the sky and the earth, and 
he broke into a nervous, mocking laugh It was as though he 
were husling back to the great unknown the undeserved insult 
which it had offercd to his soul 

Gradually this laughter gave him relict 

Phen there sprang trom the depths of his intelhgence a 
thought which was oven more astonishing than the phenom 
cnon itself The living woman whom this electrical doll repre- 
sented had not che power to thrill him h was through this 
clectro-dvnamuc being, this photonmicroscopic copy of his ideal 
that he had realized supreme yor 

The touching voice of Hadaly had used the words of the 
ical actress without understanding their true meaning The 
phantom was only plaving a part, but the soul of Alicia had 
pissed into the role The false Alicia was more perfect, more 
natural, than the the hving personage 

He was drawn from his groping thoughts by hearing in 
wine-like tones 

‘My lord, ate vou sure that I am only plaving a part? Are 
vou quite sure that l, myself, am not really here” 

‘Not cred Lord kwald, agitatedly ‘I am not Who are 
you?” 

the phantom moved nearer, and gazed at him tenderly 
Then, speaking with the voice of the hving Alicia, she asked 

‘Do you remember, Fwald, back there in England after a 
day of hunting, when you had been very ured, and wished to 
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sleep, a confusing vision would come and disturb you ? Some- 
times you would see a face looking at you fixedly. 

‘You tried to explain to yourself what you saw, but you 
were unable co do so, and anxiety prolonged into your waking 
hours the dream that had been broken. To drive away the 
troublesome thoughts, you would arise and light up your 
room, and then would come the assurance that what you had 
dreamed had been caused by shadows cast by the old furniture, 
or by the flapping of the hangings at the windows. Then you 
would go back to bed with a smile, and drop off ito peaceful 
sleep. Do you remember ?” 

‘Yes,’ replied Lord Ewald thoughtfully. 

‘I thought you would remember. Yer, | think that if you 
had pondered on the recurrence of these semivisions, vou 
would have come to the conclusion that they must have 
been something more than dreams. At times we reach a 
state whereby we may receive impressions, or project our 
own ideas from or into another world - I mean into the 
infinite. 

‘Well, chen. when one is in this tud state of the spirit, it is 
given to us to realize and behold whar we only imagine when 
we are notin that condition 

‘Often itis permitred us to behold during these periods the 
forecastings of events which will happen to us in real hfe. 
These things, then, are not dreams, as | have sai, but 
actually visions of the future which are projected upon the 
screen of our transported souls.” 

At this pomt Hadaly reached over and took Lord Ewald’s 
hands in hers. 

‘You know, dear friend, these dreams are but the supreme 
effort of our souls to reach out from their incarnate bodies 
mto the ahmitable realms beyond. and grasp the truths of 
nature. 

‘But when you have put these dreams away, when you 
dispel the vision and drop off to sleep, you have brought the 
spirit back to earth and lost your opportunity of solving these 
secrets.’ 

Lord Ewald pondered deeply over this discourse of the 
Andraiad. He could not see how its metaphysical trend could 
answer his question, bur he listened patiently, waiting for her 
to reveal her actual identiry. 
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But the radiant Hadaly continued, and it was as though she 
suddenly lifted a veil from the face of unseen things: 

‘That probably 1s why we know so httle of the other world, 
because when it 1s given to you in your living bodies to reach 
this state, when you might be able to communicate with it, 
you voluntarily put it aside and choose to forget. So you have 
gone on from forgetfulness to forgetfulness. 

‘You have been more than fortunate For, although you 
refused to investigate these foreshadowings and allowed your- 
selt to reach a region of black despondcncy and despair, from 
where vou were willing to take that last fatal step suicide - 
your dream torecasts have become a reality 

‘You wk who I am Behold in me the realization of your 
dreams the phantom foreshadowed m vour dreams, which 
you so lightly put aside I have come to you 

‘Lam the messenger sent from those regions which man can 
only enter m that state of half dream, half vison Tam from 
out thare where there is no time or space, where all illusions 
vanish 

Tam a creature of dreams thar vou have called to bemg m 
your OWN Imagination and who may be hghti dismissed bs 
some of those common sense thoughts which will leave you 
nothing but an aching vordin my place 

‘Oh, do not banish me trom your thoughts! Send me not 
way because of that trator nason Let me ite in your 
thoughts! 

‘You have lived in a dream wath the hying Attaibute to me, 
then, some of the qualines of thar bem Remforce me from 
within voursc tt and E shall become alive 

“shall be the woman of your dreams all that you would 
haye me be Your dream of the living has attered you nodung 
bin the gyrase, panut me, then, to offer vou the happiness ot 
heaven? 

Hadaly, swept on by the tervour of her words and the 
passion of her plea, pressed Lord bwald’s hands to her bosom 

Phe young nobleman was almost ma stupor of admiration 
for this wondrous phantom, 

‘Are you afraid of interrupting me?’ she asked. ‘Do not 
forget thar at is only at your pleasure thar I may five or be 
uumated, and that your fears about me may be tatal - for 
vour fears may destroy the ideal. 
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‘You must choose between me, the dream, and reason. If I 
have spoken to you of strange things, 1f | seem too grave or 
too serious, it 1s because my eyes have seen things beyond the 
eyes of mortals. 

‘See, I am talking to you hke a woman, and | must become 
a woman — | must not remain a dream creature only 

‘Oh, take me away with you, take me to Fngland to your 
old castle! J long to start T long to enshroud myself and enter 
my casket to prepare for the journey 

‘Let us hasten! Once there, in the shadow of your great 
walls, you may awaken me with a kiss, of you will’ 

At the end of her entreaty, Hadaly bent over and imprinted 
a caress on the young man’s forchead 

Lord Fwald was not only brave, but fearless The motto of 
his ancestral house was ‘Ler others fear, not I" and this had 
been instilled into the blood of his race for generations yet at 
Hadaly’s last words he hesitated, shudderingly [hen he reso 
lutely set out to reason with himself 

‘Ah. he mused, ‘what miracles are made to frighten rhe 
souls of men as well as to console them! What could have 
made Professor X imagine that this hgure, which utters these 
thoughts inscribed on a metal cylinder, could sway me or help 
to dispel my gloom ¢ 

‘Since when has the Divine Power permitted machines to 
speak ? What foolish, laughable pride has conceived this phan 
tasm in‘the form of a woman controlled by electricity, and 
hope that it would be able to introduce itself into the existence 
ot real mortals 7 

‘Ah, but I forget’ It is only a thing of the theatre, and I 
should applaud te Bravo, professor, you are minded a 
genius! 

Smiling at his own thoughts, | ord E wald leisurely lighted a 
cigarette 

After all” he thought, ‘Hadaly is an infinitely superior 
copy of an actress For me to pass up the sport would be an 
act of tolly ` 

However, in spite of these thoughts, he realized that he had 
entered into an experiment quite frightful 

While he was wrapped up in his thoughts, the Andratad 
had bowed her head, and, hiding her face in her hands, was 
weeping silently Then she raised her head, showing the 
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sublime countenance of Alicta, and said, her voice trembling 
with tears: 

‘So, my lord, you refuse me! You have called me out of the 
dream world only to banish me to it again. Just one little 
thought from you could have invested me with lite, but, all 
powerful though you be, you have disdained to use the 
power. You prefer a conscience which causes you grief. You 
scorn the divine, and the ideal in captivity intimidates you!’ 

And, turning away from him, Hadaly, bowed ın grief, 
moved away. The rising moon was shining gently through the 
tree tops, and raising both her arms toward tt, she cried: 

‘Oh, moon, you that brings so much of hope, I had so 
longed to live that I might know of love beneath your tender 
hight. Bue all is lost, 1 must relinguish life, and return to 
death.’ 

Then, wipmg her tears away, she suddenly faced Lord 
Fwald, and said 

‘Good-bye, my lord. Go, leave me, and rejoin the realities 
of the world. You may think of me as merely a curiosity upon 
which you have looked You are quite sensible in your choice. 

‘Go! Forget me if you can. But I warn you that n will be 
impossible. He who has looked upon an Andraiad as you 
have upon me can never forget her You have lulled your ideal 
and the memory will ever remain with you as a constant 
punishment for the indignity offered to the divine. 

‘T will return to my beautiful cavern. Farewell to you who 
will know no more of joy in life” 

She walked towards the path and on in the direction where 
Professor X was keeping vigil. Sobbing, she pressed her hand- 
kerchief to her lips 

Her blue torm slowly passed among the trees. The light of 
the moon, falling upon it, gave her the aspect of a spirit. Then 
she turned and, with a graceful movement, silently raised her 
hands to her ips and tossed Lord Fwald a double kiss. It was 
her final gesture of despair. 

And nov, literally in spite of himselt, Lord Fwald rushed 
down the path and rejoined her. Drawn by an irrestible force, 
he threw his arm about Hadaly. 

‘Spirit, phantom, Hadaly, it is settled t he exclaimed. ‘It 1s 
true that I do not deserve to have your sweet presence in place 
of that other earthly one, but I accept it. | wish you to hve, 
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for I realize that in comparison the living one 1s the phantom, 
and that you are real ’ 

Hadaly put both her rounded arms around Lord Fwald’s 
neck and permitted him to press her closely to him 

An infinite grace, languid and ravishing, emanated from 
her hhe a magnetic radiance She rested her head on his 
shoulder and looked at him from under her lids with a 
beatific smile 

She seemed to be welding her soul with his in their en 
chained eves Finally, she placed on his hps a kiss that was 
entirely virginal 

‘Ac last” Hadily said in 1 voice that was more spiritual 
flame than sound ‘At last I am born! 


XXII 


A few moments later Lord Ewald entered the laboratory with 
Hadaly on his arm 

Professor X was standing his arms crossed before him in 
front ot a long ebony cotfin The two sides of the box werc 
open, showing blick satin upholstering The interior was 
moulded ın the form of a woman 

One might have thought it an kgyptian casket perfected by 
modern methods, for ıt was worthy of Cleopatra herself On 
the right and left sides a dozen strips of metal were fastened 
and in the interior of the box could be secn 1 papvrus roll, a 
manuscript and the crystal wand 

Withdrawing her arm from her protector s, Hadaly stepped 
to one side and stood motionless, while Lord Fald advanced 
to the professor and said 

‘My frend, this Andraiad 1s 1 present that only a semigod 
could offer Never in the bazaars of Bagdad could such a slive 
have been found for the € aliphs 

‘No other cnchanter could have created such a vision 
Never did Scheherazade imagine such a vision in her tales of 
the Thousand and One Nights 

‘No money could persuade me to part from this masterpiece 
If, at first, I was dismayed, admiration has triumphed over 
that’ 

‘You accept her then ” the professor inquired, smilingly 
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‘I would be mad to refuse her,’ the young man replied, 
offering, his handclasp as a pledge of agreement 

‘Will you have supper with me, both of you” asked the 
sctentist ‘It you will, we will take up the conversation where 
we left off on that first night You will see, my lord, that 
Hadaly’s replies will be entirely different from those of her 
model ’ 

‘No, thanks,’ Lord Ewald objected ‘I am in 1 great hurry 
to become the guardian of this divine enigma ’ 

‘Farewell then, Hadaly.’ the professor said ‘When you are 
over the seas, you must sometimes think of your subterranean 
vault where we have often talked of the one who would come 
to awaken you to the pale existence of a human being ’ 

‘Ah, my dear master,’ replied the Andraiad, bowing humbly 
betore the great electrtciin, ‘my resemblance to the mortals 
and my place imong them will never go so tar 1s to make me 
forget my «reator ’ 

"That is fine, Hadaly, I thank you ` 

Professor X then turned to Lord Ewald and asked ‘And 
what about the living one ” 

‘On my word, I had forgotten her? the young nobleman 
«exclaimed cuctully 

‘She went away imn a very bad trame of mind this evening,’ 
the professor said ‘You had scarcely gone tor the walk with 
Hadaly when she rcturned here, absolutely herself, and free 
trom all influence 

‘Well, vou should have heard her flow of words! It made it 
impossible for me to hear what vou two were saying out there 
in the park, and ! had pust placed instruments in position so 
that I mighe listen 

‘However, l sec thar Hadaly, even in her first moments ot 
hte, has shown herselt to be worthy of our cxpectations 
Goodness knows what we may expect of her in the years to 
come 

‘Miss Cleary informed me in very strong terms that she 
renounces the new roles which I had prepared for her, because 
the prose was too difficult for her to memorize She declared 
that the words ossihed her braim Her modest wish now is to 
enter vaudeville, for which she has a sufficient repertoire She 
believes that she will have a rapid success 

‘As for the statue, she told me to speak to vou about 
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forwarding it to London, as you were making preparations 
for your departure to-morrow. She instructed me to ask a stiff 
sum for it, as she knew that you would not bargain with an 
artist. Then she bade me good-by, and told me thar it you 
should come here by chance thar she would see vou later 
about the arrangements 

‘Now, ms dear tellow, once vou arc in fondon you will 
have nothing turther to do than to sec that she 1s started in 
her chosen profession. Phen a fetter, accompamied by a sub 
stantial gift, will be all that is necessary ° 

Hadaly, who had been listening attentively, now said to the 
SCICAEISE 

“You will come to see us at Athclwold, dear master, woll 
you not” 

ford Fwald could not repress a start when he he ard het 
express these natural words Then he noticed a sti ines thing 
Protessor A had been more amazed at Hadaly’s words thin 
he, himselt. had been 

X haris the matter, professor? asked Lord vw dd 

Professor \ put his binds to his forehead for an instant, 
then, drawing aide the hem of the Andruad’s gown, he 
pressed his fingers heavily an the heels of her slippers 

‘Tam unchiming Hadaly. the inventor explained Erom 
now on she belongs to vou fn the future it wdl be only the 
rings and the collar on the neck that will animate her 

‘While we are on this point: vou wall find the manuscript in 
the casket “Atter reading it vou will understand into what 
mvstertes vou will be able to delve during the sixty hours 
insertbed on the cylinder Hadaly wall be a continual surptise 

‘My dear professor’ said Lord wald, tas far as l am 
concerned you may destroy the manuscript I behere thut 
Fladaly is a real phantom, and I no longer wish to know what 
itas that ammmates her I hope that E shall cven torget what 
you have already told me about her 

Art these words, Hadaly tenderly pressed the voung man’s 
hands and, leansng nearer to him, while the scienust was sull 
kneeling at her teet, whispered 

‘Don't tell him what I told you out there just now That 
was for your ears only Y 

The professor arose with two small brass buttons which he 
had unscrewed from the heels of Hadaly’s slippers She trem- 
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bled throughout her whole being until he touched a pearl in 
her collar. 

‘Help me,’ she said simply, leaning her head on Lord 
kwald’s shoulder. 

The young man supported her gravely, and when she re- 
gamed her composure she walked to the casket and smulingly 
drew aside the cover. Lhen, without hesitation, she reclined in 
the sable mould 

After having wound the thick linen bandage round her 
torehead, she ughtly hooked the lengths of sik about her 
body, arranging herself in such a manner that no shock could 
disturb her 

‘My friend,’ she said, addressing Lord Ewald, ‘atre: the 
crossing, you will awaken me. Unel then as of old, we wall see 
each other in the world of dreams ° 

She closed her eyes. as if in sheep 

Professor X closed the coffin aghely A silver plate inscribed 
with Lord Bwald’s coat of arms was fastened on the cop, 
bearing the name /fadady ingi wed tn Oriental char uteris. 

‘Now. said the professor, “the sarcophagus will be placed 
presently, as I have told vou, an a large square crate with sides 
well padded We are tiking this precaution to avoid any 
susprions Haer is the key of th. casket, ind the unvisible lock 
Which permits the spring to anbend is this uny black star 
directly above the head of the Andratad 

‘Now, he added, pulling a chan forward ror his guest and 
onc for himsclf. let us have a drink 

The sctentist pressed a crystal knob, and instantly several 
flaming ames flashed therm light over the room, creating the 
tHe of a sunlit day Planding a glass to Lord Ewald he 
vclaimed 

ldiink to the impossible! 

Lord Fwald touched glasses as a sign of acquiescence 

‘There as one question which inust aske the young noble- 
man said. “You told me that a woman, an artist, helped you 
m vout work. | bcheve you said that her name was Sowana. It 
was she who helped to measure and weigh ind to calculate, 
hmb tor limb, the living modet. 

‘Mass Clearv told me that she was a very pale creature, of 
uncertain age, who spoke httle, was always dressed in black, 
and once must have been very beautitul She sard that this 


218 THE FRANKENSTEIN OMNIBUS 


strange woman kept her eyes always half closed, but saw 
clearly, and that she moved as if mesmerized. Altcia also told 
me that sometimes this woman worked with a live electric 
torch as 1f she intended to design her statue with the flashing 
light.’ 

‘What do you want to know about her 2” 

'I wanted to know who she 1s. From what I have heard she 
must be a marvellous woman.’ 

‘Sowana 1s Mrs Anderson,’ the professor replied, gravely. 
‘The widow of my dead friend. She was penniless, and | did 
all that I could to help her. After his death she became very 
tll. She had an incurable disease called sleeping sickness. 

‘I went to see her occasionally, and ] was surprised to find 
that during her trances she was able to talk and reply to all 
my questions. | determined to try to cure her.” 

‘To cure her" exclaimed Lord Ewald. ‘You mean transform 
her” 

‘Well’ admitted the professor, ‘perhaps vou are nght You 
may have noticed that when I used my power over Miss 
Cleary the other evening it was very easy. You have seen 
hypnotism before, so you will not doubt that there 15 exist- 
ent a nervous current or fluid exactly corresponding to 
electricity. 

‘I do not know how the idea came to me to resort to 
magnet action. | worked upon her almost every day for 
about two months. I learned the surest methods, and gradu 
ally the known phenomena were produced one after the 
other. 

‘Ac the present day they remain still unexplamable, but in 
the near future they will not appear strange. Then Mrs 
Anderson began to have spells of clairvoyance, absolutely 
enigmatical, in these deep sleeps She became my great secret. 
Owing to the state of intensified torpor in which the patient 
had fallen, I had the chance to develop this hypnotic attitude 
of mine to an intense degree. 

‘Between Mrs Anderson and myself there became estab- 
lished a current so subtle that 1 was able to penetrate metal 
with it. | magnetized a piece of metal with this fud or 
current, and then fashioned ıt into two rings — this sounds hke 
mere magic, doesn’t it ?— and it sufficed to estabish a communt- 
cating current between us. If Sowana had on one ping, and | 
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had on the other, even though she were asleep twenty miles 
away, we could converse. 

‘This savours of the occult, but I cannot tell you how many 
times I have been able to make her hear and obey me, how 
many times she has spoken to me, just holding the ring, in a 
vety low voice, when she was far away 

‘In one ot her trances she told me that, although her name 
on earth was Anme Anderson, her real self for a long time 
had been called Sowana 

‘Not only her name, but her whole nature, was changed 
Mrs Anderson had been a diguified, fairly intelligent woman, 
but, after all, her intelligence had been limited However, in 
her sleep, with her name changed, she suddenly became a 
person of great talent and unknown powers This vast knowl- 
edge, this strange clogquence, this being penetrated with a new 
personality of Sowina, arc things that cannot be explained, 
tor Mrs Anderson ts, physically, the same woman The duality 
isan astounding phenomenon, but this duality has been seen 
- in lesser extent m persons under the influence of 
hypnotuzers 

‘There came i time when | decided to reveal the relics of 
Miss Fvclvn Habal, the woman who destroyed her husband. 
When I showed them to her I gave her a rough idea of my 
conception of Hidaly You cannot imagine with what sombre 
joy Mrs Anderson served upon this novel idea She encouraged 
me in my scheme She insisted that 1 should get to work at 
once 

‘So LE put all my other work aside to devote my time to this 
experiment When the complexes of the Andraid’s organ- 
isms were executed, | assembled them and showed them to 
her 

‘At this sight Mrs Anderson became strangely evhilarated. 
She insisted that I must explain to her the most secret of the 
inysteries, so that she could familiarize herself with them 
against the day when she might be able to reantmare herself in 
the Andratad and to incorporate herself m her supernatural 
state 

‘Impressed with this vague idea, I taught her all that I knew 
by building for her instruction a set of apparatus similar to 
that of Hadaly’s movements. When Sowana had completely 
mastered it, one day, without warning, she sent the Andratad 
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here to me while I was at work. 

‘I declare to you that its appearance gave me the most 
frighttul shock I ever had in my lite. The completed work 
tercihed the workman! 

‘Then came to me the dating idea of tncorporating the 
phantom tn the double of a woman. Thencetorth I calculated 
all my steps with the utmost precision, so that | could offer a 
finished product to any one daring enough to accept. 

‘You must notice that there is nothing chimertcal im the 
creature. It is indeed an unknown being. It is Hadaly, the 
ideal who, under the veils of electricity an the silver armour 
simulating feminine beauty has appeared to you Although I 
thoroughly know Hadaly, I swear to you I do not so know 
Mrs Anderson ~ Sowana - or her powers ` 

Lord Ewald was startled at the grave tone of the wizard, 
who continued thoughtfully 

‘Down there, hidden imong the shadowy lewes and the 
floral hyhes of the subterranean cavern, Sow ana, with closed 
eyes herself, incorporated im some marvellous manner the 
power of sight mto Hadaly In her tev hands Sowana held the 
wires Which controlled the Andraiad, and, although she was 
in the flesh like a corpse, she has through Hadaly walked and 
spoken in that strange, far off voice 

‘Sometimes she did not speak aloud she merely vibrated 
her words on her hps, nor wis it necessary for me to do 
more. Bur even more wondcrtul yet was her ability to under 
stand what we were thinking about ` 

While the professor was speaking, Lord Ewold kept leaning 
nearer ind nearer towards him, drawn by his interest in the 
subject But here he wnterrupred with a sudden pesture 

‘from where does this creature hear? From where does she 
speak ¢ In fact, with whom are we dealing ? 

‘As I hase cold you betore, Professor X replied, ‘there ire 
many things which so tar cannot be explained, bur E will 
refresh your memory and give you an example of what I 
mean 

‘Do you remember how Hadaly looked at Miss Cleary’s 
photograph when I projected it on the frame ? It was perfectly 
natural, wasn’t it? Then, do you remember her strange expla 
nation of the apparatus in the cavern, and her accurate 
descnption of Miss Cleary on the train? Do you know how 
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this mystifying clairvoyance was brought about? 

‘Well, I can explain that. Because of your great admiration 
for Miss Cleary, her personality has made a permanent impress 
upon you - magnetized you, so to speak ~ in the same way 
that I magnetized the metal for the rings which [ have 
described, 

‘Do you remember that Hadaly took your band before 
describing Miss Cleary? That was because it was necessary 
for her so to do im order to establish contact with rhe 
magnetism with which you are imbued. As soon as this was 
done it was perfectly easy - just the same as between Sowana 
and inyself.” 

‘Isat possible? breathed Lord Ewald. 

‘Yes,’ rephed the scientist; ‘and there are many, many other 
“impossible” things which daily materialize around us. I can 
well say that | am never surprised, as lam one of those who 
never forget that the universe was created out of a quantity of 
nochingness 

‘But, of course, we have here something to marvel ar. 
Sowana, baing helpless and sightless on a cushion, bas been 
able to project her feelings, speech, and powers of reasoning 
mto Hadal - to create m her a veritable other woman. This 
ma phenomenon of superchirvoyance.’ 

‘One moment, iterrapted Lord kwald. “Whar vou have 
said mterests me greatly. Since I have been here f have seen 
you transmitting messages through the medium of space with- 
out any wires. Is it possible that eles triny alone can transmit 
1s messages co distances and heights withouc limit, as long as 
there are established contacts ar those distances? How can 
thar be done * 

‘It ts very simples declared the professor. ‘In the first place, 
distance as. ro truth, only a sort of Huson. Then, experimental 
science has already established many fundamental tacts, such 
as the power of hypnousm, thought transference by personal 
magneusm trom one human bemg to another, et cetera. These 
are all recogmzed and unlized by some of our leading 
physicians. 

‘Then, we have certain metals and chemicals which give off 
currents and act upon bodies ~ even at a great distance away 
-~ and electric magnets exert great powers of attraction, such 
as the lines of magnetism between the poles; and all things 
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that pass between these lines or enter the paths of these 
currents are affected by them 

‘Now, Í believe that in the case of Sowana we have found a 
demonstration of a new fact It has been possible for her, 
while in these spells of clairvoyant sleep, to proyect her magnet- 
ism upon Hadaly to such an extent that the phantom has 
become permanently imbued with it or, in other words, she 
has become animated by it - an imcarnation of Sowana 
herself ° 

‘An incarnation” murmured Lord Lwald in surprise 

‘Yes Let us say an incarnation of ideahzed humanity Now 
when vou have arrived at vour castle, and you have given to 
Hadaly her frst glass of water and her pastilles, you will be 
surprised to see what a really accomplished phantom she will 
be 

‘As soon as her habits and presence have become familiar 
to you, you will have a very interesting mterlocutor, for if I 
have furnished physically a terrestrial ind illusory body, 
Sowana has superimposed and injected into my creation a 
soul which ts unknown to me 

‘So you have incorporated forever a being from the other 
world There is centralized in your Andranid forever, irrevoca 
bly, a mystery that it would be impossible for us to 
Imagine ’ 


XXIV 


The scienust abruptly arose and walked about, 15 it to quiet 
the sinister suggestions which had come to his mind Lotd 
F wald watched him with a half dreamy expression 

Professor X suddenly pointed to the clock It was 9 PM 

‘And now, my lord,’ he said, ‘I have kept my word My 
work is done, and | believe that my creation 1s more than a 
common copy of a human being Tell me truly, in Comparison 
between the illusion and the reality, do you think the tdlusion 
1s worth living for?’ 

Lord Lwald drew his pistol and handed it to the scientist 

‘My dear wizard,’ he said, ‘allow me to offer you this pistol 
as a souvenir of our second meeting I have no use for tt, and 
you well deserve it as a trophy My dear fricnd,’ Lord Ewald 
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continued, ‘I am afraid that you have made a great sacrifice 
for me l am robbing you of a superhuman masterpiece — 
stealing your greatest treasure ’ 

‘Not so,’ rephed the inventor, forcing a smile ‘You see, | 
sull have the tormula But,’ he added sadly. ‘I shall not 
fabricate any more Andraiads Mv subterranean halls will 
serve to hide me when ìl am trying other less dangerous 
experiments And now, my lord, a toast! You hive chosen the 
land of dreams Carry your phantom there I am destincd to 
be chained to the realities ot life 

‘Some of my trusted men will escort you and your precious 
luggage onto your ship, the Britannia The Captain ts a 
friend of mine, and has uready been notihed Perhaps some 
day we may meet at your castle Write to me Now, 
tarewcll t 

The two men clasped hands fervently 

A few moments later Lord Ewald rode slowly down the 
path, where he was joined by a closcd truck guarded by three 
men [he strange procession soon disappe red in the direction 
of the deport 

Left alone m hts laboratory Professor X began to pace up 
ind down, muttering to himself Something seemed to be 
troubling him, for he stopped once, rubbed the rning on his 
hnger, and then began to stride again 

He shook his head wondetsngly and then walked quickly 
to the black conccaling hangings He pulled che curtains back 
on thar nngs 

Stretched out all robed in black, ind apparently asleep on 
i large red sofa placed on huge disks ot glass was the torm of 
v slender woman, no longer young Her beautiful black hair 
was streaked with gray Her fine cur teatures and the pure 
oval form of her face seemed set with an unnatural calmness 
Her hand dropping to the catpet, sull held a sort of 
mouthpiece 

‘Ah, Sowana,” the professor murmured ‘we have at last 
done the impossible This is the first ime that science has 
been able to prove that she can cure man - of love ` 

As the hgure made no reply, Professor X hurriedly bent and 
lifted her hand Its icy touch startled him He leaned closer to 
the prostrate form 

The pulse had stopped [he heart was still 
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Forcefully, desperately he made magnetic signs over her 
forehead; but it was in vain. 

At the end of an hour of furious, tireless efforts he was 
forced to concede that she who seemed to be asleep had 
passed forever from the land of the living. 

He bowed his head in grief. Inexorable fate had taken its 
toll, a soul for a soul. 


XXV. 


A week later, when Professor X was alone in the laboratory, 
his glance fell upon the glaring headlines in an evening news- 
paper, which shrieked . 


GREAT DISASTER AT SEA! 
S.S. BRITANNIA LOST!! 
SEVENTY-TWO PERISH!!! 


Aghast. the scientist perused the account of the sad happen 
ing, his prophetic glance leaping here and there among the 
paragraphs 


Fire broke out in the stern about two o'clock in the 
morning, presumably in the hold where there was a large 
store of mineral oils and highly inflammable essences, from 
some unknown cause. 

Ic was a very rough sea. The steamer, since leaving sight 
of land, had run into a series of gales lL remendous waves 
towered high above the liner, which at times seemed to 
have sunk into the depths of the ocean, and crashing down 
upon her decks wrought havoc 

The steamer fought her way bravely through the waves, 
but the sheet of flames quickly spread over her and into her 
baggage hold. There was such a high wind that the captain 
soon saw that the vessel was doomed. 

Terrible scenes took place. The women and children 
shrieked in despair as they retreated before the advancing 
flames. 

The captain ordered the lifeboats to be lowered, and this 
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was done in five minutes, but there was such a terrific rush 
for them that many persons were injured 

The women and children were lowered first 

But, during these scenes of horror, a strange event took 
place A young Fnghshman, Lord Ewald Celian, tred to 
force his way into the baggage hold through the midst of 
the flames He fought bravely against those who tried to 
keep him from entering, and after he had knocked down 
two of the crew, it took five men to hold him from rushing 
to his death into the fire 

While struggling with those who sought to detain him, 
he oftered his enure fortune to any one who would help 
him to save a crate which enclosed some precious object. It 
was quite impossible to do this The crate, which was 
stored in the hold where the fire was raging, could not have 
been taken off the steamer, as the lifeboats were more than 
aiowded with passengers 

After a great struggle, for he showed extraordinary 
strength, the young man was at last bound hand and toot 
ind put aboard the last lifeboat 

Phe boat he was in was rescued by the French steamship 
I e Redoutable about six o'clock m the morning 

Ihe first lifeboats with the women and children were 
upset by the rough sca So far, it is learned seventy two 
were diowncd 


Afterward came the hst of those who had perished Ihe 
frst name was that oft Miss Alicia Cleary actress 

Professor X reread every detail ot the termble disaster and 
the dreadful ordeal that Lord Ewald had gone through in his 
attempt to save Hadaly 

When he had finished reading, his eves wandered to the 
ebony table He put our the lights 

Again the moon was shining, and its ravs fell upon the 
rounded arm and the white hand with its sparkling rings, and 
once more the green, ominous eves of the snake glitered at 
him 

With a feeling of intense sadness he gazed through the 
window, and for some time listened to the wind whistling 
amid the branches of the trees 

Then he raised his eyes to the starry skies - to the infinite 
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mystery of the heavens — and he shuddered — with the cold, 
no doubt His was the terrible heartbreaking silence of a 
strong man in utter loneliness 


The Incubated Girl 


a e 


By FRED T. JANE 


len vears after the appearance of De 1 Isle Adams’ The 
Future ve a British unter, bred 1 Jane published another 
story of an artificially created female The Incubited Girl 
but ators untthely he bad read or aen heard about the 
Frenchman's novel Jane s story has hikeuise become virtually 
forgotten in the intertcning years although the mthor's name 
lne onan tpe titles of the annual books ot u bich be was the 
first editor fane’s Fighting Ships aid Janes At The World's 
Anaal plus the later editions dealing naith eveything fron 
netponn toiappropnateh space bud 

Predertck Tbomas lane tr8oy t916. 4 \ietoran journalist 
and illustrator, apparcuth became intorosed in ships when he 
teats d child and used te stage mock natal n tiom on a villace 
pond uath bis brother Quate u bere bis interest in fantasy and 
wta stemmed from is less eais to determin although he 
did provide the illustrations for a numb o of piophiti Enture 
War stores for magnines ain the rsyos which miv uell hne 
fired tis interest He uas, m fat a contemporan of EEG 
Wells and urote seceral books nou cxtremely rae ubuh 
explored stontar themes to Well, In 1895., for metance, be 
published To Venus In Five Seconds. ore of the earhest books 
to feature a non humanoid rac of oitellrecnt bangs Ining on 
another planet, at the same time that Well War ot the 
Worlds was bang sertalised imn Perrson’s Magazine (Wells 
ts, Of course, credited as having created the malevolent, bug- 
eved monster theme in brs novel.) The folloteing year, Jane 
produced The Violet Flame hich hus been described by 
sf historian George Locke as ‘the ultimate m mad saent- 
ist varns, abounding with wild theories and ending uth a 
world catastrophe’ He provided the pictures for both of these 
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volumes himself, revealing the skill which he would employ 
in the ensuing years to illustrate and describe the fighting 
ships and aircraft of the world’s forces Once these publica- 
trons bad become successful and provided Jane with a steady 
annual income he never wrote another u ord of fiction 

The Incubated Girl in which an ancient Egyptian papyrus 
(Egypt again) provides the secret for creating an artificial girl by 
chemical means, was apparently tssued by the Tower Publishing 
Company of l ondon just before the imprint collapsed, which 
doubtless explains its great rarity today Here, though, ts the 
opening chapter from the story im which Stella, the ‘incubated 
girl’ 1s gwen life, and ittis followed bya later eptsode in which she 
reveals herself to be a passionate campaigner against sctentifi 
experiments on animals ~ a concern still very much in the news 
today Even though Fred T Jane has earned his small piece of 
wamortality on the covers of the maritime and aeronautical 
books whith still bear his nameit would be nice to think he might 
also be given a little more credit in the annals of Science Lr tion 


To one used to such places, there was but httle in the 
laboratory to claim or arrest attention Its appurtenances 
were, mostly, usual and ordinary enough rows upon rows of 
great glass stoppered bottles, retorts, stands of test tubes, 
pipes, thermometers, taps, Bunsen burners, and clectrical ma 
chines, all ranged round the room in a prodigal contusion, so 
plentitully that, save for a large cleared space in the middle, 
the whole seemed to be an inextricably crowded and jumbled 
chaos Only in the centre of the place, where beyond the zone 
of hight two men bent eagerly over something upon a massive, 
marble-topped table, was the collection of maternal curious 
and strange, of a sort to make the most indiffcrent pause and 
wonder. Here were things unusual, indeed a mysterious 
engine in the form of an immense incubator and below ıt, 
beyond where bowls of steaming liquid gave forth a wall of 
vapour that rose as a mystic intangible curtain, stood, strang- 
est thing of all, a cradle ready for an intant child! 
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Neither of the men heeded it, the attentions of both were 
given to the extraordinary contrivance that towered along the 
whole length of the table. The elder of the two, a man verging 
upon fitty, seemed to be an onlooker rather than aught else, 
for every now and again he turned his head to gaze idly round 
the room, as though weary of watching, and as he did so, the 
distant lamps lighting up his face, showed it white and fearful, 
as of one who 1s embarked upon an enterprise from which, if 
he could, he would fain withdraw 

The other, Blackburne /adara, professor of Fgyptology, 
fellow of many a learned souiety, a man some fifteen years the 
other’s jumor, was wrought up to an equal tension, for he 
paused occasionally to wipe the sweat from his heated brow, 
and as he did so his steel grey eyes glittered with suppressed 
excitement, yet such rclapses were but momentary and occa 
sional, for the most part he steadily and coolly went on with 
his task Betore him, a htele to the left of a row of gauges and 
thermometers, was 1 large vessel of quamt workmanship, 
rudely egg shaped in form, and this was in a continual state of 
slight osallagion, 1 though it held some pent up force, while 
through its semi transparent sides, dimly visible, were faint 
white forms moving aimlessly to and fro hke the tentacles of a 
sca anemone at the set of the tide 

adara was now busily engaged in scraping off the clay 
that scaled the mouth of this vessel, and at list, after some 
torty minutes of urduous labour, the greater part of it had 
been removed Then, while he yet laboured, gently and cau- 
tiously, there came 2 violent explosion, the clay floated off in 
in impalpable dust, and a strange, pungent, all-pervading 
odour of some unknown gas hlled the room So strong was tt 
that he reeled where be stood, clutching at the table for 
support, as, faint and dizzy, he sought to control his senses 

‘The solution, numbered three,’ he hoarsely whispered 

The other with trembling hands, passed him a jar, the 
contents of which he presently poured into and over the Egg, 
then, hastily glancing at a sheet of paper that was pinned up 
in front of him, he took a mallet, steadied himself for a 
moment, and struck the Fgg one sharp, short blow with it. 
Immediately the shell split asunder, the pieces falling this way 
and that, and before him, living and breathing, there lay a 
female child! 
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‘Thank God! ejaculated the elder man, as he heard the 
infant’s cry, and saw its little perfect limbs, ‘you have not 
created a Frankenstein monster as | feared you would.’ 

‘I never expected to, my friend,’ returned the other shortly, 
as he wrapped the wailing baby in a blanket. ‘Hand me that 
bottle of water and asses’ milk ; we must feed the brat.’ 

‘Aye; but you, Zadara, knew nothing of the stranger.’ 

‘What stranger, man? You speak in riddles," said the protes- 
sor, as he busted himself over the infant, washing and dressing 
her in some sort of fashion. 

‘I did not tell you of it before, for various reasons. First, I 
have often thought that it may have been but a hallucination; 
secondly, I did not wish to have the experiment delayed while 
you began it all over again, as you would have done had you 
believed my tale, thirdly, I- 

‘Never mind your reasons, Wilson; tell me, rather, what ıt 
was that you saw, or think you saw.” 

‘It was nearly seven months ago now, you had gone out 
about something, leaving me here on watch, and as [ sat in 
the big chair yonder, | became conscious that IE was nor 
alone, | telt that there was someone in the room with me. It 
was in the darkening of the twilight, and as I rose to look 
about me, J] saw, standing over the incubator, a man, one 
whose face I could not see. He had opened the frame, and 
was doing something to the Egg, but what, I could nor, in the 
darkness, discern. “Hold!” I cried to him, “leave that alone.” 
He made no answer, nor any sign that he had heard, and 
presently, fearing to approach him, I lit the gas to see him the 
better ... Zadara, when | looked again, there was no one 
there!’ 

‘He had gone out of the door while your back was turned, I 
suppose ?’ 

‘He had not; the door was locked from the inside.’ 

‘Then, my dear fellow, you may take ıt that you were 
dreaming; I, too, have had my hallucinauons ... However, 
here 1s the child, that 1s a fact, and facts are all we have to 
deal with.’ 

“You are a sceptic and materialist, Zadara; 11m a ~ 

‘Overwrought fool, perhaps, just at present,’ interrupted 
the other. ‘Let us get out of this place, to where we can 
discuss the future quietly ... Pah! this gas that was in the Egg 
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is hke champagne mixed with chloroform no wonder your 
fancies run riot ’ 

He picked up the cradle as he spoke, and together they 
went into an adjoining room, which, with a bright fire burning 
in the grate, contrasted cheerfully with the dismal place that 
they had just quitted 

The professor pressed a button in the wall, and presently a 
middle-aged woman appeared in the doorway He signed to 
the sleeping babe, rapidly said a few words on the deaf and 
dumb alphabet, in reply to which, she, with a vacuous nod of 
response, lifted the cradle and carried it and the child away. 

‘Now,’ said Zadara, ‘we can rest and think Let us first, 
however, look over the papyrus, to make sure that nothing 
has been omitted, though, faith, I think thar I know every 
word by heart Here we are | will read you the portion 
that refers to to-day’s proceedings Ihave kept the transla- 
tion pretty closely to the omginal as closely as I could, that 
is’ 

[te paused a moment, while he found the place then read — 


‘Thereafter shalt thou nurture ber upon the cakes that be 
within the casket Also thou mayest eave ber of the milk of 
she asses or of cous, or of she goats vet, nurture her not 
upon the milk of any woman, lest thereby she take the 
nature of the uoman 

‘And when she shall be of an age to be weaned, then 
shalt thou feed ber upon bread and upon corn and upon 
fruits of eren, sort, but neither Hesh nor ume shalt thou 
give unto her 

‘Yet bewme, m those days of her tender years that she 
be brought up in the fear of the gads Behold she shall be a 
woman that i a woman, not as other women that be but 
the part of a man 

‘And so long as she remain a itgin undefiled so shall she 
neither grow old nor fade in her beauty that ts more than 
the beauty of the daughters of men In the likeness of isis, 
the earth form of Ists, till the dav long appointed shall 
dawn on the world Sbe shall not die nor suffer sickness, 
nor shall she be weary And coming the duy long appointed 
then shall 
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He stopped reading, and folded up his translation, saying 
as he did so. - ‘That ıs about enough of that sort of rubbish.’ 

‘I consider ıt interesting,’ said Wilson, ‘and would be glad 
to hear more What we have already witnessed 1s so astound- 
ing, so miraculous, chat I am prepared to believe anything 
and everything that the papyrus may say Let me hear the 
rest ` 

‘There ıs very little more, and what there 1s, I have not yet 
succeeded in translating,’ replied Zadara, as though annoyed 
at the request 

‘We had better, I think, select a name for her,’ he added 
hastily, changing the subject “You can choose it I thought 
myself of Protoplasma `° 

‘I should prefer Stella, ıt 15 prettier and shorter `° 

‘Stella be it, then,’ assented the professor, much as though 
the name of a dog were under discussion 

‘And now,’ said Wilson, ‘let us think about the girl's 
upbringing You, of course, will have her registered and 
baptized ’ 

‘I shall, of course, do nothing of the sort She is an animal, 
so needs no registration, as to baptism, that 15, in any case, a 
silly waste of time ’ 

‘Unless the Sacrament of Baptism is administered she will 
be unregen —’ 

‘Nonsense U 

‘Well — you are, perhaps, night, I forgot that Stella is not of 
the race of men She will, of course, be therefore tree trom 
“orginal sin,” and ’ 

‘Original hddlesticks, remember our compact, Wilson, not 
to discuss religion `’ 

‘I have not torgotten, but, Zadara, | cannot let you bring 
her up as a heathen without a word of protest I firmly believe 
that this child has been vouchsafed to you for some divine 
purpose — unless, indeed, it 1s some new and ternble device of 
the Evil One I believe that the man that I saw was no 
creature of earth, that he was a being from another world, 
that — 

‘And I,” interrupted the professor, as was his wont, ‘believe 
nothing of the sort, for I believe in neither God nor devil 
However, my friend, we can, each of us, experiment in his 
own fashion, you have your son Meredyth, train kim up in 
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your theories; I, adopting this Stella as my daughter, will 
educate her in mine; then we shall see what we shall see.’ 

‘But consider, the injustice that you will do the girl; for, 
too well, 1 know the sort of training you will give. By a 
judicious course of education she being free from original 
an you might make of her an earthly angel, a guiding 
beacon to all suffering women, a type impossible, perhaps, to 
imitate, yet one to follow trom afar, a very 

‘A truce to what I might do Listen, and you shall hear 
what I really feel and hope in the matter, for [ have a scheme 
before me, already mapped and planned Women, as you 
know, have of late grown aggressive and insufferable in their 
views of their own importance, and as regards their relations 
with men, at the present rate, some forty vears hence they 
will have attained such influence, that. cather the race of men 
will become a collection of effeminare. emasculated entities, 
or else women will, one and all, be pracacally harlots You 
may take it thar ‘free love” wall, if it over comcs into general 
use and custom, if it ever becomes orthodox, be simply 
prostiution under anotha name Plenty of women are natu- 
tally immoral, because they ike to be, that is neither here nor 
there, but a far greater number are so because there is money 
mac At present, these sort marry for money where they can, 
the pay ts greater that way. the furure, so hopeless to the 
street-women, is assured to the “honourably married” strum- 
pet. unless the divorce court mtervene, but. with “free love” 
as their watchword, women will sell themselves, or remain 
virgins — You follow me? 

‘Pertectly, go on, Fain all attention ` 

‘Well, Lo oas you know, pretend to no sentiment, to me, 
virtue and chasuty, as sentiments, are all rubbish, bur when 
they are viewed trom a pracucal. logical standpoint, things 
assume a very different complexion, then, I have views, and 
strong ones Wilson, T tell vou that women mast be chaste, or 
else the race must degenerate.’ 

‘Tam with you there, though I confess that such a sentiment 
from you astoushes me ’ 

‘Well to continue my monologue women being on this 
downgrade, Stella, and others like her that I shall make, will 
come most opportunely. The present race of women, unmar- 
ried, will die out, the Stellas will replace them. So I shall train 
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her strictly in the paths of virtue; not, let me tell you, in the 
path the “new woman” would have girls brought up in, 
knowing everything of all the vices and diseases, knowing 
everything of their anatomy and the causes of sensations; for, 
faith, such a girl 15 far worse than the woman of the streets, 
no matter how chaste her wisdom may keep her Innocence is 
better than chastity that 1s such merely to increase the ultimate 
market value of the woman The street woman, at least, is an 
essential of civilisation, a protectress — unmeaningly, no doubr, 
but still a protectress — to the women yet unfallen, but the 
modern virgin is a miasmic fungus, a loathsome, useless 
parasite, an abscess in our civilisation Of such as these, Stella 
shall be the direct antithesis There now, you have my views 
in toto.’ 

‘There are women, thousands of good, pure women,’ 
began Wilson, but Zadara would hear no more, and presently 
the former bade goodnight, and went home to dream cxcited 
and distorted versions of the extraordinary birth of which he 
had that might been a witness 


Left alone, the professor turned once more to the papyrus 
document, reading it carefully and slowly, pausing long over 
the concluding sentences, the same that he had denied knowl 
edge of to Wilson earlier in the evening 

‘Yes,’ he-said to himself slowly, ‘there 15 no doubt that that 
is what it says and means, though, whence came the idea ”’ 

He went over his translation yet again, frowning and purs 
ing up his thin, eel lke lips as he did so 

‘Yes,’ he murmured once more, ‘no other reading 15 permissi 
ble or even possible Well, it is an interesting proof of the 
antiquity of a certain superstition, though, faith, it has more 
plausibility here than have some of later growth Not that | 
am going to credit it, but Wilson would — Oh, Wilson" he 
continued, apostrophtising his absent friend, ‘what would you 
not have said, what would you not have done, had you only 
been able to read this? . What a precious ass you would 
have made of yourself! As things are, I see that you'll be 
trouble enough, but 1f you only knew of these few lines that I 
have withheld, ah, what then? . No, my friend, you shall 
not know, the little creature in the next room will have other 
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and more practical uses than those to which your superstitions 
would bring her ... Yet, | am half sorry that you will not 
learn, it would be interesting to see how this claim — 1f you 
believed ıt - would affect your Christianity!’ 

Then his thoughts wandered back a couple of years, to 
when he and Wilson, touring in Fgypt, had made the strange 
find that, to-day, had had such a marvellous development He 
could picture tt to himself as well as though it were yesterday, 
the great ruined temple, the pitiless sun beating down upon 
the sand covered stones, the blazing up-cast hight driving the 
two Fnglishmen to seek shelter where the inviting shadows 
lay so deep and cool and blue 

‘How hor the stones are, even in the shade,’ he had re- 
marked, as he idly tapped his fingers upon the age worn 
masonry 

Even as he spoke there had come the hoarse creak of an 
axis untouched for countless centuries, as a great stone started 
trom its socket, to hang projecting and motionless from the 
temple wall 

There had been no more thought of the heat, as they and 
their guides struggled for hours to shift it this wav and that, 
ull at last as, worn with useless effort, they had been about to 
desist, the huge mass swung suddenly downward with a 
crash, leaving a wide black cavity in the temple wall, and 
m that opening, upon linen folds that crumbled into nothing- 
ness at their touch, stood a strange stone casket carved 
with many hieroglyphics, coloured vermihon, and green, and 
black. 

Chat same night he had made out the inscription, and that 
once deuphered, he could find no rest from his longing to 
look inside and [carn all 

The legend on the casket, when translated into approximate 
Fnglish, ran 


HERE IN IS THE SECRET 
OF LIFE IHI HIM THAI! 
Ibs WORTHY IO KNOW ALONE 
OPEN AND LEARN LIFI HIM THAT 
IS NOI WORTHY BEWARE T Ht DIS- 
COVERY OF PIANCHI THE SON OF MFRHU 
SFT] PRIEST OF . ISIS. HATH PLACED WITHIN 
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After an investigation extending over several days, a period 
during which he had grudged himself the time for food or 
rest, he had found the upper face of the stone to be «leverly 
devised into a quaint many-sided form, which followed the 
design ot the top so cunningly that a man might look a 
thousand times and not perceive how the mechanism acted 

This once discovered, the rest had proved easy, the lid 
revolved shghtly, so that it could be hited out, to reveal a 
large bronze vessel inside, while in one corner were laid a 
number of small squares of some unknown composition that 
had a peculiarly sweet pungent odour 

Inside this second casket he had found the papyrus already 
referred to, and a tew tiny specks, that might have been dust 
or anything else, and which he narrowly escaped overlooking 
As tt was, he had closed the vessel atter removing the scroll, 
nor did he open it again until many weeks had elapsed 

The papyrus was headed by an inscription that prep ued 
him somewhat tor the startling nature of the document itself 
This set torth, at gteat length and with many detath, the 
means whereby a child could be chemically constructed, at 
was, in fact - or practically claimed to be a solution of that 
great problem - how to evolve the organic from the morgani 
In the nature of things, it — being Fgypnan had a good deal 
of mysticism wrapped around if, many, too, of the Chemical 
formule were puzzling mn the extreme, but, as though antic 
pating futore difficulnes of this sort, the papyrus went on to 
state that the essentials for the experiment had already been 
combined and solidified, so that the directions could be fol 
lowed without let or hindrance 

As tor the mysticisms involved, he smiled to himself now as 
he thought of them, had he credited them, the experiment, in 
all probability, would never have been attempted, yet now, as 
he sat alone in the firelaght, he could not help thinking of the 
stranger of whom Wilson had told him He looked round, 
halt expecting to see someone watching him, he seemed to fecl 
a Presence, so strong was this impression, that he lit a candle 
and went into the next room, where the baby was. The child 
was sleeping peacefully in its cradle, the mute dozed tn a chair 
near by, nothing else, nothing of the supernatural, ching 
about the place. 

‘Faith he exclaimed, using his favourite expression, ‘I 
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must be overstrung indeed, what did I expect to see? Truly, I 
shall be in for a brain fever if I think of that preposterous claim 
any more, what an ass I am, to give it a second thought.’ 

Nevertheless, he set to work to erase the final sentences 
from his translation, then sat down again to think about the 
child whose wonderful destiny he, materialist and sceptic as 
he was, had decided to warp even while he utterly dented it 
credence Somewhere in his nature Zadara had a grain of 
faith, of credulity, of superstition, hke many another atheist, 
he discarded all beliefs, only to be thrust into the dilemma of 
fearing to find some truth-germ in things he discredited, he 
dreaded to believe, dreaded to disbelieve, and so his mental 
state became chaotic, confused, a charnel house of the might- 
have been 

Whatever were Zadara’s views about Wilson's stranger, he 
kept them to himself, and expressed no opinion on the matter, 
utterly refusing to be drawn into conversation about it After 
a time he started to manutficture some more children in 
incubators similar to that which he had used for Stella, but 
his efforts were unsuccessful, at the most he merely produced 
a low form of vegetable life, and presently, after a long study 
of the papyrus, he destroyed his creations, broke up the 
incubators, and settled down to other pursuits, morosely and 
sourly, as one who has struggled unavailingly apaimse the 
inevitable 

Stella meanwhile grew and flourished, a strange and wonder- 
fully beauntul child 


The much-advertised Sunday came at last, and Stella, when 
she went on to the platform, was pleased to find the big room 
tull of people Many of them were sympathisers with the 
Prevention of Cruelty to Animals movement, but there was 
also a fair sprinkling of folk who had been drawn thither by 
curiosity after reading all thar the newspapers had surmised, 
there was, too, quite a small army of reporters 

She was dressed in a quaint, white, [gyptran-hke costume, 
and it was curious to note how well it became her, despite the 
seeming inappropriateness of her fair complexion Very beaut- 
ful she looked, this priestess of the new rehpion, as she stood, 
statue-hke, before that vast concourse, hushed into silence by 


238 THE FRANKENSTEIN OMNIBUS 


the weird loveliness of the eyes that looked down upon them 
all so scornfully It was this that they had come for, to see and 
gaze upon the woman ot whom all London was babbling - 
the woman who claimed, said some, to be more than mortal 
woman, around whom so many mysteries and vague romances 
hung, she whose mere name was already a synonym tor the 
outre and the quaint For a while she stood thus, saying 
nothing, but slowly scanning the faces of the crowd below 
her. They were all there Harding, Susie, C atesby, Wickham, 
Warwick, Mrs Kennedy, ay, even Professor Zadara himself, 
nearly everybody with whom she had come into contact 
during the last few months, but one, Wilson, whom of all 
men she had most wished should behold her in this her hour 
of triumph, she could not see, though she looked for him long 
and anxiously 

‘I shall speak to night,’ began Stella, tn her usual voice, 
without a tremor or sign of nervousness, ‘of many things I 
shall put my words in no regular order or sequence, sine I 
am well assured thar it 15 not by logical sequences thit one 
can speak to the hearts of men The world 15 all dogma, lives 
on it, worships it, dogma alone commands respect, so dogma 
you shall have 

‘I will speak first of animals They are better and truer than 
most of mankind, and the day of their emancipation is long 
overdue, science can perform all that 1s now done by wretched 
beasts, the employment of the horse as a beast of burden 15 a 
disgrace to your time and century, a disgrace to you, to every 
one of you Were | going to trend in the direction of logic, | 
would point out the absurd fallacy of the position, the rank 
hypocrisy of those who have yelled themselves hoarse for 
freedom to slaves, vet still enslave the helpless animals Bah! 
you hypocrites, it is only because you see no way to use their 
votes! Ay, could they only vote for the great party of Progress, 
then would you shed blood tn rivers to set them free, but they 
are dumb, so you do not care yet, you can shriek because a 
few Armenian malcontents get served by the Turks in the 
same fashion that the Turks get treated by them when the 
occasion serves, your Dissenting Demagogues can weep their 
eyes out over that — it brings in votes, so you can all be fools 
or knaves about it 

‘The animals would be free, too, had you not rebelled 
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against the Appointed Order of Things, else ıt had been you 
that toiled, with none to care for your musery, and that, 
indeed, 1s yout proper lot. All of you here that are of the 
lower orders - and you are mostly of that sort — should even 
now be slaves and beasts of burden, you have n in your 
blood, you are born to it, made for st, slavery 1s vour heredi- 
tary portion Think you that you escape from it by calling 
yourselves free? Why, did not I, who am by rank and birth 
your ruler, drive a dozen of you from a ‘bus-top but a few 
weeks since’ Ah! you knew the whip, and fell to it, ay, and 
the day 1s coming when you will have to fall to it again, that 
is the day I live tor, and whose coming I toretell ’ 

She paused for a little space, but no one, 15 vet, sought to 
interrupt her, some smiled, some looked sad, but all were 
alike interested in this novel lecturc, and waited expectantly 
to hear more 

‘Theretote.’ cried Stella, continuing, ‘these ire the dogmas 
that | give to vou as law 

firstly “Ehatot as a crime to employ animals for dunes 
that, unless done by machinery, should be performed by men 
and women ” 

Secondly “that any men or women torturing animals 
whether with che excuse of science, or of pleasure, or of sport, 
shall themselves be treated in like fashion ” 

‘Thirdly “Ihat those bestial ones, lower than the horse, 
the cow, and the sheep, who teed chemsclyes upon the flesh of 
animals that they have murdered. and from watch through 
long acquired use they cannot abstain, shall hereafter be made 
to hall and ear each other, drawing tor the same bv lot, tll the 
filthy breed be self annthilated ” 

‘These are propasinons dogmas, it vou will - to which no 
honest man, no true woman, can do aught but accede * 

The audience may have weeded, but they gave no sign of 
it She went on 

‘T shall speak more upon this ar another ame, now, | have 
other things also to say. ind the hke of you soon weary of 
hearing things that are for your good 

‘See, I am a woman, of the same simthtude as you women 
now before me, though perchance | am tairer than you rhat 
are but daughters of men I have seen and watched and heard 
you, I have seen you, women, flaunting in the daylighe, 
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puffed out with your own conceit, proud to say that you have 
virtue, I have seen others of you at mght, flaunting still, 
proud of your shame and so you drive each other to vice or 
virtue and put the blame upon your God I have seen you 
reeling drunken ın the streets, making coarse noises that any 
animal would scorn to make, horrible sounds that you call 
singing and laughter I have even seen you ın your places of 
amusement, where you shame yourselves to make glad the 
hearts of men that are lower than beasts, what beast, indeed, 
would care to watch such a thing? I have read your books, 
wherein they among you who are too old or too ugly to 
expose your persons and prance upon the stage, seek the same 
end and say the same thing, and more, and worse Knew you 
ever a beast or an animal that did any such thing ” 

Some ot the women ın the room blushed at these remarks, 
some only smiled, as also did all rhe men 

‘What of the men” called out a woman, sitting far down in 
the hall, a veritable member of the shrieking sisterhood 
‘Granting for 1 moment that we are what vou say, what of 
the men who made us so” 

‘I hear what vou say, replied Stella, when the cheers and 
laughter had died down, ‘but I come not here to reform your 
woes If men msll Choose vou, and such as you, it were better 
that you were grateful and not complaining I have no mission 
to men, nor care | what they do, which among them, indeed, 
is worth the caring? Mostly they are lower than the beasts, 
yet are they ‘well mated with you A little less virtue on the 
one side, a little less honour on the other, well are you mated 
and well do you sore But of men I cannot speak much, seeing 
that I have not troubled to note them, save a few that have 
forced themselves upon my soutety These were mostly artists, 
and nearly all men of the common class,’ — (here Harding and 
his friends began ta exchange glances and wish that they had 
stayed away) ‘none of whom bench by living 

‘Yet, since for one good and honest woman, one who 15 
now sitting in your midst, I have found three good and honest 
men, of whom two are not here, and the other, my secretary, 
1s on the platform beside me,’ - (here Manton blushed, and 
thinking of the past, blushed yet deeper) — ‘I will say no more 
about them. I could have said much that was bitter, yet 
having read the women’s books and found therein all that can 


The Incubated Girl 241 


be written against men, I will say no more. But of you, 
women, and your woes, | am very weary and tired. 

‘For the last few months I have been studying your religion, 
and of a truth I find it as good as any, did you but practise a 
tithe of that which you preach. But I find that, preaching 
charity to each other, you show none in your thoughts, telling 
of love, you have none save lust, speaking of faith, you show 
none save in yourselves. | have probed the writings of those 
who would expound your six hundred creeds, some of you 
dissent so that you may thus be held greater in a smaller 
arle, some of you hold to the Established Faith that you may 
be honoured for the same, holding it more respectable Many 
of you believe in nothing save your own selves, and why 
indeed should you? Is it meer that in the Scheme of Things 
such dross as you should continue, after this earthly existence 
in the land of darkness, and should enter into the land of 
hght? It were no heaven, no land of hght, if such as you were 
there You eat, and drink, and sleep, you make merry and you 
mourn, but of a higher life than that vou know nothing 
Theretore vou are well advised to live as you do, seeing that 
when vou die the most of you shall perish utterly and have no 
more existence 

‘I have probed your religions that have come out of Egypt, 
whence you have stolen them and forgotten Osiris 1s forgot- 
ten, Pchah and Thoth you have railed at and forgotten, yet 
before the Pyramids were built, ot ever the Israehtes came 
into Egypt, Osiris was God Born m the likeness of men, they 
killed Him, but He lived again to help them Osiris was, He 
has passed away, Isis ts no more You have had many a god 
since then, and vour own Christ was killed by the hand of 
men. Which was the true One? Were they Both true” 

She paused a moment, wrought up to a pitch of excitement, 
foreign to her and strange Then in a vore that penetrated 
every nook and cranny of the hall, she cried 

‘They were, They were not, and They were, then after a 
space you forgot Them, and worshipped none save your own 
selves, for a while you lived thus and were content. 

‘And now, now that vou must worship, and have not what 
to worship, to whom will you bow? The world has ever 
needed something tangible to bow to, and thus are che Roman 
Catholis wise in their Virgin worship and the images that 
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represent her, for this 1s the worship of Isis, dishonoured and 
disgraced, yet still the copy of the old creed. What a copy 
too! Verily, there ıs no proof of the Christian religion so 
great as the existence of the Roman Catholic faith, or, at 
least, no proof so great of all such parts as need belief in a 
personal devil Read history, read of Spain, read how a 
mighty empire was scattered by the aid of that religion The 
empire has been long dead, bur the effect of the teaching 
remains. Were there ever such cowardly brutes as the Span- 
yards ot to-day with the inherited taint of the Inquisition in 
their blood, men who, since they cannot have men and 
women to torture, do worse, and torture mmnocent animals, 
horses and cattle, in thar bull-fghts, while ther dainty 
women look on and smile 

‘Think well, anv ot you here who may be Papises, vou, with 
your celibate priests, your chaste and virgin nuns, your auricu 
lar contessions Are vour priests all gods, vour nuns, god 
desses? Are not they human hke you vourselves? Flave you 
never heard tales of your convent schools? If it be worth the 
while tor your women to be chaste, will all rhis help them to 
virtue ? 

‘Ah, well, perhaps, since It has brought [ts imitators to such 
a pass, in this has the Old Faith trrumphed 

‘And when some of you rebelled, and said, “We will 
worship God alone, and the priests shall no more have to 
keep their women in the nunnertes, but shall marry them 
openly even as other men do,” what else did vou do, but put 
your Bible in the place of the image, and worship that ull you 
ured of such an inanimate God And tor your father confessors 
you have substituted the editors of weekly papers that may be 
bought at a penny or so, men who tn their “Answers to 
Correspondents” advise you how to marrv, how to live, how 
to dress, how to eat, and every other thing they answer all 
things, do these new Bibles - and the less that they know the 
more do they arrogate to themselves the position that vou 
once assigned to the Deity 

‘To-day, gold ıs your god, but gold ts a sorry deity, 
material and sordid the world needs something higher and 
more beautiful than metal to bow to. 

‘Young men seck to worship women, scek to think them an 
image of eternal goodness. Honour to them for the weak 
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attempt, but it 15 a passing mood, a fragile idol, and one 
whereof they are their own iconoclasts in the end 

‘Who would worship, who would love, who would marry a 
woman, could he see her as she will be but ten years hence, 
stupid and commonplace when her beauty has fled ? 

‘Your great writers say that rehgion must be founded upon 
Love, which is Sacrifice, vet not, I think, upon sacrifices made 
after this fashion, for he who thus sacrifices himself, does it 
but for his own ends of the moment, thinking not of the 
future If he did, he would not marry ! 

‘Therefore, of all foolish and permmous things, love 1s the 
very worst, and virtuc, which is but a buttress built to the 
edifice, is of small acount Women, I take it, make after 
chastity merely because it suits the whim of men that they 
should do so, so that whether she be chaste or no, whether in 
heart or act, every woman pretends so to be, it she in any way 
can, and thus is the seeking after virtue but an engine for 
hypocrisy, and the cause of many troubles 

‘I have not gone into this matter so tar as I would, there 
being dithculties in the way. nor cin I LE confess understand 
that which vou call love Yet Eaim well assured that itis but a 
word meaning many things, and that the world wire better 
could this love be done way with altogether 

‘Therefore, that the world may be md of this trouble, | 
think I would have it that you bred men even as now you 
breed animals, setting aside che healthiest women for breeding 
the race, not allowing the others to marry save they might 
care. or be able. to nse to a umon fice trom lust, hving 
together in platon friendship Then would the world be 
higher and better, then would women be fit tor to worship, 
and the teeble and delat) would cease to be boin 

"Yer, I doubt if this shall be, save that there be one to lead 
you, for men must have to worship a woman all pure and all 
lovely, one above all earthly women Such 1 one am I, 
therefore if vou would worship and vou must worship 
something - then bow and worship me! 

‘Twas not born as you were, worship me, and J] will be 
your goddess ` 

She ceased More she might not have said On every hand, 
trom all that vast assemblage, rose vores ot protest, loud and 
continued, a roar of execration and of scorn, as the people 
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sprang to their feet calling out this thing and that Here, one 
cried, ‘Blasphemy,’ while another answered him that it was 
time to have a new creed, since the old were worn so thread- 
bare, and the most shouted out that she was mad 

And while they yet wrangled, cheering and blaming, Stella 
passed swiftly behind the great black curtains that overhung 
the back of the plattorm, and vanished from thur sight 


The Surgeon’s Experiment 


By W.C. MORROW 


The Surgeon's Fxpernnment which appeared m a popular 
American periodical, The Argonaut, on October 15. 1887, bas 
been described as the first short story to utilise the same 
theme as Frankenstein without the actual name This tale 
about a scientific experimenter who revwes the headless corpse 
of a sunade by affixing a steel bead, was certamly gruesome 
reading for the magazine's refined readership, and there 1s 
evidence that a number of readers complamed, while others 
actually cancelled their subscrtptions on the grounds that if 
thts was what the editor u as planning to print m the future 
they wanted no more of it Certamly, nothing so horrid 
appeared again in the pages of The Argonaut 

Lhe author of the story, William Chambers Morrow (185 3- 
1923). probably enjoyed this furore for he was a man with a 
sense of fun and was a much travelled writer and journalist. 
(part from books on widely differing topics like Bohemian 
Paris of Today (r900) and Lentala ot the South Seas (1908) be 
also penned a number of weird tales imduding The Hero of 
the Plague, The Inmate of the Dungeon and The Resurrection 
of Litle Wang Ter all of which were collected into a nou 
rare volume entitled The Ape. The Idiot and Other People, 
published in Philadelphia in 1897. In the followimg story, 
WC. Morrow builds an atmosphere of mounting suspense 
and presents a final denouement that has since been imitated 
frequently by the makers of horror films — not least of all, 
those producmny sequels to the Frankenstein saga 
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A young man of refined appearance, but evidently suffering 
great mental distress, presented himself one morning at the 
residence of a singular old man, who was known as a surgeon 
of remarkable skill. The house was a queer and primitive 
brick affair, entirely out of date, and tolerable only in the 
decayed part of the aty in which it stood. It was large, 
gloomy, and dark, and had long corridors and dismal rooms, 
and it was absurdly large for the small family — man and wife 
- that occupied it. The house described, the man 1s portrayed 
- but not the woman He could be agreeable on occasion, but, 
for all that, he was but animated mystery Elis wife was weak, 
wan, reticent, evidently miserable, and possibly hving a life of 
dread or horror — perhaps witness of repulsive things, subject 
of anxieties, and yiutim of fear and tyranny, but there is a 
great deal of guessing in these assumptions He was about 
sixty-five vears of age and she about forty He was Jean, rall, 
and bald, with thin, smooth-shaven face, and very keen eyes, 
she kept always at home, and was slovenly The man was 
strong, the woman weak, he dominated, she suffered. 

Although he was a surgeon of rare skill, his practice was 
almost nothing, for it was a rare occurrence that the fow who 
knew of his great ability were brave enough to penetrate the 
gloom of his house, and when they did so it was with a deat 
ear turned to sundry ghoulish stories that were whispered 
concerning him These were, in great part, but exaggerations 
of his experiments in vivisection, he was devoted to the 
science of surgery 

The young man who presented himselt on the morning just 
mentioned was a handsome fellow, vet of evident weak charac 
ter and unhealthy temperament — sensitive, and casily exaltcd 
or depressed 4 single glance convinced the surgeon that his 
visitor was seriously atfected in mind, for there was never a 
bolder skull-grin of melancholia, hxed and irremediable. 

A stranger would not have suspected any occupancy of the 
house. The street door old, warped, and blistered by the sun 
- was locked, and the small, faded-green window-hlinds were 
dlosed. The young man rapped at the door. No answer He 
rapped again Sull no sign He examined a shp of paper, 
glanced at the number on the house, and then, with the 
impatience of a child, he furiously kicked the door. There 
were signs of numerous other such kicks. A response came in 
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the shape of a shuffling footstep in the hall, a turning of the 
rusty key, and a sharp face that peered through a cautious 
opening in the door. 

‘Are you the doctor” asked the young man. 

‘Yes, yes! Come in,’ briskly replied the master of the house. 

The young man entered. The old surgeon closed the door 
and carefully locked it. ‘This way,’ he said, advancing to a 
rickety flight of stairs. The young man followed. The surgeon 
led the way up the stairs, turned into a narrow, musty smelling 
corridor at the left, traversed it, rattling the loose boards 
under his feet, at the farther end opened a door at the mght, 
and beckoned his visitor to enter The young man found 
himself in a pleasant room, furnished in antique fashion and 
with hard simplicity 

‘Sit down,” said the old man, placing a chair so that tts 
occupant should face a window that looked out upon a dead 
wall about six feet from the house He threw open the blind, 
and a pale hight entered He then seated himself near his 
visitor and directly facing him and with a searching look, 
that had all the power of a microscope he proceeded to 
diagnosticate the case 

‘Well? he presently asked 

The young man shifted uneasily in his seat 

‘T IT have come to see you,’ he finally stammered, ‘because 
Pm in trouble ’ 

‘Ah yY 

‘Yes, you see, I that is — l have given it up ° 

‘Aht There was pity addid to sympathy in the ejaculation. 

‘That’s at Given it up,’ added the visitor He took from his 
pocket a roll of banknotes, and with the utmost deliberanon 
he counted them out upon his knee ‘Five thousand dollars,’ 
he calmly remarked ‘That is for you It’s all I have, but I 
presume ~- | imagine no, that is not the word - assume - 
yes, that’s the word assume that five thousand - 15 it really 
that much? Let me count’ He counted again ‘Thar five 
thousand dollars 1s a sufficient fee for what I want you to 
do’ 

The surgeon's lips curled pityingly — perhaps disdainfully 
also. ‘What do you want me to do ” he carelessly inquired. 

The young man rose, looked around with a mysterious aur, 
approached the surgeon, and laid the money across his knee. 
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Then he stooped and whispered two words ın the surgeon’s 
ear. 

These words produced an electric effect. The old man 
started violently, then, springing to his feet, he caught his 
visitor angrily, and transfixed him with a look that was as 
sharp as a knife. His eyes flashed, and he opened his mouth to 
give utterance to some harsh imprecation, when he suddenly 
checked himself. The anger left his face, and only pity re- 
mained. He relinquished his grasp, picked up the scattered 
notes, and offering them to the visitor, slowly said. 

‘I do not want your money. You are simply foolish. You 
think you are in trouble. Well, you do not know what trouble 
is. Your only trouble is that you have not a trace of manhood 
in your nature. You are merely insane — I shall not say 
pusillanimous. You should surrender yourself to the authort- 
tres, and be sent to a lunatic asylum for proper treatment.’ 

The young man keenly felt the intended insult, and his eyes 
flashed dangerously. 

‘You old dog — you insult me thus” he cried ‘Grand airs, 
these, you give yourself! Virtuously indignant, old murderer, 
you! Don’t want my money, ch? When a man comes to you 
himself and wants it done, vou fly into a passion and spurn 
his money, but let an enemy of his come and pay you, and 
you are only too willing. How many such yobs have you done 
in this miserable old hole? It is a good thing for you that the 
police have not run you down, and brought spade and shovel 
with them. Do you know what is said of you? Do you think 
you have kept your windows so closely shut that no sound 
has ever penetrated beyond them? Where do you keep your 
infernal implements ?’ 

He had worked himself into a high passion. His vore was 
hoarse, loud, and rasping. His eyes, bloodshot, started from 
their sockers. His whole frame twitched, and his fingers 
writhed. But he was in the presence of a man infinitely his 
superior. Two eyes, like those ot a snake, burned two holes 
through him. An overmastering, inflexible presence contronted 
one weak and passionate. The result came. 

“Sit down,’ commanded the stern voice of the surgeon. 

It was the voice of father to child, of master to slave. Che 
ds left che visitor, who, weak and overcome, fell upon a 
chair. 
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Meanwhile, a peculiar light had appeared ın the old sur- 
geon’s face, the dawu of a strange idea, a gloomy ray, strayed 
from the fires of the bottomless pit, the baleful light that 
umaines the way of the enthustast. [he old man remained a 
moment in profound abstraction, gleams of cager intelligence 
bursting momentarily through the cloud of sombre meditation 
that covered his face Then broke the broad hght of a deep, 
impenetrable determinanon. There was something sinister in 
it, suggesting the sacrifice of something held sacred After a 
struggle, mind had vanquished conscience 

faking a piece of paper and a penal, the surgeon carefully 
wrote answers to questions which he pcremptorily addressed 
to his visitor, such as his name, age, place of residence, 
occupation, and the hike, and the same inquiries concerning 
his parents, together with other particular m utters 

‘Does anyone know you cime to this house *” he asked 

‘No? 

‘You smete it? 

‘Yes! 

‘But vour prolonged absence wall Cause arm and lead to 
search 

‘Thave provided against that 

How ” 

‘By depositing a note inthe post as Toime dong, announc- 
Ing my intenuon to drown myself’ 

‘The nver wall be dragged ° 

‘Whit then?’ asked the voung man, shrugging his shoulders 
with careless indifference Rapid undercurrent, vou know A 
good many ure never found ` 

There was a pause 

‘Are you ready ? finally asked the surgeon 

‘Perfectly ` The answer was cool ind determined 

Phe manner of the surgeon. however, showed much pertur- 
bation The pallor thur had come into his tace at the moment 
hts decision was formed became intense A nervous tremulous- 
ness came over his frame Above it all shone the light of 
enthusiasm 

‘Have you a chore in the method ” he asked 

‘Yes, extreme anaesthesia ’ 

‘With what agent?’ 

“The surest and quickest `° 
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‘Do you desire any — any subsequent disposition ?” 

‘No, only nullification, simply a blowing out, as of a 
candle in the wind, a puff — then darkness, without a trace A 
sense of your own safety mav suggest the method I leave it to 
you ’ 

‘No delivery to vour triends ?’ 

‘None whatever ’ 

Another pause 

‘Did you sav you are quite ready ” asked the surgeon 

‘Quite ready ' 

‘And pertectly willing ” 

‘Anxious ` 

‘Then wait a moment ` 

With this request the old surgeon rose to his feet and 
stretched himself Then with the stealthiness of a cat he 
opened the door and peered into the hall, listening intently 
There was no sound He softly closed the door and locked it 
Then he closed the window blinds ind locked them This 
done, he opened a door leading into an adjoining room, 
which, though tt had no window, was lighted by means ot a 
small skyhght The young man watched closely A stringe 
change had come over him While his determination had nor 
one whit lessened, a look of great relief came into his tace, 
displacing the haggard, despairing look of a half hour before 
Melancholte then, he was ecstatic now 

The opening of the second door disclosed a curious sight 
In the centre of the room, directly under the skylight, was an 
operating table, such 1s 15 used by demonstrators of anatomy 
A glass cise against the wall held surgical instruments of 
every kind Hanging in another case were human skelctons of 
various sizes In sealed jars, arranged on shelves, were mon 
scrositics Of divers kinds preserved in alcohol There were 
also, among innumerable other articles scattered about the 
room, a manikin, a stuffed cat, a desiccated human heart, 
plaster casts of various parts of the body, numeraus charts, 
and a large assortment of drugs and chemicals There was 
also a lounge, which could be opened to form a couch The 
surgeon opened it and moved the operating table aside, giving 
its place to the lounge 

‘Come tn,” he called to his visitor 

The young man obeyed without the least hesitation 
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‘Take off your coat’ 

He complied. 

‘Lie down on thar lounge ’ 

In a moment the young man was stretched at full length, 
eyeing the surgeon The latter undoubtedly was suffering 
under great excitement, but he did not waver, his movements 
were sure and quick Selecting a bottle containing a liquid, he 
carefully measured out a certain quantity While doing this he 
asked ‘Have you ever had any irregularity of the heart >’ 

‘No ' 

The answer was prompt, but it was immediately followed 
by a quizzical look in the speaker’s face 

‘I presume,’ he added, ‘vou mean by vour question that it 
might be dangerous to give me a certain drug Under the 
urcumstances, however, I fail to see any relevancy in your 
question ’ 

This cook the surgeon aback, but he hastened to explain 
that he did not wish to inflict unnecessary pain, and hence his 
question 

He placed the glass on 1 stand approached his visitor, and 
carefully examined his pulse 

‘Wondertul! he exclammed 

“Why ?” 

“Itas pertectly normal ` 

‘Because F am wholly resigned Indeed, it has been long 
since I knew such happiness It is not iceive, but infinitely 
sweet | 

‘You have no lingering desire to retrace? 

‘None whatever ’ 

fhe surgeon went to the stand and returned with the 
draught 

"Take this ` he said, kindly 

The young man partially raised himself and took the glass 
in his hand He did not show the vibratuion of a single nerve 
He drank the liquid, dr umng the last drop Phen he returned 
the glass with a smile 

‘Thank you, he said, ‘vou are the noblest man that lives. 
May you always prosper and be happy! You are my benetac- 
tor, my liberator Bless you, bless you! You reach down from 
your seat with the gods and hft me up into glorious peace and 
rest. I love you [love you with all my heart" 
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These words, spoken earnestly in a musical, low voice, and 
accompanied with a smile of ineffable tenderness, pierced the 
old man’s heart. A suppressed convulsion swept over him; 
intense anguish wrung his vitals; perspiration trickled down 
his face. The young man continued to smile. 

‘Ah, it does me good” said he. 

The surgeon, with a strong effort to control himself, sat 
down upon the edge of the lounge and took his visitor’s wrist, 
counting the pulse. 

‘How long will it take ” che young man asked. 

‘Ten minutes. Two have passed.’ The voice was hoarse. 


‘Ah, only eight minutes more! ... Delictous, delirious! | 
feel it coming ... What was that? ... Ah, I understand. Musi 
... Beautifull... Coming, coming ... Is that - that - water? 
... Prickhing ? Dripping ? Doctor! 

‘Well?’ 

‘Thank you, ... thank you... Noble man, . my saviour, 
... my bene... bene... factor. Trickling, .. trickling ... 
Dripping. dripping ... Doctor" 

Well”? 

‘Doctor! 

‘Past hearing,’ muttered the surgeon. 

‘Doctor! 


‘And blind.’ 

Response was made by a hrm grasp of the hand. 

‘Doctor! 

‘And numb.’ 

‘Doctor? 

The old man watched and waited. 

‘Dripping, ... drapping ’ 

The last drop had run. There was a sigh, and nothing 
more. 

The surgeon laid down the hand. 

‘The first step” he groaned, rising to his feet, then his 
whole frame dilated. “The first step the most dithcult, yet 
the simplest. A providential delivery into my hands of that tor 
which | have hungered for forty years. No withdrawal now! 
Itas possible, because scientific; rational, but perilous. If | 
succeed - if? I shull succeed. I will succeed ... And after 
success - what? ... Yes; what? Publish the plan and the 
result? The gallows ... So long as if shall exist, ... and I exist, 
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the gallows. That much. But how account for its presence? 
Ah, that pinches hard! I must trust to the future ’ 

He tore himself from the reverie and started 

‘L wonder if she heard or saw anything.’ 

With that reflection he cast a glance upon the form on the 
lounge, and then left the room, locked the door, locked also 
the door of the outer room, walked down two or three 
corridors, penetrated to a remote part of the house, and 
rapped at a door It was opened by his wife He, by this tıme, 
had regained complete mastery over himself 

‘I thought I heard someone in the house just now,’ he satd, 
‘but [can find no one ’ 

‘T heard nothing.’ 

He was greatly relieved 

‘I did hear someone knock at the door less than an hour 
ago,’ she resumed, ‘and heard you speak, | think Did he come 
m?’ 

‘No! 

The woman glanced at his feet and secmed perplexed 

‘Tam almost certain, she said, ‘that l heard foot falls in the 
house, and vet {see that you are wearing slippers ’ 

‘Oh, Thad on my shoes then? 

‘That explains i, said the woman, satished, ‘I think the 
sound you heard must have been caused by rats’ 

‘Ah, that was it? exclaimed the surgeon Leaving, he closed 
the door, reopened it, and said, ‘1 do not wish to be disturbed 
today ° He said to himself, as he went down the hall, ‘All is 
clear there ` 

He returned to the room in which his visitor lay, and made 
a careful examination 

‘Splendid specimen’ he satth exclaimed, ‘every organ 
sound, evety function perfect, fine, large frame, well-shaped 
muscles, strong and sinewy, capable of wonderful develop- 
ment - af given opportumity I have no doubt it can be 
done Already l have succeeded with a dog. - a task less 
ditficule than this, for in a man the cerebrum overlaps the 
cerebellum, which is not the case with a dog. This gives a 
wide range for accident, with but one opportumity in a hfe- 
time! In the cerebrum, the intellect and the affections, in the 
cerebellum, the senses and the motor torces, in the medulla 
oblongata, control uf the diaphragm. In these two latter lie all 
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the essentials of simple existence. The cerebrum ts merely an 
adornment, that 1s to say, reason and the affections are 
almost purely ornamental 1 have already proved it My dog, 
with its cerebrum removed, was diot, but it retained tts 
physical senses to a certain degree ’ 

While thus ruminating he made careful preparations He 
moved the couch, replaced the operating-table under the sky- 
hight, selected a number of surgical instruments, prepared 
certain drug-mixtures, and arranged water, towels, and all the 
accessories of a tedious surgical operation Suddenly he burst 
into laughter. 

‘Poor fool” he exclaimed ‘Paid me five thousand dollars to 
kill him! Didn’t have the courage to snuff his own candle! 
Singular, singular, che queer freaks these madmen have! You 
thought you were dying, poor idiot! Allow me to inform you, 
sir, that you are as much alive at this moment as ever you 
were in your life But it will be all rhe same to you You shall 
never be more conscious than you are now, and for all 
practical purposes, so far as thev concern you, you are dead 
henceforth, though you shall hve By the way, how should 
you feel without a bead? Ha, ha, ha! But that’s a sorry 
joke `’ 

He lifted the unconscious form trom the lounge and laid ıt 
upon the operating-table 


About three years afterwards the following conversation 
was held befween a captain of police and a detective 

‘She may be insane,” suggested the captain 

‘I think she is ° 

‘And yet you credit her story " 

‘Ido’ 

Singular’ 

‘Not at all I myself have learned something ` 

‘What!’ 

‘Much, in one sense, little, in another You have heard 
those queer stories of her husband Well, they are all nonsens: 
cal — probably with one exception He 1s generally a harmless 
old fellow, but peculiar He has performed some wonderful 
surgical operations The people in his neighbourhood are 
ignorant, and they fear him and wish to be rid of him, hence 
they tell a great many lies about him, and they come to 
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believe their own stories. The one important thing that } have 
learned 1s that he is almost insanely enthusiastic on the 
subject of surgery ~ especially experimental surgery; and with 
an enthusiast there 1s hardly such a thing as a scruple. It ts 
this that gives me confidence in the woman’s story.” 

‘You say she appeared to be frightened ” 

‘Doubly so — first, she feared that her husband would learn 
ot her betrayal of him, second, the discovery itself had terrified 
her.’ 

‘But her report of this discovery 1s very vague,’ argued the 
captain. ‘He conceals everything from her. She 1s merely 
guessing.’ 

‘In part — yes; m other part no She heard the sounds 
distinctly, though she did not see clearly. Horror closed her 
eyes What she thinks she saw ts, I admit, preposterous, but 
she undoubtedly saw something extremely frightful. There are 
many peculiar little circumstances He has eaten with her but 
few times during the last three years, and nearly always 
carnes his food to his private rooms She savs that he either 
consumes an enormous quantity, throws much away, or as 
teeding something that eats prodigiously He explains this to 
her by saying that he has animals with which he expcriments. 
This is not true Again, he always keeps the door to these 
rooms carefully locked, and not only that, bur he has had the 
doors doubled and otherwise strengthened, and has heavily 
barred a window that looks from one of the rooms upon a 
dead wall a few teer distant ’ 

‘What does it mean?” asked the captain 

‘A prison. 

‘kor animals, perhaps.’ 

‘Certainly not’ 

‘Why > 

‘Because, in the first place, cages would have been better; 
in the second place, the security that he has provided ts 
infimtely greater than that required tor the conhnementr of 
ordinary animals ` 

‘All this 1s easily explained he has a violent lunatic under 
treatment,’ 

‘Thad thought of that, but such is not the tact.’ 

‘How do you know ?” 

‘By reasoning thus: He has always refused to treat cases of 
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lunacy, he confines himself to surgery, the walls are not 
padded, for the woman has heard sharp blows upon them, no 
human strength, however morbid, could possibly require such 
resisting strength as has been provided, he would not be 
likely to conceal a lunatic’s confinement from the woman, no 
lunatic could consume all the food that he provides, so 
extremely violent mania as these precautions indicate could 
not continue three years, if there is a lunatic in the case ıt 19 
very probable that there should have been communication 
with someone outside concerning the patient, and there has 
been none, the woman has listened at the keyhole and has 
heard no human vone within, and last, we have heard the 
woman's vague description of what she saw ’ 

‘You have destroyed every possible theory,’ said the captain. 
deeply interested, ‘and have suggested nothing new ’ 

‘Untortunately, I cannot, but the truth may be very simple, 
after all The old surgeon 1s so peculiar that I am prepared to 
discover something remarkable ` 

‘Have vou suspicions ?° 

‘T have’ 

‘Ot what?’ 

ʻA crime The woman suspects it ’ 

‘And betrays it?’ 

‘Certainly, because it 1s so hornble that her humanity 
revolts, so terrible that her whole nature demands of her that 
she hand over the criminal to the law, so fnghtful that she 1s 
in mortal terror, so awful that it has shaken her mind ° 

‘What do you propose to do ” asked the captain 

‘Secure evidence I may need help’ 

‘You shall have all the men vou require Go ahead, but be 
careful You are on dangerous ground You would be a mere 
plaything ın the hands of that man ` 

Two days afterwards the detective again sought the 
captain 

‘I have a queer document,’ he said, exhibiung tørn frag 
ments of paper, on which there was writing ‘Ihe woman 
stole ıt and brought it to me She snatched a handful out of a 
book, getting only a part of each of a few leaves ° 

These fragments, which the men arranged as best they 
could, were (the detective explained) torn by the surgeon’s 
wife from the first volume of a number of manuscript books 
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which her husband had written on one subject - the very one 
that was the cause of her excitement ‘About the ume that he 
began a certain experiment three years ago,’ continued the 
detective, ‘he removed everything from the suite of two rooms 
containing his study and his operating-room. In one of the 
bookcases that he removed to a room across the passage was 
a drawer, which he kept locked, but which he opened from 
ume to time As ts quite common with such pieces of furniture, 
the lock of the drawer is a very poor one, and so the woman, 
while making a thorough search yesterday, found a key on 
her bunch that fitted this lock She opened the drawer, drew 
out the bottom book of a pile (so thar its mutilation would 
more likely escape discovery), saw that it might contain a 
clue, and tore out a handful of the leaves She had barely 
replaced the book, locked the drawer, and made her escape 
when her husband appeared He hardly ever allows her to be 
out of his sight when she is in thit part of the house ’ 

The fragments read as follows ‘ the motory nerves | 
had hardly dared to hope for such 1 result, although inductive 
reasommng had convinced me of its possibilty, my only doubt 
having been on the score of my lick of skill Their operation 
has been only shghth impaired, and even this would not have 
been the case had the operation been pertormed im intancy, 
betore the intellect had sought ind obtained recognition as an 
essential part of the whole Therefore 1} state, 1s a proved tact, 
that the cells of the motory nerves have inherent forces 
sufhaent to the purposes of those nerves But hardly so wath 
the sensory nerves These latter are, in fact, in oftshoot of the 
former, evolved from them by natural (though not essential) 
heterogeneity, and to a certam extent are dependent on the 
evolution and expansion of a contumporancous tendency, that 
developed into mentahty, or mental function Both of these 
latter tendencies, these cvolvements, are merely refinements of 
the motory system, and not independent enuties, that 1s to 
say, they are the blossoms of a plant that propagates from its 
roots. [he motory system is the first nor am I surprised 
that such prodigious muscular energy is developing. It proni- 
ises vet to surpass the wildest dreams of human strength 1 
account for it thus The powers of assimilation had reached 
their full development They had formed the habit of doing a 
certain amount of work. They sent their products to all parts 
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of the system As a result of my operation the consumption of 
these products was reduced fully one-half, that 15 to say, 
about one-half of the demand for them was withdrawn But 
force of habit required the production to proceed This produc- 
tion was strength, vitality, energy. Thus double the usual 
quantity of this strength, this energy, was stored tn the remain- 
ing. . developed a tendency that did surprise me Nature, no 
longer suffering the distraction of extraneous interferences, 
and at the same time being cut in two (as it were), with 
reference to this case, did not fully adjust herself to the new 
situation, as does a magnet, which, when divided at the point 
of equilibrium, renews itself in its two fragments by investing 
each with opposite poles, but, on the contrary, being severed 
from laws that theretofore had controlled her, and possessing 
still that mysterious tendency to develop into something more 
potennal and complex, she blindly (having lost her lantern) 
pushed her demands for material that would secure this 
development, and as blindly used it when it was given her 
Hence this marvellous voracity, this insatiable hunger, this 
wondertul ravenousness, and hence also (there bang nothing 
but the physical part to receive this vast storing of energy) this 
strength that is becoming almost hourly herculcan, almost 
daily appalling It ıs becoming a serious Narrow escape 
today By some means, while I was absent it unscrewed the 
stopper of the silver feeding pipe (which I have already herein 
termed “the artifwial mouth’), and, in one of its curious 
antics, allowed all the chyle to escape trom its stomach 
through the tube Its hunger then became intense I may say 
furious I placed my hands upon it to push it into a chur, 
when, feeling my touch, it caught me, clasped me around the 
neck, and would have crushed me to death instantly had I not 
slipped from its powerful grasp [hus I always had to be on 
my guard I have provided the screw stopper with a spring 
catch, and usuilly docile when not hungry, slow and 
heavy in its movements, which are, of course, purely uncon 
scious, any apparent excitement in movement being due to 
local irregularities in the blood supply of the cerebellum, 
which, tf E did not have it enclosed in a silver case that is 
immovable, I should expose and 
The captain looked at the detective with a puzzled air 
‘LT don’t understand it at all,’ said he 
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‘Nor I,” agreed the detective. 

‘What do you propose to do ” 

‘Make a raid.’ 

‘Do you want a man?’ 

‘Three. The strongest men in your district ’ 

‘Why, the surgeon is old and weak" 

‘Nevertheless, I want three strong men, and for that matter, 
prudence really advises me to take twenty ’ 


At one o'clock the next morning a cautious, scratching sound 
might have been heard im the ceiling of the surgeon’s 
operating-room. Shortly afterwards the skylight sash was care- 
fully raised and laid aside A man peered into the opening 
Nothing could be heard 

‘Thats singular. thought the detective 

He cannously lowered himself to the floor by a rope, and 
then stood for some moments listening intently There was a 
dead silence He shot the slide of a dark lantern, and rapidly 
swept the room with the hght It was bare, with the exception 
of a strong iron staple and ring, screwed to the floor in the 
centre of the room, with a heavy chain attached The detective 
then turned his attention to the outer room, it was perfectly 
bare He was deeply perplexed Returning to the inner room, 
he called softly to the men to descend While they were thus 
occupied he re entered the outer room and examined the 
door A glance sufficcd Tr was kept closed by a spring 
attachment, and was locked with a strong spring lock that 
could be drawn from the inside 

‘The bird has just flown,’ mused the detective ‘A singular 
accident! The discovery and proper use of this thumb bolt 
might not have happened once in fifty vears, it my theory ts 
correct.’ 

By this ime the men were behind him He norselessly drew 
the spring-bolt, opened the door, and looked out into the hall 
He heard a peculiar sound. It was as though a gigantic lobster 
was floundering and scrambling in some distant part of the 
old house Accompanying this sound was a loud, whistling 
breathing, and frequent rasping gasps. 

These sounds were heard by sull another person — the 
surgeon’s wife, for they originated very near her rooms, 
which were a considerable distance from her husband’s She 
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had been sleeping lightly, tortured by fear and harassed by 
frightful dreams. The conspiracy into which she had recently 
entered, for the destruction of her husband, was a source of 
great anxiety She constantly suffered from the most gloomy 
forebodings, and lived in an atmosphere of terror Added to 
the natural horror of her situanon were those countless sources 
of fear which a fright shaken mind creates and then magoshcs 
She was, indeed, in a pitiable state, having been driven first by 
terror to desperation, and then to madness 

Startled thus our of fittul slumber by the noise at her door, 
she sprang from her bed to the floor, every terror that lurked 
in her acutely tense mind ind diseased imaginanion starting up 
and almost overwhelming her The idea of Hight one of the 
strongest of all instincts seized upon her, and she ran to the 
door, beyond all control of reason She drew the bolt and 
flung the door wide open, and then fled wildly down the 
passage, the appalling hissing and rasping gurgle ringing in 
her ears apparently with 1 thousandfold intensity But the 
passage wis in absolute darkness, ind she hid not taken a 
half dozen steps when she tripped upon an unseen object on 
the floor She tell headlong upon tt, encountering in tt a large, 
soft, warm substance that writhed and squirmed, and from 
which came the sounds that had awakened heir Insrantls 
realising her situation, she uttered a shrick such as only an 
unnameable terror can inspire But hardly had her cry started 
the echoes in the empty corridor when it was suddenly sufled 
Two prodigious arms had closed upon her and crushed the 
life out of her 

The cry performed the office of directing the detective ind 
his assistants, and it also aroused the oid surgeon who 
occupied rooms between the officers and the object of their 
search The cry of agony pierced him to the marrow, and a 
realisation of the cause of at burst upon him with frightful 
force 

‘It has come at last” he gasped, springing trom hig bed 

Snatching from a table a dimlv-burning lamp and a long 
knife which he had kept at hand for three years, he dashed 
into the corridor The four officers had already started for 
ward, but when they saw him emerge they halted in silence 
In that moment of stillness the surgeon paused to listen He 
heard the hissing sound and the clumsy floundering of a 
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bulky, living object in the direction of his wife’s apartments. 
It evidently was advancing towards him A turnin the corridor 
shut out the view He turned up the light, which revealed a 
ghastly pallor in his face 

‘Wife! he called 

There was no response He hurnedly advanced, the four 
men followimg quietly He turned the angle of the corridor, 
and ran so rapidly that by the time the officers had come in 
sight of him again he was twenty steps away He ran past a 
huge, shapeless object, sprawling, crawling, and floundering 
along, and arrived at the body ot his wife 

He gave one horrified glance at her face, and staggered 
away Then a fury seized him Clutching the knite firmly, and 
holding the lamp alott, he sprang towards the ungainly object 
in the corridor It was then that the officers, sull ady anung 
cautiously, saw a little more clearly, though sull indistinctly, 
the object of the surgeon’s fury, and the cause ot the look of 
unutterable anguish im his face The hideous sight caused 
them to pause [hey saw whit appeared to be 1 man, yet 
evidently was not a man, huge, awkward, shapeless, a squirm- 
ing. lurching, stumbling miss, completely naked It raised its 
broad shoulders H bad no bead, but instead of it a small 
metalle ball surmounting its massive neck 

‘Devil? exclaimed the surgeon, r using the knite 

‘Hold, there" comm inded a stern vone 

The surgeon quickly rused his eyes and saw the tour 
officers, and for a moment fear paralysed his um 

‘The poher" he gasped 

Phen, with a look of redoubled fury, he sent the katte to 
the hile into the squirming mass before him The wounded 
monster sprang to its feet and wildly threw its arms about, 
meanwhile emitung tearful sounds from a silver tube through 
Which it breathed The surgeon aimed another blow, but 
never pave it In his bhnd tury he lost bis caunon, and was 
caught in an iron grisp [he struggle threw the lamp same 
feet towards the officers, and it fell ro the floor, shattered to 
pieces Simultaneously with the crash the oil took fire, and the 
corridor was filled with flame The ofhcers could not ap 
proach Before them was the spreading blaze, and secure 
behind it were two forms struggling in a fearful embrace 
They heard cries and gasps, and saw the gleaming of a knite 
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The wood in the house was old and dry. It took fire at 
once, and the Hames spread with great rapidity. The four 
officers turned and fled, barely escaping with their lives. In an 
hour nothing remained of the mysterious old house and its 
inmates but a blackened ruin. 


Some Experiments 


With A Head 


By DICK DONOVAN 


lwo years after the publication of The Surgeon’s Experiment, 
an Lnglsh writer effectively reversed the theme by 
concentrating on the udea of keeping a disembodied head alive 
with the ud of electricity. The author, Dick Donovan, a 
prolific contributor to Victorian magazmes and newspapers, 
distilled a lifetime of travel m India, Asia America, Canada, 
Russa and Furope mto over iso books ranging from travel 
guides and Mistorical romances to spy stories and detective 
thrillers He was also a very proftcrent u riter of supernatural 
and horror tales, the best of whuh were collected im volumes 
suh as Stones Weird and Wondertul (1889) and Tales ot 
Terror 1899). 

Donovan, whose real name was Joyce L. Preston-Muddock 
(r8 42 fork), actually fied for five years m Suitzerland as 
correspondent to the Daily News in London Apart from 
editing and publishing Muddock’s Guide to Switzerland 
during his residency. be also wrote at least tiwo artules about 
the lwes of Byron and the Shelleys u hile they were liring on 
Lake Geneva collecting personal recollections from a number 
of the oldest mbhabitants. It is hardly surprising. therefore. 
that he should have been drawn to the Frankenstein theme 
and written bhis own vartation, Some Experiments With A 
Head subtitled, ‘Bemg a Record from the Papers of a Late 
Physuian’ - published m the Cormbhill Magazme im 1889. 
Interestingly, the theme was to be taken a step further by one 
of the leading Amernan twentieth century writers, Kurt Von- 
negut, Jr. as the reader will discover m Section I. 
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The following notes have reference to a time, now far off, 
alas' when I was a very young man, and imbued with an 
unquenchable desire for knowledge. I was an enthusiast, | 
freely admit, and there were some who called me a dreamer; 
but, if that 1s to be interpreted as meaning a visionary, I 
decline to admit that the term was applicable I had a profound 
love of science in all its branches, and in those fields of 
research which the scientist must conscientiously explore if he 
wishes to be accepted as a trustworthy guide, I diligently 
sought for demonstrable tacts Scientists may be divided into 
two very distinct classes, your men of theory and your men of 
practice I preferred to fall into the latter Category, and asked 
for proof of all chat was advanced It was this very trait in my 
character which led to the extraordinary incidents related in 
this paper 

Let me at once state that at the ume to which I refer I was a 
medical student, studying at the College de France in Paris 
My father before me had been an eminent member of the 
medical profession, and from the very earhest period of my 
existence I evinced a strong desire to tollow in his footsteps 
The consequence was that, by the tume I was twenty, | was 
studving hard in the French capital I had already passed 
several examinations with flying colours, and was looking 
forward to obtaining my diploma within the next two years 

Now, there was one subject that had always possessed for 
me almost fascinating interest, and I am free to contess that it 
absorbed a very great deal of my attention It was whether in 
cases of decapitation death was instantaneous My profes 
sional brethren will know that opinions on the subject have 
been much divided, but ‘instantaneous’ is an elastic term The 
coming and going of a flash of lightning 1s said to be instantane 
ous, and yet if occupies an appreuable space of time that 15 
capable of being accurately measured Now, the question that 
suggested itself to my mind was whether though hfe was 
extinguished in a space of time no longer than a flash of 
lightning takes to manifest itself, thar 1s, in the blinking of an 
eye, there was sull ume for introspection, retrospectton, and 
speculation? I was fully aware that the point involved was a 
peculiarly delicate one, and might be said to belong more to 
the domain of psychology rather than physiology. But ın 
considering the subject one could not ignore the experiences 


Some Experiments With A Head 265 


of those who had come within an ace of losing their lives by 
drowning. in well-authenticated instances the drowning 
person had ın an incredibly brief space of time traversed the 
whole record of his life, had recalled incidents of childhood 
long ago forgotten, and had even worked out speculatively 
what his friends would think of his death, how his affairs 
would be settled, and what would be the careers of his 
children - if he had any — ın the far off future In such brief 
moments the mind 1s capable of grasping an extraordinary 
range of subjects, past, present, and to come, and yet the 
duration of consciousness in such cases can hardly exceed, in 
the extremest limit, five minutes 

In dwelling upon these facts I asked myself whether the 
brain of a decapitated person was not capable of thought tor 
a period as correspondingly long as that «xperienced by a 
drowning man I was, of course, aware that some of the most 
eminent anatomists affirmed that the entire severance of the 
jugular vein, the carotid arteries, especially the internal carotid 
supplying the brain with blood, and the spinal cord (or main 
nerve track of the body), must produce absolutely instantane- 
ous death Bur I had the boldness to answer to this that 
‘instantaneousness” was capable of being measurcd as a space 
of ume, and such a space of time, to a dving man, was filled 
with potentialities that could not be ignored by the inquirer 
who had a due regard for minutia Nor could I forget the 
well authenticated case of an unfortunate victim of the Reign 
of Terror, whose head was seized by the executioner as soon 
as the guillotine had severed it, and as che man was in the act 
of holding tt up by the hair to the view of the crowd he saw 
the eyes turn upon him with such a look of anguish and 
unspeakable reproach that, with a cry of horror, he let the 
head fall and fled 

lhe professorial chair of anatomy in the College was filled 
by the celebrated Doctor Frangois Grassard, who had been a 
friend of my tather, and took a great interest in me He was 
pleased at times to discuss my tavourite subject with me, but 
his opinion was that cessation of thought and power of 
reflection was absolutely comcerdent with the severance of the 
neck, which, as every one knows, in the case of the guillotine 
is. as quick as the blinking of the eye. But then I took my stand 
upon that elasticity of the term instantaneous, and which, as I 
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have already urged, while counting for nothing i an ordinary 
way, might be much to a dying person, that 1s, a person dying 
by sudden and violent means 

On one occasion, after an argument with Doctor Grassard, 
I ventured to suggest that it might be possible to make some 
practical experiments with a view to substantiating or disprov- 
ing my argument. The doctor reflected for a little time, and 
then said 

‘Yes, I think ıt 15 possible, and such experiments can hardly 
tail to be deeply interesting, and even scientihcally valuable.’ 

It was not unl nearly a year after this that the opportunity 
for the suggested experiments occurred It happened that 
about this time Paris was startled by a wholesale butchery ot 
a peculiarly atrocious character In one of the wretched dens 
of the Rue des Cascades a man named Gaspard Thurreau 
hacked his wife, his mistress, and four children to pieces [he 
Ruc des Cascades is situated in the neighbourhood of St 
Denis, which ts perhaps one of the foulest spots to be found in 
anv city in the world 

It is not necessary to dwell upon the details of the crime, 
which, however, were peculiarly horrible even for Parts, but 
the criminal himself was altogethet a most remarkable min 
He had formerly been an analytical chemist, and was a man 
of high intellectual attainments In direct opposition, however, 
to the wishes of his friends and relations, he married a 
woman much below him in socal rank and one of very 
indifferent character Such a mesalhance was, of course, bound 
to bring misery and unhappiness Madame Thurreau had 1 
violent temper and a most jealous disposition The result was, 
the ill-matched couple led a cat and dog life fer vears At first 
the man struggled against his misfortunes, then he gave way 
to drink, and that brought the inevitable concomitant train ot 
evils He lost his position, his business, his honour, went from 
bad to worse, was deserted by all his relations, committed 
forgery, and served a long term of imprisonment On his 
release, he sank down to the lowest stratum of society, and, 
together with his wife and four children, found shelter in the 
dreadful Alsatia of St Dents. Here he formed a luson with a 
woman who lived under the same roof For a time the wife 
tolerated her rival, then the two women began to fight like 
wild cats until the feud ended in the awful tragedy. Thurreau, 
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inflamed with wine, went to his den one night, when both the 
women reviled and reproached him until, excited into a fit of 
frenzy, he slew them and his children. 

His history, such as I have sketched tt in outline, was 
gradnally unfolded at the trial, and, although he found some 
sympathisers, the weight of public opimion was decidedly 
against him There never was from the first a shadow of a 
doubt about his being the culprit The only question was 
whether, to thar verdict, the jury could not append the 
‘extenuating circumstances’ of which French juries are so 
fond, and which invariably saves the murderer’s head. But 
Thurreau’s crime was so revolting and barbarous that the 
‘extenuating cucumstances’ were left out, and the criminal 
was condemned to death without hope of reprieve As soon as 
Doctor Grassard heard of the sentence, he said to me 

‘Well, voung gentleman, [ think we shall at last be able to 
try out expermments, and, what is more, we shall have an 
unusually good subject ° 

l knew what he meant by ‘in unusually good subject’ 
Thurreau was a man of seriking physical mould From an 
anatomical point of view he was perfect, with a well-shaped 
head, firmly set on missive shoulders He was under forty, 
nd had never had anv disease. so that in such 1 man vitality 
would be verv strong, and there would be a corresponding 
tenacity of hle Apart from sheer physical attributes he was 
endowed with a keen intelligence and mental powers of a high 
order, though he had shown himself weak in one respect — 
that was in his mability to rise superior to his mustortunes 

Doctor Grassard’s position as one of the first anatomists in 
rince gave him great influence, so that he had no difficulty 
in obtaining permission from the authorities to visit the con- 
demned man He found rhurreau callous as to his fate, and 
holding views with regard to a tuture state which rendered 
him deaf to the vorc of spiritual consolation As a matter of 
tact, he absolutely and determinedly iefused to receive the 
prison or any other chaplain, though a day or two betore his 
execution he so far relented 15 to consent to see a priest, to 
whom he made confession 

It will be readily comprehended in what respects such a 
man was about as good a subject as could have been selected 
tor our purpose. With tact and delicacy, Doctor Grassard led 
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up to the purpose that had induced him to visit him, telling 
him that in che interest of science ıt was desired to make 
certain tests, with a view to endeavour to establish the precise 
moment when the death of the brain ensued atter decapitation 
With a grim smile Ihurreau said that as a chief actor in the 
experiments, he was pertectly willing to do all that he possibly 
could to further the ends of science But he wanted to know 
what part he was to play after he was beheaded He was told 
that what was desired of him was that at the moment when 
he was laid upon the plank with his neck under the knife, he 
should concentrate all his thoughts upon four questions that 
would be spoken into his ear These questions were 


Iı Are you in pain? 

2 Do you recognise those about you ? 

3 Do vou remember whit you have been guillotined tor ? 
4 Are you happy? 


The affirmative answer to these questions wis to be 1 single 
blink of the eyelids, the negative two Now, if consciousness 
remained for any appreaiable space of timc, there wis no 
reason why this motion of the cyelids should not be made, 
because the palpebra or eyclids arc dependent for their action 
on certain muscles known as the orbicular or cucular muscles 
and the let ators, palpebræ superiores, the muscles used to 
raise the upper cyelids, which would be quite uninjured struc 

turally The same remark apples to the muscles of the tye 
known as the recti, which ate six in number so that the eye 
might also be moved tf the will was there On that the whole 
question turned Would the will be there? By will I mcan 
consciousness These preliminaries having been settled, it now 
remained to make arrangements for carrving the experiments 
out, and in this we were aided in every possible way by the 
authorities, the matter, of course, being kept strictly secret In 
discussing these arrangements with Professor Grassard I took 
the liberty to express myself to the effect that af the brain 
could be kept at its normal temperature by the blood, con 

sciousness might be retained for many seconds if not minutes, 
and what we had to consider was how to prevent the tremen- 
dous drain of the vital fluid as soon as the severance was 
accomplished Naturally, with the cutting through of the great 
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veins and arteries the blood flowed away as water would flow 
from a reservoir if the banks were to burst, and what we had 
to do was to dam this flow. After some consideration Professor 
Grassard suggested that by plunging the bleeding surface into 
a basin of softened wax the end aimed at would be attained 

The month was November, and the morning of the execu- 
tion was as dismal as could be imagined All might long a 
drizzling rain had been falling, and a scarching, biting wind 
made the streets unbearable. To this fact, no doubt, was due 
the comparatively small crowd that had assembled 1n the 
Place de Ja Roquette, where the guillotine was erected The 
hideous machine of death had been placed within three yards 
of the door of the prison through which its victim would have 
ro pass on this his last yourney A corridor had been formed 
trom the door to the steps of the guillotine by putting up a 
canvas screen on each side [his had been done for our 
special convemence It had also been arranged that, instead of 
the basket which was to receive the head being placed on the 
scaffold in the usual way, some of the planks were cut, 
forming, 14 if were, a trap door, the basker being on the 
ground under the trap Consequently, after the execution the 
head could be taken out without the spectators having any 
knowledge of what was being done The authorities were also 
good enough to place at our disposal an ante-room just inside 
of the corridor of the prison, so that we had no difficulty 
whatever m completing our preparations, and being quite 
ready tor the cxciung moment 

As 16 well known, culprits condemned to death in France 
are never informed of the day of their execution until the very 
morning, and only then about an hour before the time It was 
six o'clock when the prefect, the governor of the prison, 
various officials, and a priest entered Thurreau’s cell, and, 
arousing him from a sound sleep, informed him that he had 
but an hour to live The wretched man received the announce 
ment with the mast pertect sung frord Then turning to the 
priest, who had approached him with a ctucihx, he bowed, 
and said, politely but firmly 

‘Monsieur, pardon me if I say I can dispense with vour 
services [ have never attempted to deny that | committed the 
crime, and now in this supreme hour, in your presence and 
the presence of these gentlemen, | confess that my hand, and 
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my hand alone, killed the women and the children. I am 
perfectly aware that by the Jaws of my country my life 1s 
forfeited, and the perfect yustness of my sentence I freely 
admit. But if such crimes as mine are to be visited with the 
wrath of heaven, | cannot hope to turn aside that wrath by a 
hurried prayer now that I am all but dead Therefore, mon 
sieur, I prav that you will leave me to my own reflections 
during the briet time left to me, for, as a matter of fact, [have 
pledged myself, so far as I can, to aid certain experiments that 
Professor Grassard ts desirous of catrving out ’ 

This speech at such a time will show that the culprit wis 
no ordinary man [he pricst, however, did not retire, but 
remained with the prisoner and accompamed him to the 
scattold, and there Thurrciu consented to press his lips to the 
cructhx that the good priest eatended to him 

As soon as ever the mournful procession had passed through 
the doorway, one of our hospital assistants followed with 2 
cn bow! halt tull of heated wax A cordon of gendarmes was 
drawn round the guillotine, and bevond them agun was a 
double line of mounted soldiers so that the crowds of people 
were kept 1long way oft 

Exactly three minutes after Thurreau had crossed the thresh 
old of the door he was lying on the plink Daylight hid 
scarcely yet begun to assert itself From the murky shy the 
drizzling rain sull descended, and awav to the caste there was 
an angry flush of red Ihe boom of the bell of Notre Dime, 
as it slowly tolled the hour ot seven, fell on our cars as rhe 
vleaming and fatal knife flashed down the wooden uprights in 
which it worked, and Thurreau’s head tdl into the basket on 
the pavement With extraordinary dexterity ind coolness the 
assistant caught it up, and set it with the neck downwards in 
the basin of wix, and then with agile movement he tushed 
into the room where we wuted for him [Phe tace of the 
culprit was then pertccrly natural in its colour and expression, 
but we noted that there was a slight twitching of the muscles 
ot the mouth 

The basin was set on a cable all ready prepared, and in the 
full rays of a strong light Then the Professor placed his lips 
close to the right ear, and in a clear, deliberate, resonant voice 


asked 


‘Are you in pain?” 


Some Experiments With A Head 271 


Instantly there were two distinct blinks of the eyelids. 

‘Do you recognize those about you ” was next asked. 

This tıme there was one blink. 

‘Do you remember what you have been guillotined for ?” 

One blink again, but now the muscular motion of the 
eyelid was perceptibly slower 

The last question was then put 

‘Are you happy ” 

With the utterance of the word ‘happy,’ Professor Grassard 
straightened himself up, and instantly the eyes, which were 
full open, and also quite natural in colour and expression, 
turned upon him The effect of this was thrilling, and certainly 
would have unnerved men who had not been braced up by an 
enthustastic love for science The Professor moved round the 
table slowly, describing the segment of a circle in his move- 
ment, and as he did so the eyes followed him Then suddenly 
we saw a film come over them, and the hds drooped, while 
the face assumed a bluish white unt, and there was a dropping 
of the lower jaw 

krom the time that the head was taken out of the basket to 
this change sctong in, exactly three minutes eight seconds had 
clapsed, as measured by a chronometer watch, so that there 
was consciousness of the brain for thit period after the head 
was severed from the body The proofs of this were beyond 
Ml question of possible doubt It may of course be stated with 
positiveness that this m a great measure, 1f not entrely so, 
was due to the hermetically sealing of the ends of the cut 
vessels by means of the wax We regretted exceedingly that an 
inswer by the sign of negation or affirmation, which had been 
agreed upon, had not been given to quesuon number four. It 
seemed probable that the question was understood, but instead 
of the motion of the eyelid, the eves themselves turned, 
following the movements of the Professor, and on discussing 
this subsequently we came to the conclusion thar it was due to 
Doctor Grassard rising from the bent position he had assumed 
while speaking into the ear, and naturally he regretted that he 
had altered his position so quickly The change in the face 
that then set in was probably due to the congesting of the 
sinuses, Which would at once deprive the brain of all sensibil- 
ity. In other words, the brain there and then died. This was 
the conclusion we arrived at, but nevertheless we resolved to 
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try what effect an electric current might have, though we were 
actuated more by curiosity than any absolute idea of results. 

We had provided ourselves with a small battery, and, 
laying bare the ganglion cervicale superius, a nerve centre in 
the neck, we sent a current through it, but the only effect 
produced was some twitching of the nerves of the face We 
therefore made a deep incision down on to the optic nerve 
behind the eye, and connecting the nerve with the positive 
pole of the battery, while the negative pole was applied to the 
base ot the anterior lobe of the brain, we turned on the 
current In a few seconds the face seemed to lose its bluish, 
waxen appearance, and become suftused with a warm flush as 
in life, the eyes lost their glassiness, and the eyelids their 
droop 

As we watched these phenomena with breathless interest 
we saw with amazement the eves move in a pertecdy natural 
way from oght to left and left to right Then Professor 
Grassard drew with his finger an imaginary line on a parallel 
axis to the eyes of the head, and the eyes slowly followed the 
motion of the finger 

Speaking tor myself, I contess to being positively startled by 
this unlooked tor result, for anything more weird or awful 
than the bodiless head rolling its eyes in counterfeit present 
ment of actual life could hardly be imagined by brain of man 
But the climax had not yet been reached, for the next moment 
the Professor brought his lips on a line with the right ear of 
the head, ahd in a clear, distinct voice said 

‘If you are conscious of what is being done, make that 
known to us by blinking your eyelids ’ 

I had been looking at the face intently as this was said, and 
I was now absolutely hornhed to observe that the evelids 
actually did blink I could endure no more I seemed to be 
suftocating I staggered to the door, flung it open, and, 
reaching the passage, fell down in a swoon 

When | recovered consciousness, Professor Grassard con 
veyed me to my residence in his carriage | saw that he was 
very grave and thoughrtul 

‘I think,’ he said quietly, as we neared our destination ‘I 
think our experiments went a little bevond what we intended, 
for we seem to have brought the dead to life again.’ 

‘Yes,’ E answered with a shudder, ‘and we have substanti 
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ated my theory, that the head of a human being may live for 
some minutes after its severance from the body; but nothing 
would ever induce me to undertake such experiments again.’ 


The New Frankenstein 


By E.E. KELI ETT 


The Victorian era saw the rise of a number of popular 
monthly maguzines that printed an erer increasing amount of 
well illustrated weird and horror stortes, including The Strind 
(which of course, first introduced Sherlock Holmes to the 
public), Windsor, Pall Mall and Pcarson’s - the latter playing 
a major role in promoting the embryo genre of Science Fiction 
by sertalising H G Wells’ most famous novels Pcarson’s, in 
fact developed a poly of running fantasy fiction and pub 
lished a variety of stories of this Rind all superbly illustrated 
by artists Ike Dudley Tennant Murray Smith Stanley | 
Wood, Cyrus Cuneo and Sidney Paget who earned even 
greater fame as the first illustrator of Sherlock Holmes cases 

Among the regular contributors to Pearson’s was I rnest 
Edward Kellett (1860-1933) another prolific journalist and 
fiction writer who could turn his hand to any current public 
interest Among his tales of fantasy were Self Haunted, Intima 
tions of Immortality und A Corner in Sleep which prottded 
the title for a collection of the best of his stories published in 
1900 The New Frankenstein (not to be confused with the 
earlier parody by William Magimn) in which an eccentric man 
of science creates a perfect woman who then becomes the 
object of desire of tuo implacable rwals, appeared in Pearson's 
in May 1899 Its enthusiastic reception made tt very clear that 
the appeal of the Frankenstein theme to both uriters and 
readers was all set to continue flourishing into the tu entieth 
century 
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‘Yes, said Arthur, ‘I feel very much inclined to try 1¢.’ 

The speaker, Arthur Moore, was a man whom I was proud 
to call my friend. Farly in hfe he had distinguished himself 
by many wonderful inventions When a boy he had adorned 
his bedroom with all sorts of curious mechanical contriv- 
ances pulleys for lifting unheard of weights, rat-traps which, 
by cunning devices, provided the captured animal with a 
silent and painless euthanasia, locomotives, which when once 
wound up, would run for a day, and numberless other treas- 
ures, which, 1f hardly useful or even ornamental, had yet the 
effect of inspiring the housemaid who made the bed, with a 
mortal terror of everything in the room As he grew older he 
lost none of his skill At the age of fifteen he had successfully 
emulated most of the feats of Vaucanson, his mechanical 
ducks gobbled and digested their food so naturally that even 
the famous scientist, the Rev Henry Forest, was for a 
moment taken in He had been to Oxford, but after a year of 
University lite, he had wearied of the dull routine, and had 
begged his tather to let him start lite on his own account 
His father need have had no fear for the result Within a 
vear the young Moore’s automati chess player, that had 
played a draw with Morphy himself, had attracted the awe- 
struck attention of the civilised world by the simplicity and 
daring of its mechanism The chess player was followed in 
two years by a whist-plaver, sull more simply and boldly 
conceived, and after that time scarcely a year had passed 
without being signalised by the appearance of new wonders 
from Moore's fertile brain and dextrous hand His last 
achievement had been a phonograph so perfectly constructed 
that people began to think that even Edison must soon begin 
to look to his liurels, or he would be eclipsed by the rising 
fame of this young man of thirty 

I had known him since he was a boy, and had kept my 
acquaintance with him in spite of the cver-widening difference 
between our paths and our belets I had chosen the medical 
protession, and after a yeat or two of early struggles, was at 
last beginning to see my way to an assured reputation, and a 
tar competency In fact, I was already a fashionable doctor, 
pretty well known by the publu, and I hope pretty well 
esteemed by the profession. 

It was just after the new phonograph had appeared that I 
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had with Arthur the memorable and unfortunate conversation 
which J shall regret to the very end of my life 

“Well,” I said, ‘a new and great success again You will be 
one of the greatest benetactors of the century in a few years ` 

‘Yes, he answered, for he had no false modesty ‘t believe 
the phonograph 1s about as perfect as I can mike it Suppose 
we listen to it now `’ 

He produced the instrument, and | had the pleasure of 
listening to a speech of Mr Gladstone’s, with the tamuliar 
tones and inflections of the gteat orator reproduced to the 
hfe I could have believed I saw the Grand Old Man before 
me, as I had seen him so often 

‘Wondertul,’ said ‘Ie is indeed perfect What a strange, 
almost uncanny thing it is! We shall soon have to be very 
careful what we say, tor a bird of the air shall carry the vote 
and that which hath wings shall tell che matter Fancy what i 
preventive of crime 1 phonograph fastened on every lamp 
post would be! It would be a kind of Magn Flute, forcing 
people to tell the truth whether they would or no Jones might 
sav. “LT sad this.” but the phonogriph would sw. “You sud 
that“ Mere human fallible creatures will soon be banished 
from the witness box, judges and jurus will content them 
selves with taking the evidence of unerring, unlying 
phonographs 

‘Heaven save us” Moore replied, ‘all of us say many things 
that will hardly bear repeating, and if they ure all to be 
recorded, how dreadful it would be ’ 

‘Yes, vou see vou are atter all but a doubtful bene factor of 
the human rue, tt 1s not everybody who, like Job, can wish 
that his words were now written ’ 

‘Nor Job himself at all times, he answered ‘perhaps he 
would hardly have wished to have recorded the words he used 
when he cursed his day ’ 

‘In fact, I said. ‘what is a phonograph after all but i 
tattling old woman, repeating whatever it hears without dis 
crimination of tact ?’ 

‘Exactly,’ he said, ‘bur with this difference, that the phono- 
graph repeats what it hears without alterauon or addition, 
whereas the old woman repeats it just as it suits her’ 

At this moment the fatal idea struck me, which now | 
would give worlds to have forgotten or suppressed before u 
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came tọ the birth. Alas, we know not the results of our least 
words 

‘Why, I said, ‘don’t you try to make a kind of complement 
of a phonograph ” 

‘What do you mean ?” 

‘Why, this Your phonograph only repeats what it hears 
Why not make an instrument which should, not repeat words, 
but speak out the suitable answer to them? If, for instance, I 
were to say to it “Good morning, have vou used Pears’ 
Soap?” then why should it not answer, “No, I use Cleaver’s,”” 
instead of merely reiterating my words? At present, your 
machine 15 nothing but an echo, glorious, | grant, a trrumph 
of aivilisanion, but what an achievement it would be to 
contrive a sort of anti phonograph, that should give the 
appropriate answer to each question I hke to put” 

‘Why, a thing that could do that would be nothing less than 
man’ 

‘Well,’ I said, ‘what ¢ man but a bundle of sensations - a 
machine that answers pretty accurately to the questions daily 
put to it?’ For J owas, or pretended to be, a full-blown 
materialist 

‘Ir may be so, he answered, ‘set it seems to me that he isa 
very complex machine for all that He has taken thousands of 
years to evolve, if what Darwin says is true, you ask me to 
make him in at most a year or two" 

‘listen to me,’ [ said, half in irony, half in earnest “When 
vou made your whist player, what did you do but calculate 
on a certain numbcr of actions, all theoretically possible, and 
arrange that the machine should give the proper answer to 
them?” 

‘True’ 

‘And with your chess player, was it not the same ” 

‘Exactly ` 

‘Well, then, the principle is granted Allow that a certain 
number of phrases mav be used, let vour machine give the 
proper answer to them Don't you see the analogy ? Had ıt 
been impossible for the machine to speak, I should have been 
satished with your disclaimers, but your phonograph has 
settled that.’ 

‘The number of sentences 1s infinite ’ 

‘A detail, my friend. Are there not, practically, infinite 
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varieties of hands at whist? Yet your automaton never made a 
mistake Are there not infinite varieties of number? Yet did 
that puzzle Babbage’s calculating machine” 

‘You may be nghr, Phillips,” he said, smiling at my earnest 
ness ‘I will think of ıt ` 

I took my leave, httle dreaming that I had set in motion a 
mighty force which would bring misety to more than a few 
Indeed, | completely forgot the whole conversation It was not 
till several months later that, happening to meet Moore ın the 
street, | was suddenly startled by hearing the words I have 
already mentioned 

‘Yes, I feel very much inclined to try it’ 

‘To try what ” I said, completely bewildered 

‘Why, the thing we were talking of some months ago ” 

‘Do you mean to sav you have been thinking of it?” I said 
‘Why, I had utterly torgotten it’ 

‘Thought of it, yes, and worked at it, which 16 more I sce 
my wav to something very like it, at any rate ’ 

‘Go on,’ I said, becoming interested ‘This 1s the most 
wonderful thing you have done yet tf -’ 

‘Listen,’ he interrupted ‘Words are nothing but ur 
vibrations, are they >” 

‘Nothing.’ I answered 

‘Well, chen, it follows that words, if put in che proper 
positions, Can generate motion ’ 

I follow you, a molecular windmill ’ 

“Well,” he said, ‘this 1s the idea of my machine Words ire 
spoken into the car of my automaton Passing through the ear 
they enter a machine you would call an anu-phonograph, and 
set in motion various processes which in a verv shore time 
produce the words constituting the proper answer 

‘Wonderful, Isard, “f true ” 

‘Come and see then.” he rejoined, ‘if you will be so 
sceptical ’ 

I followed him to his workshop, and saw a small instru 
ment, in its main external details exactly like a phonograph 

‘This,’ said Moore, ‘15 the centre of my automaton Try tt 
yourself Ask ita question anything you hke ’ 

Wondering, I did as he suggested There was a tube on each 
side of the instrument, Communicating with its centre, which 
I supposed would form the ‘ear’ of the automaton when 
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finished. I was at a loss how to begin the conversation, but, 
being an Englishman, called the weather to my aid 

‘A very cold day,’ I remarked 

A sweet and beautifully modulated feminine voice 
answered 

‘Yes, but hardly so cold as yesterday ’ 

[ started, as though | had seen a ghost Had I not been a 
doctor, old as | was, 1 should have precipitately fled. But it 
takes a good deal to shake the nerves of 1 physician In an 
instant I recovered mvself 

‘Moore,’ I said, ‘you can’t play with me You are 
ventriloguising ° 

He was very indignant 

‘What do you think of me” he said 1 to go playing the 
tncks of a strolhng mountebank ! What the devil" 

'I beg your pardon, I replied ‘But you must acknowledge 
that on the Bacontan principle one must acknowledge no new 
cause until the possibility of all known causes has been 
eliminated Now ventriloquism, vulgar or not, is a known 
agent, your principle, whatever it be, is perfectly new So that 
you can hardly blame me’ 

‘lL swear, he said, ‘that I have hid nothing to do with the 
thing since you came into the room, and that while vou were 
speaking to it I never opened my mouth * 

‘Never mind, J beheve you fully ’ 

‘You shall take it with you. he replied, ‘ind try iin your 
own rooms, if you doubt me ° 

‘Nor a bite, I rephed ‘Sull, E will take it, in order that the 
outside world may be convinced ” 

‘You shall, but try it agun here and sec for yourself again 
l will not open my mouth ` 

I tried again, a certain uncanny feeling sull possessing me 
Oh, tor the inventive powers of 1 Frenchman, in order ro 
begin che conversation oiturally ! 

‘That was a fine speech of Mr Gladstone's yesterday 
evening ’ 

‘Yes,’ the delicate teminine vonc again rephed, ‘I didn’t 
read st all, but the beginning and the end were very good, 
weren't they ?’ 

Again the same eerie teeling came over me, followed as 
before bv the conviction that some trickery must be at the 
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bottom of this most unparalleled experience I looked at 
Moore. He was sitting in his arm-chair by the fire, a smile 
playing on his face, but his lips were set fast 

l tried yet a third time, determined to watch Moore’s face 
during the whole operation 

‘Mr Gladstone must be old now,’ I said rather inanely 

‘Seventy-nine last birthday,’ replied the vore, precisely at 
the same moment as Moore was saying, 

‘Bv Jove, eighty five if heisa day" 

| was convinced by that No human being ever spoke two 
sentences precisely at the same instant Either there was 
somebody else in the room, or Moore had succeeded, marvel 
lously succeeded He had made an instrument that could not 
only imitate the tones of the human vone, but could keep up 
a conversation is constantly, if not as wattily, as Miss Notable 
and Mr Neverout in Switt s Polite Conversation 

‘Satished, old fellow’ sad Moorc rising from his chair 
and coming toward me 

‘Are you sure there ts no one else in the room?” | said 

‘Search ’ he replied, a little contemptuously, as though halt 
amused, half wearted by my recurring scepticism 

Bur I was too well acquunted with Moore's earnest: ind 
honourable nature to doubt him any more 

‘My dear fellow, I sad, I know you are incapable of 
deception I take vour word On anything else | would cake 
your nod or shake of the head Bur this ts extraordinary, Very 
extraordinary | never heard anything like it’ 

‘No more did I, he replied with pardonable vanity untl i 
week or so ago I had tried all kinds of devices to make the 
thing answer sensibly , she would answer of course long wo, 
but I wanted her to behave hke a lady, nor like a lunatic ” 

‘So you mein your automaton to be i lady do you” 

‘Yes, he replicd, drawing closer And I want her to be a 
lady that would deceive the Queen herself Nor ı thing that 
can only act when lifted into a chair, or stuck up on a 
plattorm, but a creature that will guide herself, answer ques 
tions, talk and eat like 1 rational being, in tact, perform the 
part of a society lady as well as any duchess of them all ` 

‘Moore,’ I said, ‘you must be mad ’ 

‘Mad or not, | mean to try it See here Here is another 
automaton, that can walk, cat, turn its head, shurt its eyes 
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That 1s common enough. Here ts the brain power, the “anti- 
phonograph” that can speak and hear, indeed do anything but 
think What 1s wanted but that the two should be combined ? 

‘My dear fellow,’ | answered, ‘it 1s easy to talk like that | 
am a materialist, and would grant you more than most, but 
even in my view the brain is more than a mere machine, A 
man guides himself, you have to guide this automaton. How 
are you to get inside her and make her do all these things 
together at the proper time’ Take a very simple example, 
your thing has to be sure to open its mouth when it speaks. 
How ate you to ensure that the process which causes it to 
open its mouth, and the process which causes certain words 
to be uttered, shall take place simultancously * Suppose the 
thing were to say, “J will sit down,” how are you to ensure 
that, at the proper moment, she shall go through the proper 
motions involved in sitting down? Remember, an error of half 
a second in your mysterious Clockwork mav make all the 
difference between vour duchess occupying a dignthed position 
ina chair and sprav hng inglouously on the floor Why, think 
of che actions of but five minutes She rises from a chair, she 
avoids the toes of the ladies and gentlemen in the room, she 
bows to 1 gentlemin, she smiles - more or less hypocritically 

at a lady, she makes 1 bon mot, she laughs at somebody 
else's bon mots, she iven blows her nose What countless 
simultaneous processes, not one of which must go wrong © 

Moore heard me through 

Plausible enough,’ he said, when I had finished, ‘we shall 
soon see who is right But tell me, should vou not have said, a 
year igo. that the anu phonograph wis an impossibility?” 

‘Certainly Lb should ` 

‘Then a vear hence sou may alter your opinion on this 
pomt, as you have on that ` 

‘Hardly ° 

‘Who was it,” he asked, ‘who lectured so vigorously on the 
tolly of certain women of our time, and talked so largely 
about their utter inanity ? Why, I remember your exact words 
“The Society woman of our ume,” you proclaimed, “what 1s 
she but a doll? Her second-hand opinions, so daintily ex- 
pressed, would not a parrot speak them as well? Her motions, 
her poses, which she thinks so statuesque, how affected, how 
mechanical they are! Is she a woman, this creature of the 
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nineteenth century, or a puppet dressed up to go through a 
number of motions on the stage of London hife, an automaton 
obeying the wire-pullings of the showman Fashion?” You 
meant all that for metaphor and eloquence, old fellow, and 
yet you object to my proving that it 1s all literal truth" 

‘Prove it first,” I said 

‘Only give me time,’ he answered ‘But before you go,’ he 
said, with a sudden impulse, as he saw me nearing the door, 
‘for God’s sake not a word of this until I give you leave.’ 

‘Make your mind easy,’ I replied, ‘a doctor knows how to 
keep a secret When your lady goes out of order, send for a 
bottle of my emulsion, and Pll engage she'll trouble you no 
more” 

Durning the next few months I often thought of Moore and 
his hallucination, the picture of the poor fellow engaged on a 
hopelessly mad task often rose before my mind I pitied him 
greatly ‘Another fine brain wasted,’ I used to say ‘A man 
that more than ttvalled Fdison, spending the best years of his 
life over a mad chimera" For [ often visited htm, ind found 
him now despondent, now enthusiastic, but always dogged 
and impenetrably determined I urged rest, a sea voyage, 
anything to cure him of his bransch folly But he met me 
always with one reply ‘Rest then, not before” Rest in the 
grave, poor fellow, I thought, as I noted his hectic cheek and 
staring bones His hery soul was fretting his body to decay 

At last, more than a year after our last conversation, amid 
the hcap ot letters lying on my table at bicaktast, I came upon 
one that startled me It was from Arthur Moore short, but to 
the point 

“Success at last, come when you can ’ 

As soon as my round of visits was finished, I drove to his 
rooms Mounting the stairs, I was ushered into the room by 
the most beautiful girl I had ever seen a creature with fur 
harr, bright eves, and a doll like childishness of expression 

‘Can he have married? I thought, as I looked at her ‘How 
is Mr Moore ” I said aloud 

‘Poorly to-day,’ she replied. ‘He will be here in a moment ` 

Where and when had I heard that voice betore? | seemed to 
know ıt, and yet 1 could not associate it with anybody. But I 
had no time to be perplexed, for 1. two or three seconds 
Moore appeared, looking ghastly and deathlike in his pallor. 
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‘You are ill; I said, when the first greeting was over. ‘You 
have been overstraining yourself You must really rest, or you 
will kill yourself ’ 

‘Yes, I must, he replied, ‘and I think E shall It has been 
toilsome work But I think it was worth it, don’t you ”” 

‘How should I know ” I answered, ‘I haven't seen it yet’ 

‘Yes, you have,’ he sard, smiling in spite of the pain that he 
must have been feeling 

[ looked around, bewildered I could sce nothing but the 
same old room, and the strange girl sitting in an casy chair in 
the corner 

‘You are mysterious,” | said, wondering not only at his 
words, but at the fact of his not having introduced me to the 
gul ‘Perhaps she i5 a nurse,’ | thought, though no nurse in all 
my experience had ever looked hike that 

‘Wait a moment,’ sud Moore. Then, turning to the girl, he 
spoke a little louder 

‘Mr Gladstone must be getting old now,” he said 

Again those clear, distinct. delicate tones, as the answer 
came, 

‘highty last birthday ` 

I saw it all now That beauuful. lady bki girl, that had 
ushered me into the room, whom I had taken for his wife, 
was an automaton! That doll-hke expression was due to the 
fact that she was a doll Twas utterly astounded, and telt as if 
| were dreamy. The impossible had taken place Moore sat 
by, enjoying my bewilderment, for a moment his weakness 
left him 

“Watch.” he said 

‘Come here, he sard to the automaton 

The lady arose, atte, one second of apparent indecision, 
and approached him 

‘Let me introduce to you Dr Phillips,” he said 

i he lady smiled approval. (1o this dav I have never under- 
stood how Moore had managed to produce that smile that 
fatal, monotonous, fascinating smile ) 

‘Dr Phillips, Miss Amelia Brooke.” 

The lady bowed, and extended her hand 

‘Iam most happy to meet one of whom [ have so often 
heard,’ she said. 

Could ıt be a reality? I felt more and more staggered. The 
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lady stood perfectly still, her hands clasped before her. This 
fair creature not of flesh and blood ? Impossible! 

‘You may go,” said Moore 

The thing moved back to her place, and sat down 

‘What do you think of her ” he said aloud 

Before answering, | looked round to see where she was 

‘Don’t mind,’ he said, laughing, ‘she can’t hear I often 
have that feeling myself You may discuss her as you please, 
and she won’t be oftended She has one merit other women 
haven't, she is not touchy, but she has a farling the best of 
them have nor, she can’t blush On the whole, however, | 
preter her ° 

‘Lam sull almost incredulous,’ I replied, ‘indeed, untl I 
have dissected her, and tound pulleys instead of a liver, and 
eccentrics instead of a splecn, I shall hardly believe she isn’t a 
woman ın reality ` 

‘You can easily do so, he said ‘Come here, Amelia ’ 

The creature rose, and came forw ird 

‘Let Dr Phillips see your arm, he said 

The lady showed me her arm, and turned up her sleeve It 
did not need a moment s inspection to show me that this was 
not an arm of flesh and blood What it actually wis made of 
Moore would not tell me 

‘Better than Madame Tussaud’s, isn’t it? he said 

‘Much better.’ I rephed ‘Might deceive anvone but 3 
doctor ` ; 

Passing my hand down to her wrist, | noted an exactly 
moving pulse So wonderfully was the human pulse imitated, 
that I believe anybody but one, hike myself, trained to accurate 
discrimination, would have been deluded I could not refrain 
from expressing my admiration 

‘Yes,’ said Moore, ‘she wall often have her arms bare. and 
there may be a good deal of hand-pressing and that sort of 
thing, so thar I thought I ought to have everything nght.’ 

‘Does her heart beat too ” I asked 

‘No,’ he said, ‘E wanted the space for other mechanism, so 
she has to do without a heart altogether Besides,” he added, 
smiling, ‘I wanted her to be a Soutety lady ° 

‘The thing will be worth thousands to you,’ I said, when I 
had finished the examination of the creature’s cutancous 
covering. ‘It ıs uncanny enough, and I can’t say I like it, but it 
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will draw. What a pity Barnum has gone! He would have 
given you a million dollars for it.’ 

Moore rose angrily. 

‘Do you think I will sell my own life-power for money ” he 
cried, ‘That thing has cost me at least ten years of my life, and 
she shall never be exhibited hike a two-headed mghtingale, or 
a creature with its legs growing out of its pockets! She shall 
walk drawing-rooms like a lady, or | will break her to pieces 
myself” 

‘My dear fellow,’ I said, ‘you are over-excited and ill. 
Surely vou cannot know what you are saying ” 

‘L know well enough,’ he answered doggedly. ‘I have made 
a lady, you can't deny it, and a lady she shall be ’ 

‘You have made a martonette,’ I said, ‘a very wonderful 
marionette, but nothing more Never mind,’ I went on, seeing 
him getting more passionate, ‘all in good ume. For the present 
you must rest and lie sull ’ 

‘Phillips,’ he said, all the force of his characte: coming out 
im his face, ‘I am determined that she shall be the beauty of 
the season She shall echpse them all, | tell vou) Whar are they 
but dolls? And she 1 more than a doll, she 1s Me I have 
breathed into her myself, and she all but lives, she understands 
and knows! Come, promise me you will not betray me" 

‘OF course I will not, I said, ‘bur you must give up this 
mad scheme Consider, as an automaton she will make you 
tor lite, as a lady she will be found out tn five minutes, and 
you will be laughed at For your own sake pause! 

‘Listen’ he said fiercely, all che veins in his torehead stand- 
ing out hike cords I saw then how his own creation had 
possessed him oll he was no longer master of himselt 

‘Listen,’ he repeated ‘You call her an wutomaton | tell you 
she is alive See” 

He called the ching to him 

‘Amelia,’ he said, ‘have made you, and you are mine. Are 
vou grateful ?' 

The creature smiled the one smile she possessed, which 
she had, as I knew afterwards, for prince or peasant, man or 
maid. 

‘lcan never forget what | owe you,’ she replied 

‘Kiss me then,’ he said. 

The thing bent down and kissed him obediently. 
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‘You see,’ he cried, ‘1s that an automaton?’ 

I felt sick and disgusted I was already beginning to feel that 
hatred of this creature which afterwards filled me to 
overflowing 

‘No,’ I said, ‘she 15 no automaton for you ` 

‘Then,’ he replied, ignoring the implication of my words, 
‘will you introduce her to Souety as a lady ?’ 

‘Never" I answered ‘Moore, you are beside yourself ` 

‘Very well,” he rejoined, ‘L will find somebody to do ıt 
instead Remember, you have promised not to betray me, or 
to breathe a syllable of all this to anyone `’ 

Things had evidently gone far As a doctor, L knew well 
how the constant brooding on a fixed idea often unhinges the 
strongest brain, bur | contess that never in all my experience 
had I seen anything hke this It seemed to me like a possession 
of the devil Would to God the accursed automaton were 
burnt to ashes, or had never been made! Again and again | 
wished I had never uttered the thoughtless words which had 
set all this in motion But it was useless crying over the 
irremediable past Something must be done, and done quickly, 
or poor Moore would make himself the laughing stock of all 
London 

‘Arthur,’ [ said, ‘vou must take a httle time to rest before 
you do anything Your physical nature is completely over 
wrought Take my advice, and go to bed ’ 

“Will you belp me ” he said obstinarely 

‘No,’ | answered, losing patience at his confirmed stupidity 

‘Then,’ he said, ‘I give > Whar he would have added 
remains a secret, tor ac that moment his strength, tried too 
long, gave way. and he fell at my feet in a swoon 

Forgetting everything, save only that he was my trend, and 
that he was helpless, I applied the usual restoratives, and soon 
brought him round I then rang the bell, a woman appeared 

‘Your master is all,’ [said ‘Help me to put him to bed ` 

Ihe woman was a rough and rather dirty creature, without 
a trace of beauty in her, but she applied herself with alacrity 
to the task We soon had poor Moore comtortably Jying in 
bed, I gave the woman the proper directions, and kft, promis 
ing to call again in the morning. 

During all this ume the automaton kad remained motionless 
in the corner I afterwards ascertained that Moore had con 
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cealed her more extraordinary powers from the other immates 
of the house, thinking they would be frightened, only letting 
them fancy she was a doll of the kind of Mr Maskelyne’s 
Psycho. She had made no motion to assist her maker, ‘grateful’ 
as she was to him. I noted this with a sort of angry 
satisfaction. 

‘Moore,’ I thought, ‘said he preferred her to other women, 
on the whole I prefer the ughest and dirtiest of them all to 
that beautiful but unfeeling creature.’ 

In a week care, and his own indomitable energy, restored 
Moore to something that did for health He rose from his bed 
silent, impenetrable He thanked me for my attention in polite 
terms, too polite, I thought, for the friend of so many years. 
Ot his purpose, not a word Had he forgotten it? Alas, no! 

If there ts any quality on which, more than on others, I 
fancy | have a nght to plume myself, it is that of a firm will. 
What else, indeed, than an unflinching resolution could have 
brought me through the innumerable difficulties and struggles 
of my early hfe to the poymon I occupy at present? My 
enemies, indeed, have called me obstinate, but no one, not 
even a caticaturist, has ever represented me as flabby and 
phable Strong-willed I know Tam, l have proved it over and 
over agam and vet there was one man betore whom I was as 
wax, or as One of his own automata That man was Arthur 
Moore Yeats have gone bv since he died, vet such 1s the spell 
his very memory cases over me that F teel even now chat were 
he to come again and tempt me I should yteld again, and yield 
almost willingly Let those sneer who have never been tried as 
I was, who have never met the man of adamant, the King of 
Men, and who taniy themselves strong because they have 
always lived among the weak 

Shortly after his recovery, Moore called on me. There was 
a look of hxed resolve upon his tace before which I quailed. It 
was the look of the monomamiac, that look which only comes 
after long brooding upon one idea. 

‘For the presint she 15 perfect,” he said. ‘E have taught her 
French - drawing room French, I mean and three songs. She 
can enter a room, bow, smile, and dame. If with these 
accomplishments she can’t oust the other dolls and turn them 
green with jealousy for one season, I am much surprised. 
Now will you help me ? 
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‘No,’ I said. I was still struggling with the omnipotence of 
his will. 

‘You shall, he replied. ‘Others would do ıt 1f you refused; 
but it ıs my whim that you shall be the one to share my glory. 
Oh, what a time we shall have — how we shall laugh when we 
see it all, and think what fools men are" 

Again I tried to enter a feeble protest, but he overbore me 
You ask how I cannot tell One thing I know, that if the 
thing were to happen again I should yield again Call it magic, 
call it the torce of personality, call it anything you like, but it 
overbore me I yielded, I promised my assistance We sat like 
two mischief-making children far into the small hours of the 
night, plotting how we could carry out the plan best, and 
arranging every detail so as to assure success and evade 
detection Excuses and palharions coursed in undercurrents 
through my mind I was a scientist, Conducting a psychological 
experiment I was a mere toy maker, introducing mto the 
world a rather elaborate toy I was a Maskelyne, exposing the 
spiritualists But on the whole I gave little heed co these 
thoughts Moore had enslaved me, body and mind, I was 
carried awav in a kind of drunken enthusiasm, and almost as 
feverishly excited as Moore himself Nothing would now have 
stopped me Would Frankenstein have paused the very houi 
before his creature took hfe? As for Moore, I belicve he 
would have gone on with his designs in the very midst of the 
thunders of the Judgment Day itself 

Why should I linger over the carly triumphs of our Phan 
tasm? [ was a fashionable doctor I brought Miss Amelia 
Brooke out as a niece of mine The Countess of Lorimer, one 
of my patients, undertook to pilot her through the first shoals 
of real hfe Never shall I forget that first evening Scarcely had 
she entered the room ıt was at Lady Vandelcur’s when the 
eyes of all seemed, as if by magic, to be turned towards her 
Exquisitely dressed, with a proud demeanour, with the step of 
a queen, she swepr into the ball-room She was my miece, | 
ought to have been proud of her, but I hated her with an 
intense loathing Moore could do much with me, but he could 
not make me like this creature. Yet | was bound in nature to 
do all I could for her. 

‘Who 1s she?’ said young Harry Burvon to me. ‘By Jove, she 
looks hike a born queen.’ 
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‘You flatter me,’ 1 rephed ‘She is my niece. Good God,’ I 
went on to myself, ‘would that she were a born anything, 
instead of a made doll" 

‘Oh,’ rejoined Burton, ‘lucky man that you are! Introduce 
me, will vou?’ 

‘With pleasure,’ | answered 

{ took him up and introduced him During the ceremony I 
watched the creature carefully No, there was no doubt about 
it Such acting would deceive the Master of the Ceremonies in 
the court of Louis XIV himselt Fvery motion. every word, 
was exactly as it should be How on earth had Moore managed 
it? I was almost deceived myself Could this be after all a real 
creature of flesh and blood, substituted for the Phantasm? 
No, that detestable, beautiful smule was there — a smile which 
no woman ever wore, yet which none the less would be the 
bane of more than one man’s existence 

Harry Burton danced many dances with her that night. 
When it closed, he was head over ears m love 

‘Phillips,’ he said in a bricf interval, ‘she 1s divine ’ 

‘Devilish, rather,’ [thought ‘Yes,’ [said aloud, *I think she 
is good looking * 

‘Good looking” he cried ‘What are all these painted dolls 
to her? They have nothing to say tor themselves, they are 
mere bundles of conventionality , but she she ts all soul’ 

‘My boy,’ Isard warninely, ‘vou arc evidently all heart Be 
careful, Don’t do anything rash Dance with her, talk to her - 
do anything bur tall in love with her ’ 

‘Who talked of falling in love?” he said, astonished at my 
earnestness ‘I said nothing but that she was the finest girl in 
the room, and so she is, by Jove! 

‘Nevertheless,’ E sara, ‘it doesn’t follow that she's worth 
falling in love with Many a person looks all mght, chat’s 
unsound within ` 

‘Why, here you are running down your own niece" 

‘Not running her down, metely warning you Besides,” I 
added smiling, ‘she’s only my niece by marriage ’ 

At this moment a new dance began, and Burton ran ott to 
claim his partner | remained, absorbed in not very pleasant 
reflections Things were getting involved already Moore had 
only told me he was making a woman, I had never calculated 
that he would make a coquette. What would come of it? I sat 
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and watched her as she danced, dancing beautifully but a httle 
mechanically, I thought, saying always the right things, answer- 
ing questions always in the same way, and wearing at pretty 
regular intervals the same detestable smile If I hated her 
before, l hated her tenfold now I would speak to Moore, and 
put an end to it A sudden cold — ordered to the South of 
France ~ and never let her come back. Good heavens, this 
creature never had a cold, never had a headache, never felt 
out of sorts yet Moore said he had made a woman! 

Slowly the evening dragged to its close - the most wean 
some evening I had ever spent The creature did not seem to 
tire, one dance or twenty was the same to her The monotony 
of it all became at length intolerable to me At the earliest 
decent opportunity I took my leave 

Moore had never been a Society man Even to witness his 
own triumph he had refused to be drawn out ot his retirement 
Perhaps mdeed he was afraid that his nerves might prove 
unequal to the strain of watching the creature that he had 
made rivalling the creatures thit God - and the milliner had 
made, perhaps he feared he might be tempted to betray all At 
any rate he stayed iway, and it was with 1 feverish eagerness 
that he waited for the story of her successes from my lips 

‘How did it all go off?’ he said anxiously, as T made my 
promised call to tell him 

‘As an experiment, very well, I answered ‘There was no 
hitch, no failure The success was only too monotonous 
Human beings sometimes put their foot im it, she never 
Would to God she might show now and then a httle proneness 
to error!’ 

‘You are queer,’ Moore answered ‘Why should you grudge 
her her victories >’ 

‘Arthur,’ I said, ‘the joke has gone quite tar enough Put a 
stop toit Why go further? Think of the chances of detection 
— no, think of the far worse chances of success! Can’t you see 
that the more skilful the deception the more dangerous will its 
consequences be? Already more than one young fellow has 
fallen head over ears in love with her It 15 horrible to think 
of? 

‘The fools" he said, with a rather cynical smile. ‘That ts 
just the way with young fellows — never looking below the 
surface, looking only at the face. Why, Phillips, if they are 
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taken in in that way they deserve to be taken in! J shall do 
nothing.’ 

He fixed his eyes upon me in conscious power. He knew 
that I could not resist him. Weakly, but inevitably, I gave 
way I should do so again, with all the consequences as clearly 
before me as they are now 

So the thing went on, new developments constantly arising. 
I shall not stay to repeat them ‘The story 1s too painful to me, 
it is the story of my own insensate folly, and I do not care to 
dwell upon it | hasten to the fatal ending 

Among the many deserters from the shrines of other god- 
desses, who thronged to pay their court to this new and 
strange divinity, two seemed to hold the divided first place in 
her favour One was my young friend, Harry Burton, the 
other was handsome, impulsive, universally liked Dicky 
Calder These two had been firm friends betore, in spite ot 
the fact that they had often flirted with the same girl But it 
wis impossible tor two young fellows to love Amelia and 
continue to love each other I watched the gradual change of 
thar affection into distrust, jealousy, and hate, first with 
unutterable sorrow, aud then with 1 sort of fatalistic shame 
It wis my tault, certainly, I could not hide that even from 
myself, but I seemed to be bound to go on in the path I had 
begun committed to 1 course which knew no turmng Did I 
hesitate? A glance trom Moore’s Commanding eves impelled 
me onward [ repeat it, Iam a strong willed man, but Moore 
was the stronger 

Jo do Amelia justice, she was rigidly impartial between 
Burton and C alder For both she had the same silvery tones, 
tor both the same tascinating smile To both, if they asked the 
same questions, she returned identically the same answers To 
both she sang the same songs, with the crescendo in the same 
passages, and both, ac the conclusion of the songs, received 
the same languishing, uresistible smile over the mght shoulder, 
which made them her slaves on the spot 

At umes the irony of the situaton overcame me, and | 
could not restrain a laugh ‘Philosophers look forward to the 
time when men shall have automata as their slaves, but here 
are two young fools in willing, absurd slavery to an automa- 
ton, who bends them to her will as she pleases. Her mull’ I 
suppose she has no will, but she looks uncommonly like tt. 
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Let us call it caprice, then.” Then I would go off into a reverie. 
‘Are we all automata? Are we all mere chess-men on the 
board of life, moved hither and thither by a fate we cannot 
control? Well, if we are, then Amelia 1s the queen, and Burton 
and Calder are two knights of opposing colours ’ 

One evening, a curious incident happened Burton and 
Calder were as usual basking in the rays of thar divinity, 
when by some mischance Amelia’s brooch tell to the ground 
Both the swains stooped to pick it up, but Burton was 
successful Delighted at his tnumph over his rival, he solr- 
ited the honour of re fastening it Calder watched him with 
jealous eyes Suddenly a clumsy pair of waltzers, not looking 
where they were going, came hard into Burton The 
brooch-pin was diiven decp into the fair throat of Amelia 
Burton started in horror, he began a savage oath, bur stop 
ping in time he pulled out the pin Amelia had not uttered 
a sound 

Burton, speechless with dismay, was taking out his handket 
chiet to staunch the blood, Calder was holding the gunl up as 
though she were fainting, a little crowd was gathering round 
them, when I, suddenly recollecting myself, rushed in With 
the speed of lightning I whipped out my handkerchief and tied 
it round Amelia’s neck 

‘Stand back, all of you" IT said in a tone of command Fven 
Burton and C alder fell back a little 

My mece is very sensitive, I said ‘The hurt 1s not great, 
but ıt would be as well that she should go home at once’ A 
terror had possessed me, an overmastering fear of detection 
held me as in a vice 

‘T assure you, uncle, that Lam not hurt at all,” said Amelia 

‘Come along,’ I said sternly 

I hurried her off, finding just time to bid my adieus to my 
hostess, and to console the dumbfounded Burton by saying 
there was no danger 

We drove, not home, but direct to Moore’s lodgings Hur 
riedly we went upstairs Moore was still up He seemed 
surprised to see us 

‘What do you want?’ he said 

‘Fools that we are,’ I answered. ‘Why, we were within a 
hair’s-breadth of detection. The creature can’t bleed.’ 

‘Why, what need has she to bleed ?’ he said. 
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‘Every need,’ I answered. ‘Doesn’t a girl bleed when a pin ts 
driven a good inch into her throat ”’ 

‘What do you mean ?” 

| explained the circumstances, and how I hoped I had for 
this ome staved off discovery. I had been just in time 

‘No,’ he said, when I had finished ‘I never thought she 
would need to bleed. Strange that I should have forgotten 
that! They say that murderers always forget just one thing, 
just one little thing! Bur they take pains to get rid of the 
blood, and I ought to take pains to have it there.’ 

‘Give it up, Moore,’ Isad. 

‘Give it up! Never” he shouted ‘Give it up tor a tew drops 
of blood’ Rarher would I drain my own veins into hers! 
Rather go out and kill somebody What does Mephistopheles 
say? “Blood is a very pecuhar sort of jure © But I will make 
it’ 

Did I not know that no diffeulues would deter him, that 
obstacles were in his eyes only incentives to further effort? If 
ever any man was ignorant of the word impossible, Moore 
was thar man 

Miss Brooke was uIP for a few weeks trom ‘shock to the 
system ` At the end of that time | saw Moore again He and 
the Phantasm were in the room together He gave me a pin. 

‘Prick her,” he said 

l obeved, not unwillingly , and to my horror something very 
like bleeding began 

‘Yes,’ said Moore, ‘I have done it Ihave looked up Shake- 
speare Do vou remember what Shylock savs, to prove that a 
few as, after all, a man? “Hath not a Jew eyes? hath not a 
Jew hands, organs, dimensions, senses, affecoons, passions ? 
ted with the same food, hurt with the same weapons, subject 
to the same diseases, healed by the same means, warmed and 
cooled by the same winter and summer, as a Christian is? If 
you prk us, do we not bleed? tf vou tickle us, do we not 
laugh? if vou poson us, do we not die?” Now every one of 
these marks my Amelia has, so Isay she is a genuine woman. 
Why, if you tickle her, she will laugh ` 

‘No one ts likely to tickle her,’ [said 

‘No, burt after our last experience it 19 well to be prepared 
for all emergencies.’ 

In this case, however, I did not make an experiment. 
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Moore’s word was enough It the creature’s smile was so 
detestable, what must her laugh be like ? 

After her tame of seclusion, Amelia again appeared in 
Society, and was again the cynosure of all eyes, chiefly, 
however, of the four owned by Burton and Calder These 
latter had never ceased to make tnquiries after her health 1 
had often wondered whether Burton had noticed that the 
scratch of the pin had drawn no blood, but his conduct 
atterwards set me at ease If he had seen it, he had probably 
thought that his Venus was too ethereal to bleed even the 
thinnest celestial chor The infatuation of youth can account 
for or put up with anything At any rate, the young fellow 
admired her still, and Calder was equally possessed In vain I 
assured them that she had no feeling, but this, though the 
literal truth, wis met with derisive incredulity, ind naturally I 
dishked to speak too otten or too strongly against my niece 
Blood, after all, even Amelta’s manutactured blood, is thicker 
than water 

Though Amelia certainly could not tect, yet there was no 
doubt that in the future she would bleed 1f pricked, and I was 
free trom anwiety on that score But there was one thng 
which caused me considerable uneasiness She wis a girl of 
originality — indeed, | venture to think that there his never 
been a girl quite hke her yet there was 1 sameness, an 
artificiality about her which puzzled and alarmed me To the 
same que$tion she always and incvitably returned the same 
answer On topis of the day she alwavs had the simt 
opinion, cxpressed in the same words My rival, Sir John 
Bolus, who didn’t hke her for some reason or other, used to 
say that in her company he always felt as if talking to 7 very 
well-trained parrot She uttered her opmions as if they hid 
been learnt verbatim from someone else Now there is nothing 
a true woman ought to do so frequently as to change her 
mind Everybody should hear from her lips somcthing different 
from what everybody else hears It was on this point that J 
felt that Moore had failed, and ıt was from this that somehow 
or other I vaguely anticipated disaster My apprehensions 
were but too well founded 

The ume drew near for Calder and Burton to declare 
themselves. | need not say that, clesely as I watched the 
doings of Amelia, I was not present on these auspicious 
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occasions. But I can distinctly assert, nevertheless, from my 
knowledge of human nature, that the language of Calder, 
who came second, was almost precisely the same as that of 
Burton, who had the first chance. Hence it followed, with 
mathematical certainty, that Amelia’s reply would be the 
same to borh Here was a pretty predicament! What | had 
blamed in her was her unwomanly constancy, bur this very 
constancy had led as I was sure both a priori and trom the 
happy faces of the two young men to a display of fickleness 
unparalleled in the whole history of womankind. Within an 
hour after accepting Burton the faithless creature accepred 
Calder in almost idenucally the same terms! Even the most 
heartless of coquettes had surely never been guilty of such 
conduct as this 

All this, however, was for the present merely a plausible 
conjecture, based upon a more or less certam knowledge of 
character Lo make sure of it, | determined to ask The result 
but too sadly confirmed my fears Burton was almost delirious 
with joy 

‘She is mine.” he saad, ‘and that beast C alder was never init 
with her To think that I should ever have been atraid of a 
cad hke that! 

l congratulated him as in duty bound and spent an hour 
with him which may have been pleasant to him, but became 
very tedious to me so difhcult was it to get him off his one 
eternal topic and induce him to talk Uke a rational being At 
last, however, | managed to ettet my escape and made my 
way to Calder He also received me very graciously 

‘Old man,’ he said, ‘J have good news to ull you Amelia 
has just consented to be engaged to me’ 

‘Indeed? Lreplied. ‘Eam very pleased to hear it You are a 
happy man. Dick ` 

‘Yes, he sud, ‘happier than I deserve But what delights me 
Umost as much as having won her as that she never gave a 
thought to that fellow Burton IfI had had anv sense I must 
have seen that a girl like her could never be taken in by a 
wretched fellow hke him, bur somehow I managed to be 
jealous of him Well, that’s all over, thank goodness. | really 
belreve I shall get to hke him now Fm sure he can do me no 
harm.’ 

And so the young fellow chattered on, cutting me to the 
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heart with almost every sentence that he uttered. What a 
dreadful awakening I was preparing for him! For of course 
the awtul truth must be told him, that he and his rival had 
fallen in love with a sham It would be an awkward moment 
for both of us Should I tell him now, and get it over? On the 
whole I preferred to put ıt off, and consult Moore first His 
fertile brain would suggest a way out of the difficulty Perhaps 
he would make a second automaton that would do for one of 
the rival suitors, while the other kcpt to Amelia At any rate, | 
preferred to get his advice before acting He had made the 
Phantasm bleed, might he not get us out of this still more 
unpleasant position ? 

I told him ot the new comphcation To my surprise he 
made light of it 

‘Well >’ he said when | had finished my recital 

‘Well? I replied, ‘I should chink that was enough ` 

‘Why, he said, ‘I can see nothing wonderful in that The 
wonder would be if they hadn't proposed to her Women 
have had offers before now ° 

‘But you can’t intend to let things go on as thcy are” | 
cried 

‘That’s exactly what I do intend,’ he answered ‘Why should 
I interfere > 

‘Buc think of it for one moment,’ I said ‘Iwo men in love 
with the same automaton two men in the position of accepted 
lovers at the same moment! Think of even ome man in that 
position! How awful itis whv, it 1s tog dreadful to think 
of? 

‘Then I shan't think of it.” he answered oolly ‘My deer 
fellow, what is there so strange in at all? Men have been in 
love with stone-like women before this Men have given 
themselves up to heartless and soulless abstractions before 
this. Anyone who gets mv Amelia will get something, at any 
rate, not a mere doll ` 

The plain fact dawned on me that Moore’s extraordinary 
success had turned his brain He had put so much of himself 
into his automaton that he had positively begun to regard her 
as a real living being, in whose veins Howed his own blood, in 
whose nostrils was his own breath Eve was not more trulv 
bone of Adam’s bone than this Amelia was part and parcel of 
Moore’s hfe There was a mysterious union between them 
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by some unholy means Moore had succeeded in conveying 
some portion of his own life to this creature of his brain? I 
tried to dismiss the thought, for I am a man of science, yet it 
recurred ag un and again 

Moore was monomaniac on this point, yet, strange to say, 
my conviction of his lunacy did not lessen the influence he 
had acquired over me His intellect was as keen, his will as 
powerful, as ever, and in spite of the utter monstrosity of his 
plans, and their inhuman cruelty, I lent myself to their fulfil- 
ment, and went desperatcly on to the bitter end Let me 
hasten to the final catastrophe 

Burton and Calder were engaged to Amelia It may be 
easily understood that now and then they came into collision 
Sometimes things looked strange to them Calder once de 
manded m explanation of his fiancee as to the frequency of 
Burton's visits She gave him an account that sansfhed him, 
and sealed it with a smile and a kiss that made him feel hke a 
villain for cver doubting her People wondered at the conh 
dence with which both the voung men asserted chat they were 
the favoured suitor, and admired the daring skill with which 
Amelii played otf one against the other No one warned the 
young men, it was none of our business to interfere with 
them Inghsh people do not care tor meddling As for me, 
had J not done enough by giving both ot them a very plain 
piece of advice at the very outset. to which nether of them 
had paid the shghtest attenuon, beyond msmuating that I was 
jealous of my own mece ? 

In such matters one young man is 1emathkably similar to 
another Their very modes of speech tend to become the 
same In asking Amelia to fx the day, necd it be wondered at 
that they used precisely the same terms as have been used by 
ul young men from the day when that nameless suitor of 
‘pretty Jane’ promised to buy the ring tor his beloved? The 
result may be easily foreseen Amelia, by some hidden law of 
her being, for which not she but perhaps Moore was to 
blame, could not help fring the same dav tor both Had a 
third candidate appeared on the scene, she would have fixed 
the same day for him also 

When I had heard this last fatal denouement, | confess that 
even Moore’s influence could not keep me from taking a step 
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on my own account I would not destroy Amelia, much as I 
hated her for the trouble she had caused me Something 
seemed to tell me that her death would be the certain death of 
Moore, whose life was bound up tn hers as closely as the life 
of Jacob was bound up in that of Benjamin By some subtle 
process, every time danger thicatened Amelia, Moore's spirits 
seemed to sink, every time she surmounted the danger his 
spirits rose again He had put himself into her I would not 
destroy her, but I went to Calder and I pave him a pretty 
plain hint as to the position of atfairy between her and 
Burton He would not believe me 

‘If I thought she was false,’ he said, ‘E would stab her where 
she stood, were it at the very altar But it cannot be She has 
pledged herself to me, and mine she is” 

‘T know at for a fact,” | answered, that she has promised to 
marry Burton on the 29th of February ’ 

‘The twenty-ninth" he cried ‘Why, that 1s my dav, the day 
on which she has promised to marry me” 

‘Precisely so,’ [said ‘What she mcans to do I don’t know ’ 

‘But I know what I mean to do, he answered gloomily “I 
will have it out with her ’ 

‘No violence! 

‘None at all Don’t fear me By God, what a heartless 
creature! Butit can’t be true You are decaving me" 

‘Too true But find out tor vourselt ’ 

‘I took my leave, and went home I did not intend to see 
Moore, | knew the strange spell of his eyes, and that cven 
now l might be unable to resist his will 

I afterwards ascertained what Calder s plan was He made 
no inquiry from Amelia, he simply went and begged her to 
put off the day of his marriage a month, from the twenty 
ninth of Februarv to the last of March She readily agreed He 
then went off to a shop he knew, and bought a sharp Spanish 
dagger 

The day of the marriage drew near, ind nearer Fvery 
preparation was completed It was to be fashionable St 
George’s was got ready in expectation of a large assemblage 
of people At length the eventful morning dawned. I was to 
give the bride way to Burton, as after the postponement of 
Calder’s wedding he was the only bridegroom lett in the race 
We came out and stood before the altar. As I passed along I 
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noticed two figures in different parts of the building, both 
familiar to me. They were Moore and Calder. The former 
was untidy, evidently excited and restless. The latter was 
scrupulously neat, but he had a strangely determined look on 
his face. One hand was hidden under the breast of his frock- 
coat. 

Phe service proceeded. Fancy a girl like this being told she 
was a daughter of Abraham, so long as she was not afraid 
with any amazement! Certainly a cooler, less perturbed daugh- 
ter of the patriarch I never saw She gave the responses in a 
clear, musical vone They came to the tatal question ‘Wilt 
thou have this man to be thy husband? Before she could 
answer ‘IE will, there was a sudden contusion, a man rushed 
forward, drew forth a dagger trom his breast, and shouting 
‘You shall not” stabbed Ameha to the heart or rather 
through the left side of her bodice. She fell to the ground, 
striking her head heavily as she fell against the rail There was 
a whiri, a rush [he anti phonograph was broken T bent over 
her, and opened her dress to staunch the wound. Moore had 
made no provision for her bleeding there As 1 drew out the 
dagger, it was followed by a rush of sawdust 

In the confusion of the strange discovery, no one noticed 
that a real death was taking place not twenty feet away As 
the sexton was clearing out the church, be noticed a man 
asleep in one of the pews, leaning against a pillar He went up 
and touched him, but there was no answer He shook him, 
but the man was as heedless as Baal lt was Arthur Moore, 
and he was dead He had put his lite into his masterpiece, his 
wonderful toy was broken, and the cord of Moore's hfe was 
broken wath ıt 


And as tor me, why, Iam no longer a fashionable physician 
As I write. there are men about me, who talk of me as a 
patient 


The Man Who 
Made A Man 


By HARLE OREN CUMMINS 


America, too, bad its range of popular monthly illustrated 
magazines which flourished in the decades either side of the 
dawn of the twentieth century. Harper's Monthly, The Cen 
tury, Scribner's and McClure’s Magazine were just four that 
sold extremely well m America and also published special 
English editions. These publications similarly developed their 
oun excellent illustrators including Howard Pyle, Maurie 
Griffenbagen, Rollin Kirby, Andre Castaigne and Fredernk 
Dorr Steele — Amerua's pre-emtnent interpreter of Sherlock 
Holmes A similar band of prolific and adaptable writers kept 
these publications supplied with stories, including Harle Oren 
Cummins (1859-1931) whose work ts to be found in all of the 
magazines | have listed 

Cummins, who lwed imn Boston, Massachusetts, wrote a 
wide range of fantasy tales from such out-and-out ghost 
stories as The kool and His Joke to the ingenious Science 
Fiction yarn of The Space Annihilator. A selection of bis best 
short stortes, rather curiously entitled Welsh Rarebit Tales, 
was issued by the lhe Mutual Book Company in his native 
Boston tn 1902, and ts now something of a rarity. The Man 
Who Made A Man which Cummins contributed to McClure’s 
Magazine tu December 1901, ts a curious little story in which 
a certain Professor Holbrok creates a man and animates him 
by electricity. But it 1s the inevitable end of the creature that 
provides the reader with a puzzle - for just how or by whom 
was tt destroyed . 
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When Professor Aloysius Holbrok resigned his chair as head 
of the department of Synthetic Chemistry in one of the famous 
American colleges his friends wondered; for they well knew 
that his greatest pleasure in life lay in original investigations. 
When two weeks later the papers stated that the learned 
chemist had been taken to the Rathborn Asylum for the 
Insane, wonder changed to inordinate curiosity. 

Although nothing definite was published in the papers, 
there were hints of strange things which had taken place in 
the private laboratory on Brimmer Street, and before long a 
story was current that, as a result of dabbling in the mysteries 
of psychology, a man had been killed while undergoing one of 
Professor Holbrok’s experiments. 

lt 1s to clear up this mystery and to refute the charges of 
murder that 1, who served for ten years as his assistant, am 
about to write this account, which, to the best of my knowl- 
edge and belict, contains the facts of the case 

l had noticed for the year previous that Professor Holbrok 
was much preoccupied, but I knew that he was working over 
some new experiment. Many times when I came to his door at 
hve o’dock to clean up as usual for the next day, I found a 
notre pinned on the door telling me that he was in the midst 
of important work and would not need me again that day. I 
thought nothing about n at the time, for when he was 
expernmenting with Dr Bicknell, pertorming operations with 
hypnotism instead of anwsthetics, there were weeks at a time 
when I was not allowed even a glimpse of the inside of the 
laboratories One dav, however, as I came m to report, the 
professor called me aside and told me that he wanted to have 
a talk with me 

‘You know, Frederick,’ he began, ‘that | have been working 
and experimenting for a long (me on a new problem, and l have 
not told you or anyone else the object of my toil. But now Ihave 
come to a point where [must take some one into my confidence 
I need an assistant, and | know of ne onc I can trust more than 
you, who have been with me now nearly a dozen vears.” 

I was naturally flattered. 

‘Frederick, he continued, rising and placing his hand on 
my shoulder, ‘this experiment is the greatest one of my life. I 
am going to do what has never been done tn the history of the 
world, except by God himself — 1 am going to make a man! 
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I did not realize at first what he meant | was startled, not 
only by his wild statement, but also by the intense tone in 
which he had spoken. 

‘You do not understand,” he said, ‘but let me explain You 
know enough chemistry to realize that everything — water, air, 
food, all things which we use in every day life — are merely 
combinations of certain simple elements As you have seen 
me, by means of an electric current, decompose a jar of pure 
water into its two component parts, — two molecules of 
hydrogen to every molecule of oxygen — so vou can bring 
these same elements together in the gaseous state, and if the 
correct proportions are observed, when an electric spark or 
fame ıs brought into contact with the mixture, you will 
obtain again the liquid water This 1s only a simple case, but 
the chemical laws which govern tt hold equally well for every 
known substance found in nature There are only abour 
seventy five known elements, and of these less than thirtv 
compose the majority of the things found in cvery day life 

‘During the last sıx months 1 have been working with these 
elements, making different substances I have taken 1 piece of 
wood, decomposed it with acids, analysed it quantitanvely 
and qualitatively, finding the proportions in which its elements 
were combined Then I have taken similar elements, brought 
them together in the same proportions, and | have produced a 
piece of wood so natural you would have sworn it grew upon 
a tree 

‘Lhave been analysing and then making again every Common 
thing which you see in nature, bur I was only practising I 
have had an end tn view Finally, I took a numan body which 
U obtained from Dr Bicknell, at the medial college, and I 
analysed the flesh, the bones, the blood, in short, every part of 
it What did [ find? Of that body, weighing 165 pounds, 106 
pounds was nothing but water, pure water, such 1 you may 
draw at the tap over yonder And the blood which in the 
man’s hfe had gone coursing through his veins, bringing 
nourishment to every part what was that? Nothing but a 
serum filled with little cellular red corpuscles, which, in their 
turn, were only combinations of carbon, oxygen, sulphur, and 
a few other simple elements 

‘I have taken the sternum bone from a dead man’s chest, 
analysed it, then brought together similar elements, placed 
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them ın a mould, and I have produced a bone which was just 
as real as the one with which 1 started. There were only two 
things ın nature which I could not reproduce. One was starch, 
that substance whose analysis has dehed chemists of all ages, 
the other was flesh Though I have analysed bits of it carefully, 
when I have brought together again those elementary parts 
flesh would not form 

‘Chemists all over the world have been able to resolve the 
flesh into proteids, the awesome proteids, as they are called. 
They form the principal solids of the muscular, nervous, and 
granular tissues the serum of the blood and of lymph But no 
man on earth except myself has ever been able to create a 
proterd They have missed the whole secret because they have 
heen working at ordinary temperatures Just as the drop of 
water will not form from its two gases at 4,500 degrees Fah , 
nor at its own lower explosion temperature, unless the spark 
be added, so will protoplasm not form except under certain 
electric and thermal conditions 

‘For the last two months I have been working on these lines 
alone, varying my temperatures from the extreme cold pro- 
duced by liquid air, to the intense heat of the compound 
blow pipe, and Į have been repaid A fortnight ago I discov- 
cred how it was that I had erred, and since then I have 
succecded in everything I have tried I have tormed the pro- 
teids, the tats, and the carbohydrates which go to make up 
protoplasm, and with these for my sohd foundations, I have 
made every minute and complicated organ of the body I have 
done more than trhat E have put these component parts 
together, and now behold what [have made `° 

He lifted a sheet. which was thrown over a heap of some- 
thing on the table, ind I started back with a strange miature 
of awe and horror, tor, stretched out on that marble slab, las 
a naked hody, which, st it had never been a man, Ining and 
breathing, as [lived and breathed, then I would have sworn I 
dreamed 

The thoughts which began to come into my mind probably 
showed in my tace, tor the professor said ‘You doubt? You 
think that I have lost my reason, and this thing is some man | 
have killed Well, I do not blame you A year ago I myself 
would have scotfed at the very idea of creating such a man 
But you shall see, you shall be convinced, for in the next part 
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of the experiment l| must have your help. I will show you how 
I have made this man, or I will make another before your 
eyes. Then you and I, we will go further, we will do what no 
one but God has ever done before — we will make that inert 
mass a living man ` 

The horror ot the thing began to leave me, tor I was 
fascinated by what he said, and I began to feel the same spirit 
with which he was inspired 

He took me into his private laboratory, and betore my eyes, 
with only the contents of a few re agent bottles, a blowpipe, 
and an electric battery, he made a mass of human tesh I wall 
not give vou the formula, neither will J tell you in detail how 
it was done God forbid that any other man should see what I 
saw afterwards 

‘Now, all that remains is the final experiment, and that 
with your help I propose making to night,’ said the Protessor 
‘What we have to do 1s as much of a riddle to me as ıt is to 
you [tis purely and simply an experiment I am going to pass 
through that lifeless clay the same current of electricity which, 
if sent through a hving man, would produce death Of course, 
with a man who had died from the giving out of some vital 
function I could not hope to succeed, but the organs ot this 
man which I have made are in a perfectly healthy condition h 
is my hope, therefore, that the current which would destroy a 
living man wall bring this thing to hife ’ 

We bore that naked body, not a corpse, and vet so terribly 
like, into the electric laboratory, and laid it on 1 slab of slate 
Just at the base of its brain we scraped a litti bire spot not 
larger than a pea, and, as I live, a drop of blood oozed out 
On the right wrist, just over the pulse we made another 
abrasion, and to these spots we brought the positive ind 
negative wires from off the muns of the street current 
outside 

I held the two bare uninsulated bits of copper close to the 
flesh, Professor Holbrok switched into circuit 2,000 volts ot 
electricity, and then before our starting eyes that thing which 
was only a mass of chemical compounds became a man 

A convulsive twitching brought the body almost into a 
sitting position, then the mouth opened and there burst forth 
from the lips a groan 

I have been in the midst of battles, and I have seen men 
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dying all around me, torn to nbbons by shot and shell, and I 
have not flinched, but when I tore the wires from that 
writhing, groaning shape, and saw its chest begin to heave 
with spasmodic breathing, I fainted 

When I came to myself I was lying half across the slab of 
slate, and the room was filled with a sickening stench, an 
odour of burning flesh I looked for the writhing form which I 
had last seen on the table, but those wires, with their deadly 
current, which I tried to tear away as I fainted, must have 
been directed back by a Higher Hand, tor there remained on 
the slab only a charred and cinder like mass 

And the man who had made a man could nor explain, for 
he was crawling about on the floor, counting the nails in the 
boards and laughing wildly 


Frankenstein II 


By LEONARD MERRICK 


Leonard Merruk (1864-1918), the author of thts next story, 
had a more personal reason than most writers to have been 
inspired to create a piece of fiction on the theme of Franken 
stein — for during his career as an actor he had briefly 
appeared in a stage version of Marvy Shelley's novel playing 
the experimenter’s assistant Merrick, who was actually born 
Leonard Muller in Belsize Park, London had to cut short his 
education when his father suffered severe financial problems 
He was sent to South Africa, where he worked in a solicitors 
office for tuo vears and nearly died of camp fever Returning 
to London, be was already stage struck and managed to 
obtain a job with a repertory company uho toured I ngland 
playing ‘sensational melodramas’ in the major touns and 
cities It was while be was appearing as an actor that be 
changed his surname to Merrick, and continued to use this 
when, two years later, he abandoned the stage for writing 

Merrick later produced a string of successful plays and 
novels, several of whuh uere based on hi theatrical expert 
ences, mcluding The Actor Manager (1898) and While Paris 
Laughed (1918) The theatre was also the setting for a number 
of his most ingenious short stories like trankenstan IL concern 
ing a young playwright and the scnpt which becomes hiv 
monster 11G Wells was a great admirer of Merrick, writing 
in a critique of bis work, ‘He stands for something that has 
not been done in fiction before, and he has done tt so well 
that he must necessarily become a type in our memorias ’ 
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I was at the Throne Theatre to see Orlando Lightfoot’s 
comedy. Entering the buffet, in the first interval, I met Orlando 
lightfoot 

‘Hallo, old man? f sad ‘Congratulations in large 
quantities ’ 

‘Thanks,’ said the new dramatist. ‘Have you seen it 
before ?’ 

‘No, Dut I saw in the papers that it was an ‘‘cmphatic 
success ” How beautiful Fise Millar is in the part” 

We induced one of the personages behind the bar to notice 
that we were present, and removed our glasses to a table 
Orlando sighed heavily 

‘What’s your trouble ? I inquired 

‘My “emphatic success,”” he said “Bur it’s too Jong a tale 
to rell you now | suppose vou want to see the second act?’ 

[he vindictiveness with which he pronounced the last two 
words was startling. I stared at him ‘My dear Orlando -’ I 
began, but he cut me short 

‘Call me “Frankenstein” he groaned ‘Like Frankenstein, 
Pye constructed a monster that’s destroying me Before I 
created this accursed comedy | was a happy man ` 

‘fc must have been a very long while before,’ [said ‘When | 
had the misfortune to share your rooms, vou used to remark 
casually at breakfast thar you wished vou were dead ’ 

‘Anyone is hable to express dissatisfaction in moments, but 
on the whole I was cheertul and buoyant, espeaally when you 
were out,’ he insisted ‘IE frequently hid as much as five 
pounds at the ume Pm not boasting, vou know it’s true Five 
pounds at the time ts prosperity, tf a fellow hasnt got a 
monster to support Since | wrote the comedy, a five-pound 
note has been as ephemeral as a postage stamp | pinched and 
pawned to start the monster in hfe. What it cost me in 
typewriting alone would have kept me for a month. Ie has 
gorged gold. It has devoured mv All And now, by a culminat- 
ing stroke of diabolical malice, it’s breaking my heart.’ 

‘There’s nearly a quarter of an hour before the act,’ [I said 
‘Give me a cigarette and the story I want one badly, an 
appreciative editor 1s cager to send a cheque ’ 

‘Halves > asked the author of the ‘emphatic success * 

‘Halves,’ I agreed. 

‘Well,’ said Orlando, ‘the devil tempted me ın the pit of the 
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Vaudeville one might. Elsie Millar was in the cast, she had 
very httle to do, but, as usual, she did tt exquisitely. I had 
always admired her, wished I knew her, and that night | 
thought, “By Jove, wouldn't I hke to write a big part for her! 
Wouldn’t she make a hit if she only got the chance” [ came 
out after the pertormance imagining her in the sort of part 
she’s playing in the monster A plot was beginning to put its 
head round the corner, and I wandered out of the Strand on 
to the Embankment trying to get hold of ıt The Fmbankment 
was deserted, and the river ~’ 

‘Yes, I said ‘Cut that kind of thing — I can put it tn when I 
do the writing. | don’t want to miss any of the second act’ 

‘Well, [ went to bed about three o'clock with a plot that 
enraptured me When I woke up and saw ıt in the daylight, it 
didn’t look quite so fetching -— as is the way of plots et cetera, 
sull, ıt had good teatures, if it wasn’t a Venus, ind I curled its 
hair, and titivated tt generally, cll i was fascinating again. 
The dialogue was the most interesting work — especially the 
love scene, | enjoyed that It was lke making love to a nice 
girl myself, and saying the right things at the time instead of 
thinking of ‘em afterwards I ought to have been turning out 
stuff for the papers, but I let them slide, and at last the play 
was finished It sounds as rapid as filling your pipe, told like 
this, when you do the story you should stress the alternate 
ups and downs of the business the mghts when I wrote 
epigrams and felt like Pinero, and the mornings when Í read 
"em and felt hke cutting mv throat Don’t forget that Its 
real ’ 

‘Tl remember,’ I said ‘Vil have a paragraph on it’ 

‘Well, I had two copies of the thing tvpewritten at Miss 
Becks's, in Rupert Street, and pretty they were, tied up with 
pink bows — ull I put in all the improvements I had thought of 
after I posted to her [he improvements | had thought of after 
I posted to her made such a mess of the copies that I had to 
have two more typewritten However, I couldn’t pretend she 
was dear, and I paid and looked pleasant Guilelessly, J 
imagined my expenses were over 

‘Sonny, they were just beginning’ Miss Becks’s bill was 
only the preface. A man who knew the ropes told me } should 
be a fool to have the scrip hawked about before it had been 
copyrighted. “How do you do it?” I said. “Oh,” he said, “it’s 
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very easy. You give a private performance of the piece in a 
building licensed for public entertainments There are a few 
details to be observed.” When I grasped the details I knew I 
had committed a reckless extravagance in writing a play | 
examined my belongings, and doubted tf they would run to 
luxuries like this Still I had constructed the monster, and it 
had its claims | did my duty by ıt 

‘I hired a hall in Walthamstow for an afternoon Í invented 
two columns of Fashions for Men to pay tor the hall in 
Walthamstow Whipping a urcd brain, I mvented them ~ and 
then they tetched eighteenpence short of the rent I posted one 
of the nice, clean copies of the monster to the I ord Chamber- 
Jain co read IT didn’t want him to read it - especially since I 
had learnt the compliment was to cost me guineas - but that 
was one of the “details to be observed’? I had to pawn my 
watch for the Lord Chamberlain And he didn’t even send the 
nice clean copy back he buried it in archives More typewrit 
ing expenses! After that | had to have the parts typewritten 
My dress clothes paid tor the parts Then [ had to advertise 
for artists to read them I got my “artists” cheap a halt- 
crown a head, but my watch chain went after my watch, and 
the monster began to attack my library “Any more ‘details >” 
I asked “One or two,” said the man, “you must have a 
couple of plavbills printed, and don’t torget to register your 
tith ” Well, I wont dwell on the drinks but by the time I was 
through with the Walthamstow hall, and Stationers’ Hall, the 
monster had lett nothing ın my wardrobe except a mackintosh, 
and hid consumed a complete set of Thackeray bound 'n 
calf" 

Orlando groaned again, and I murmured sympathy I alsa 
reminded him that the second act must be drawing near 

‘All right he said testily ‘Listen The monster was now 
my legal property it was about the only property I did have 
how, but anvhow, the monster was mine 1 was informed that 
an official heene for it would reach me in due course 
Admire my next move! An average intellect might have been 
shattered by the sacrifices I had made for the beast, Z was sull 
brilhant. Did I send the thing to a theatre uninvited and wait 
six months to see it expelled? Not Orlando! I realized thar I 
was an outsider I realized that I needed someone to take me 
in Else Mallar was playing at the St James’s then She had 
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never heard of me, but I wrote to her, I said | had written a 
comedy with her in my mind, and that I'd like her to read ıt 
before I offered ıt to a management.’ 

“What tor?’ 

‘“What for’? Because I thought she might be so enamoured 
of her part that she'd move mountains to get the piece 
produced ° 

‘Mv prolix friend,’ I said, ‘1 perfectly understand your 
inward reason, but what was the reason you gave to the 
lady >” 

‘Oh" said Orlando, ‘I borrowed from a letter that I once 
knew an actress received from a full-blown dramatist, | wrote 
that I was “desirous of hearing whether she would care to 
play the part if an opportunity arose ” Suggestive ?’ 

‘For an amateur who had never been through a stage door 
It was consummate impudence, I admitted ‘And she 
replied >’ 

‘She replied thar she would be pleased to read the piece if J 
sent it to her private address It departed to her, registered, 
the same day And I wish you wouldn't keep mterrupting me ! 

Well, a fortmght went by, a forumght of suspense that I 
can’t describe to you ’ 

'I don’t want you to describe it” I exclaimed. ‘For heaven’s 
sake, remember that the act `H be starting directly PH describe 
your feelings when I write the story ` 

‘If you don’t write it better than you listen to it, theres i 
poor show of a cheque,’ he complained ‘I sav a fortmght 
went by [hen she wrote that she had read my comedy and 
was “delighted with it °? Look here! if you don’t undertake 
not to speak another word ull I've finished, i shan’e tell you 
any more Is it understood ” 

I nodded And for 1 spell Orlando had it all his own way 


‘She wrote that she was “delighted with it,” and asked me to 
call on her one day about halt pase tour I could hardly 
believe my eyes Really, it looked as if the monster’y rancour 
had worn itself out. [ felt tender towards the beast again, my 
affection revived I said that it was like a monster m a fairy 
tale, transformed to a benevolent presence by the heroine. | 
thought that a pretty idea, I hoped I should get a chance to 
mention it to Miss Millar when Í went. 
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‘Of course, I meant to go the next afternoon — weather 
permitting - and I was so eager to see what sort of weather it 
was in the morning that I trembled when I pulled up the 
blind Thank Heaven! it was raining I breakfasted gratefully, 
and my only fear was that the sun might come out later on 
Fortunately ıt didn’t The drizzle continued, and all was well. 
By your idiotic expression it’s evident you’ve forgotten that 
the only decent garment remaining to me was a mackintosh 
My sut was socially impossible, if it had been a fine day I 
couldn’t have gone 

‘She fives with her mother in a top flat in Chelsea When ] 
was shown ın, she was alone Her voice wis just as sweet as it 
was on the stage She isn’t a bit hke any other actress [’ve 
met, she talks rather slowly, and she’s very quiet Even when 
she enthused about the piece she spoke quietly 

“I think it’s beautiful,” she sud “Fm glad I asked you to 
let me read se Incarly didn’t, because 

“Because you didn’t know my name?” I said 

* "Well, ves,’ she said ‘So many people write to one, and 
their pieces are generally so impossible Is this your first Mr 
Lighttoot ?” 

‘My fist, ind it has threatened to be my last, T said 
“Pve been copyrighting it, and the complications have nearly 
ruined me I hid begun to feel myself another Frankenstein 
with a monster ind then you turned the monster into a 
prince of light, like Beauty in the fairy tale ”” 

‘Te didn’t “go” so well as I had expected, bur she smiled a 
little “Yowll kt me give you some tea?” she said “Won't 
you take oft your mackintosh ?” 

‘No, thanks,” sad, “atiset very wet’ 

‘Then we had tea and cake, and got 1 bit forrader She said 
she wished she had a theatre to produce the thing, and I said I 
wished I had an agent to place st for me She asked me if Pd 
lke her to show it to Alexander and I said the English 
language would be inadequate to express the grantude I'd 
feel Of course, | added, she mustn't do all that for nothing, 
and she said she'd find it reward enough to play the part I 
said “Pickles!” then, quite naturally, because she was an 
exceedingly nice girl, and I liked her I told her she should 
have any share of the fees she chose to ask for “Oh, non- 
sense!’ she said. “No, it isn’t nonsense!’ I said, “it’s only 
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fair.” “Oh, well, then,” she said, “if I get the piece done for 
you anywhere, you shall give me the usual agent’s commission. 
Does that satisfy you?” We were talking quite chummily by 
this tame. And I had another cup of tea. 

‘Before I went, her mother came in. Her mother didn’t treat 
the commission so atrily ~ her mother wanted the girl to have 
a contract. But that was all right, I put it on paper for her 
when I got home. 

‘There was nothing tor me to see her about again for two 
or three months. I had heard from her that Alexander had no 
use for the piece, and that “Sir Charles Wyndham had prom 
ised to read ıt on Sunday.” Then she wrote that she was going 
on tour — and J called to say “good-bye” to her. There wasn’t 
a cloud in the heavens, and 1 was stil dependent on the 
mackintosh, but ıt couldn’t be helped I staved longer that 
time. I could have stayed to supper if it hadn’t been for the 
mackintosh! 

‘Of course she went on working at the business while she 
was away, and she used to write me what she was doing 
about it She was a regular trump, and I tiked getting het 
letters and answering them, though the prospects never came 
to anything At last she wrote that she was coming back and 
I called to say “How do you do?” to her It still hadn’t run to 
a new suit, and — I attribute a great deal to that mackintosh! 
it curtailed all my visits, I haven’t had a fair chance with rhe 
girl p 

‘I had never loved before so quickly, I was fond of her 
already I hope, when you write the story, youll bring her 
charm out strong, you had better send the manuscript to me, 
and Pil put in some of the things she has sad loyal, 
womanly things, without any grease paint on em As I sat 
there that afternoon, sweltering in the infernal mackintosh, | 
knew ld hke to marry her, I knew that if the comedy ever 
caught on, I'd try to make my agent my wife 

‘Well, when a production looked as far off as Klondyke, 
there came this offer for the piece from Cameron, who had 
just taken the Throne. She was as excited about it as I was. 

‘“The Throne isn’t quite the house ld have chosen,” she 
said, “but you'll get a beautitul cast; Cameron will take pains 
with the smallest detail, you'll be p'eased with everything 
Oh! | mustn’t answer for your leading lady.” 


Frankenstein Il 313 


‘I laughed. There was no need for me to tell her I had faith 
in my leading lady 

‘You bave piven me a chance!” she said “It'll be the best 
part lever played If thts engagement makes me, | shall owe it 
to you ” There was one of the things without any grease paint 
on ‘em Wasn’t it swect? Shed have had every excuse for 
reminding me all the time what a service she had done me 

‘We talked it over hke pals She said that, of course, 
Cameron would play the Colonel himself, and that he wanted 
to gct Fairfax for the lover 

‘Who's Fairfax?” Isard, “I don’t know him Lhe lover is 
in important part all that pretty seenc of yours in the 
Orchard Act will go for nothing if your lover’s not good ” 

“Oh, Furtax 15 a very clever young actor! she said, 
“we've never played together, but he has just made a great hit 
it the Imperial, | saw him there, he was very good indeed ”’ 

‘Wall, things couldn’t have looked more promising Cam 
eron was cothusiaste he didn’t pav any money on account, 
but he gave me a ugar the percentage he agreed to was 
satisfactory, and the girl I loved considered me her benefac- 
tor Making a discount tor disappomtment, I hoped for a 
hundred a week trom the Throne, besides that. there'd be 
the provincial tours, and there were the Americin and C olo- 
mal nghts 1 had visions of 1 house in Sloane Street, and a 
motor car 

‘Then the cxapenses began again F couldn’e atrend daily 
rehearsals through August im the mackintosh, so | managed 
to raise a pony on the agreement [The interest was tniqui 
tous, but I was bound to have decent clothes, ind on the 
threshold of a fortune [didn't fuss I went to a tailor, and Í 
bought a two-guinea panima, and had eighteen pounds lett 

‘Fairfax turned out to be a plam young man with a big 
head, and I didn’t think so much of his reading as Miss Millar 
seemed to do However, he improved She, of course, was 
divine, and Cameron was all ryghte On the whole I was 
satished with the rehcarsils dramatically, financially they 
were a shock The luncheon adjournments upset my calcula- 
tions [| always had to adjourn with Cameron - though I'd 
rather have taken Miss Millar - and Cameron lunched exten- 
sively. If a man stands you Bollinger one day, you can’t offer 
him Bass the next. | had expected to enjoy the rehearsals, but 
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the eighteen pounds were vanishing at such a rate that I 
thanked Providence when the last week came 

‘Well, by dint of missing a rehearsal or two, I had contrived 
to cling to a fiver, and I shook hands with myself I counted 
on it to keep me going till I got the firsr fees Vain dream! 
Thev decided to “try the piece” in Worthing for three nights 
and I had to pay fares and an hotel bill! Old chap, when | 
walked here to the Throne, on the night of the London 
production, I possessed one shilling - and that went on a 
drink for the acting manager In the morning I hadn’t the 
means to buy newspapers with the notices of my own play 
Penniless, | read them in a publi library among the 
Unemployed! 

‘Ot course, the notices bucked me up With an “emphatic 
success,” T could smile at being stone broke till the hundred 4 
week came in But it didn’t come The box office sheets gave 
me the cold shivers when I saw them, ind the queues at the 
pit and gallery doors were so short that the buskers give up 
plaving outside The piece alwiys went very well, but there 
was never in} money in the house, the audience always 
looked very nice, but none of them had ever pud They look 
very nice this evening, don’t they? Paper! Paper in rows! 
Paper in reams! 

‘A hundred a week? By the firse Saturday night I reckoned 
my week’s royalties would about cover the cost of my Wor 
thing trip! And then I was optimistic 

‘Cameron sent for me, he said 

‘Pm afraid I must take this piece off at once ” 

‘The dressing room recled I muttered that the notices had 
becn good 

“Ies more than the business is Look at the booking"”’ he 
said 

‘I hinted feebly that the best people hadn’t come back to 
town yet 

‘He said, “Well, PIL give it a chance to pick up 1f in the 
meantime you like to waive fees ”” 

‘I waived’ I heard him in a kind of stupor ‘“Pve never 


had a bob!’ 


Orlando paused, his head drooped sadly I ascertained that 
the barmaids weren’t looking, and pressed his hand 
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‘It’s hard lines,’ I said ‘We must have another talk after the 
show You won’t mind my bolting now? The bell rang ever 
so long ago, the second act must be half over ’ 

‘A curse upon the second act!’ he burst out ‘Why did I ever 
write the second act? Don’t see it? 

‘But I must see it, I urged ‘I want to see n What’s the 
matter with it?” 

The dramatist was silent again, | saw that he was struggling 
with strong emotion At last he said in a low voice 


‘The rest of the story so far as it has gone — 15 more painful 
sul Perhaps you suppose that, now it had stripped me of all 
and involved me in the meshes of a monev lender, the monster's 
malignity was appease d? Not so! Pecuniarily it could harm me 
no more, but through my iffections f was sell vulnerable, the 
monster’s most insidious injury vou’ve yet to hear 

‘Lnouced during the rchcarsals that Barrtax was struck with 
Miss Millar, and lately Miss Millar has shown an unaccount 
able mterest in the big headed Fairfax I call it ‘unaccount- 
able? because Fairfax, in his proper person can’t be said to 
account for it She's always saving how “tender he is in the 
part > Che parts tender! | own the man can act, but I gave 
him the lines co speak! T invented the tender things for him to 
do She docsn’t remember that 

‘Consider what happencd when I wrote the piece! T imag- 
ined a charming girl in an orchard, | imagined myselt in love 
with her She hid Elsie Miallir’s fice, she answered me with 
Elsie Millars vore With all the tenderness all the wit all the 
tancy | could command Í tried to make this charming girl 
tond of me Materially. [was producing half a dozen pages of 
dialogue , psychologically I was lending my own character to 
any man who played the lover’s pairt 

‘It fell to Fairfax and it’s all “Fairtax” with her Oh, she 
has becn very svmpathetic vbout my failure, we're still friends, 
but there's another min now ! She talks more of his perform- 
ance than of my comedy It’s natural I suppos — she under- 
stands his work better than mine but I detest the second act, 
you shan’t see the second act, the second act's the other man’s 
glamour to her! She's falling in love with the part, and chinks 
it’s with him The monster gave him his opportunity — and 
he’s stealing her from me urth my own words"” 
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‘Talk to her as you've talked to me,’ I said, ‘and hope still ° 

‘Tcan’t help hoping,’ he answered, ‘but ’ 

An attendant entered the bufter with a note ‘Mr Lightfoot, 
sir?” 

Orlando tore it open - and passed it to me mutely I read 


‘Drar MR Licurioor -1 hear you are in front to night 
Uve been waiting to tell you something all the weck Mr 
Fairfax and I are engaged to be married and we owe our 
happiness to vour play Wall you come round atterw ards to 
let us thank vou? Yours always sincerely, EI STE 
MILT AR’ 


‘Poor devil! Pexclaamed ‘Well, the monster has finished 
with you now, at anv rate! You know that vou're disappointed 
in love, and you know that the last of the expenses 15 over ` 

‘Yes, he said ‘You think your editor uall send a 
cheque for the story ”” 

‘In overdue course,’ [ told him ‘Why ” 

‘Well,’ he moaned, ‘how am I to find the money to buy her 
a wedding present * 


The Composite Brain 


By ROBERT S. CARR 


There is a special assoctation between the uniter of this next 
story and his theme For Robert Spencer Carr (1909 1978) 
began bis working life in u biological research laboratory 
before literary success lured him to Hollywood and a very 
lucrative career us a screenwriter for Walt Disney and several 
of the other mayor film studios Robert was the younger 
brother of John Dickson Cart, the famous American uniter of 
"mpossible came’ novels, and shared uith him a love of 
sensational fiction The younger Carr was only fifteen when 
he sold his first horror story to the legendary pulp magazine, 
Weird Tales, and thanks to the editor, Farnsworth Wright, 
not only recewed encouragement but also guidance on the 
manuscript of his first novel, The Rampant Age (1928). This 
powerful story about rebellious youngsters at high school 
predated the famous James Dean movie on the same theme, 
Rebel Without A Cause, by almost a quarter of a century. 
The success of Carr’s book which he gratefully dedicated to 
lurnsworth Wright led to Ins becoming a full-teme not eltst, 
writer for the Sacurdw Evening Post und the Blue Book, and 
to his screen contracts. 

Robert Cart later admutted that krankenstein bad been one 
of the books which had fired his initial enthusiasm to write 
horror stones like Spider Bite, Soul Catcher and Phantom 
Fingers for Weird Tales between 1915 and 1917. Indeed, he 
was still younger than Mary Shelley when he wrote The 
Composite Brain in which the influence of ber novel, as well 
as his work on biological research, will quickly become ap- 
parent to the reader 
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Professor Hurley leaned forward tensely and added a drop of 
a sparkling red liquid to the jelly-like grey mass ın the jar 
before him. He placed the tips of his long white fingers 
together and narrowed his eyes to mere slits, while his high, 
pale, intellectual brow wrinkled in a slight frown as he 
mused. 

His repose was interrupted by the entrance of Leroy, the 
young student who was studying under him 

‘Sorry to bother you, professor, but I wanted to finish that 
plating test I started this morning ` 

Leroy eved the jar on the protessor’s desk 

‘New expermment?” he inquired, lifting his eyebrows 
quizzically 

‘Yes, atas, said the professor ‘Sit down, I want to talk to 
vou ’ 

There was a moment ot silence as Leroy drew up a chair 
Then the professor spoke 

‘Leroy, do vou beheve it possible to make hving 
protoplasm?’ 

The young man smiled 

‘Well, I don’t believe it is impossible, but so far no onc has 
done it’ 

‘Suppose someone were to do nt Would that not be 
wonderful ?” 

‘In the abstract, yes, but I fail to see where it would affect 
any body or-anything, save the fame of its discoverer A miss 
of simple protoplasm would be useless ’ 

‘But not if made up into tussucs"” 

‘Now you are talking fantasies, professor, for you know 
that protoplasm 15 but the filling, as one might sav, of a call, 
and must be surrounded by a cell wall and contain a nucleus 
before it is really active ’ 

‘Suppose we could eliminate the nucleus and supply the cell 
wall, then should we not have hving cells to build muscles 
and tissues with ?' 

‘But would tt be possible to do away with the nucleus and 
to make a cell wall?’ 

‘The mesoglea of a sponge js living tissue, and yet it has no 
nucleus You know that such a simple thing as a cell wall 
could be created ’ 

‘Exactly what is the point of all this questioning, professor >” 
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‘Only this, Leroy,’ said the old scientist, leaning eagerly 
forward with a strange light burning in his pale grey eyes. ‘in 
this jar is living protoplasm! Before the might is over it will 
have formed ttself into cells, un-nucleated, imperfect and 
weak, to be sure, but living cells, nevertheless, which, with 
proper care, can be developed into living flesh!’ 

For a moment complete silence reigned in the great labora- 
tory. The last rays of the afternoon sun shone through the 
tall, barred windows in long, slanting, golden beams, accentu- 
aung the gloom within and bringing out the figures of the two 
men im starthng relief. At last Leroy gasped 

‘Living flesh? Why, professor, surely that is impossible! 
The evolution of the single cell to the complex tissue took 
mullions of years" 

‘See this?’ 

The protessor took from a drawer the bottle of red liquid 
he had been using. 

‘This greatly hastens the development of the protoplasm. 
Within two weeks we shall have workable tissue, but of 
course there are many complicated procedures we must go 
through which will involve some time, but | beheve eventually 
we shall be able to sav that we have cheamtteally created a 
wimg organism 

‘How? asked the young student, excitedly 

‘Leroy. said Professor Hurley, slowly, leaning back in his 
chair and shaking his head thoughtfully, ‘men have not yet 
devised words that can adequately describe what has been 
revealed to me By working with me on this discovery, vou mas 
learn, buticis too stupendous for mere words Itis the secret of 
life itself! Using chemunally constructed tissue as a base, and 
grafting Various organs into tt. the possibilities are unlimited.’ 

He took a bit of the grey, semi-transparent substance trom 
the yar and placed it on a mictoscepe shde. The two men bent 
their heads over the instrument and conversed m low, earnest 
tones until far into the night. 


More than three years later, James Hurley, Protessor Hurley’s 
nephew, returning trom abroad, bounded up the steps to his 
uncle’s home. The old tamuly servant greeted him at the door 
and took him to the laboratory where the protessor and Leroy 
were working. 
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The young man rushed ın to greet the kindly old uncle he 
had known a few years before, but drew back aghast at the 
white haired, deathly pale old man with deep set, burning 
eyes, who contronted him 

‘Why, uncle, have you been sick ” he exclaimed 

‘No,’ replied the old professor in hollow tones ‘just working 
hard on a big experiment ’ 

‘You’ve been working too hard, Pm afraid What is the 
experiment ?” 

‘Come with me and I shall show you ’ 

Leroy led the way down into the basement of the big house 
He switched on the light and touched a concealed button A 
portion of the wall slid slowly and silently back, revealing 1 
dark and sinister looking cell, or rather pit, for its floor was 
some eight or ten teet below that of the cellar 

As the three men lined up at the brink, the professor turned 
on a strong light in the root of the cell, which tluminated the 
interior brightly His nephew gave an exclamation of horror 
for there, in the centre of the floor of the foul, swe ity pit, was 
the product of the two surentists’ work 

It lay a shapeless mass, clothed in matted, yet black har, 
the kind of hair one sees on sewer spiders Along the lower 
parts of its sides protruded two rows of the blotched, grey 
green tentacles of the octopus, which dragged limply as the 
thing rolled shghtly on its four short stubby legs 

The face-on the stocky, low hung protuberance thit was its 
head, was a repulsive, hairy mask wn which two lidless eves 
rolled slowly and hidcously from side to side There was no 
sign of a nose, while a great, gaping mouth with formidable 
fangs occupied the entire lower quarter of its tace [ts most 
startling feature was the pair of naked human arms that 
protruded from either side of its forward half Occasionally 4 
low sucking sound escaped 1t, as it lay m its slime and water 
like some ancient monster in a subterranean cavern 

For several minutes the men stood silently Then the profes 
sor’s nephew burst out 

‘Great God! that’s a horrible thing! Where did it come 
from >” 

‘We made tt,” replied his uncle 

‘Made it” 

‘Yes,’ said the professor ‘Several years ago I stumbled upon 
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the secret of making hving protoplasm. After a great deal of 
experimenting, I was able to build up simple flesh, not the 
complex, nerve-filled flesh you know, but a flesh that contains 
only a few nerves and the very sımplest circulatory system 
possible. Using this as a base, I grafted various parts of 
various animals on to it. The creature was constructed exactly 
as you would build a house, using only what you want and 
selecting only the sturdiest and most essential things Lying 
there it requires but little nourishment, as it moves but seldom. 
Its heart, transferred alive from a bull, beats about twice a 
minute when the beast is not active, but 15 strong enough to 
force the blood all over its body ’ 

James’ horror had by this time lessened enough tor him to 
become interested. ‘But, uncle, he inquired, ‘how could you 
get one kind of blood to nourish organs from different 
animals ? 

“That was simple. | prepared a saline solution that was 
adapr ible to all ind was even more life sustaining than blood, 
although it requires a stronger heart to pump it The beef 
heart m there is the best and strongest that could possibly be 
obtained.’ 

James looked again at the human arms, showing dead- 
white against the black hair of the creature. and shuddered to 
think of the lengths to which his uncle might have gone. The 
professor continued 

‘The simple bur efficient digestive system is the bese I could 
construct, and it is protected from injury by a sheathing of 
strong cartilage Phe idea of using the tentacles of an octopus 
was Leroy’s They are singularly efficient,’ he idded with an 
cvil smile. 

‘The jaws and teeth are trom a monster bulldog, as is also 
the fore part of the skull A clever httle chought of mine was 
to graft the poison sacs, ducts and fangs of a huge swamp 
rattlesnake into the jaws of the hving dog, after flling the sacs 
with a poison of my own manufacture, It is an albuminous 
poison much the same as the natural venum of the snake, bur 
with much different effect. It paralyses its victim completely 
until the antidote is apphed, and it has no bad after-ettects. 
As to those arms you eye so fearfully: a lare-walking pedes 
tnan obligingly stepped in front of my auto one night tn a 
dark little side street, so 1 brought him along.’ 
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James looked at his uncle askance 

‘As I said before,’ he went on, ‘there is no highly comphi 
cated circulatory or nervous system, but only the trunk nerves 
to carry the message from the brain to the muscle There are 
but tew blood vessels Because of this fact, and because the 
beast 1s made up mostly of the lower animals, it has practically 
no teeling l could pump a hatful of bullets out of this 
automatic into it with very httle effect Of course, if one of 
the trunk nerves or a leader were severcd, that part alone 
would stop tunctioning, but since there 1s only one nerve tor 
each part, and those nerves are well coveted ind protected, 
vou would almost have to chop the creature to bits with an 
axe before he would die The sluggish circulation prevents 
rapid bleeding to death 

‘Yes, the body 1s cleverly enough constructed, but the brain 
1s my masterpiece Since only the arms of a human being wetc 
used, only that pare of a human brain that governs che rms 
was put into my composite brain So it 1s with the octopus’ 
tentacles only the portion of an octopus’ brain that controls 
its tentacles was used 

‘Practically all of the bulldog’s brain was left in, so the 
creature has nearly all of the simple instincts of 1 bulldog 
such as use of its jaws, hghung, and avoiding objects when it 
walks All of the native pugnacity of a bulldog is present 

‘But the most important thing of allis this composite brain 
1s controlled by my oun! When I transmit the thought of 
the action ot walking, the beast’s brain reacts When I 
think killing, ıt fights with almost inconcety ible ferocity and 
abandon Remember, I think the action, not the word, in 
fact, it is nothing more nor less than an extremely simple 
torm of hypnotism, so simple that it 1s practically thought 
transference, for I have no personality to overcome I have so 
trained myself that I can direct the thing almost as well as my 
own body I will give vou a httle demonstration ’ 


The professor stood quietly and gazed fixcdly at it Under his 
direction, it went through various gyrations, snapped its jaws, 
rolled over, and at length began to climb the opposite wall of 
the pit 

With a slowncss more horrible than speed, it progressed 
straight up, the tentacles making uncanny little noises on the 
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sweaty walls, while the naked hands ın front clutched franti- 
cally at little cracks and projections. 

Now the thing halted and hung, like a huge spider, directly 
opposite them James could see that under the fingernails of 
the hands the flesh was dead-white, and he knew, without 
touching the grafted arms, that they were cold with the 
clammy, creepy cold of a week-old corpse. 

Fhe professor’s voice broke the silence 

‘To show you how complete my power is, I will give the 
command “relax” ’ 

He looked at the hanging body All holds let go simultane- 
ously and it fell with a terrihe thud to the bottom of the pit, 
where it lay limply, as if dead 

‘Now watch? 

Again the professor directed his thought waves at the inert 
mass As if touched by a galvanic battery it sprang into 
action) The professor’s ne phew realized how immensely power- 
ful the misshapen thing was as it lumbered rapidly about the 
pit As it passed beneath him he could see the great thews 
rolhng under the tough hide 

‘Could anyone’s brain direct it? he asked 

‘Yes, with simple thoughts such as “relax,” “move for- 
ward” or “kil Another extremely important fact is that I 
can detect its mental reactions, or, to use the term breadly, 
read its mind Of course, its mental processes are very few 
and simple, in tact, the word “impression” describes them 
better than “thought They are very elemental and embrace 
such subjects as extreme heat or cold, great hunger, and a 
hind of contusion, mec with when the beast encounters a 
blank wall or an abrupt drop In this wav I can direct it even 
when itis out of my sight 

‘Do not get the impression that it is unconscious except 
when under the direction of thought waves It occasionally 
ctawls about in the pit and will fight anything, anv mime, for 
the mete pleasure of killing, sometimes coupled with hunger 

I wonder what it is thinking about at present >” 

A moment’s silence, then he satd ‘The brain registers the 
impression “very hungry” ’ 

The protessor spoke the last words with peculiar emphasis. 
James shot a sidelong glance at his uncle, and started when he 
saw the wild light of sheer insanity gleaming in his eyes ... 


324 THE FRANKENSTEIN OMNIBUS 


His uncle made a move towards him, and James took a step 
backwards ... The old scientist stopped and made a horrible 
grimace, which was intended for a smile but tailed of 1ts 
purpose. He resumed his subject 

‘You see what a powerful engine of destruction | have here 
With at’ (the light of insamty glowed from his cadaverous eyes 
once more) ‘I can do anything I will. I am all-powerful, I can 
kill whom I wish, I can depopulate the earth" 

He shrieked out the last words in a frenzy. Then his 
manner changed suddenly 

‘Come,’ he said, beckoning with a clawlike finger, ‘come 
here. My secret ts not safe with you You belong down there ’ 

He pointed down into the pit Suddenly he leapt forward 
and grasped James by the arm James looked at him dumbly a 
moment betore he fully realized the significance of the 
movement. 

With a scream he tried to break away, but his uncle held 
him with the rigid grip of a madman, and drew him closer to 
the pit. Again he screamed and struggled nearly out of the 
protessor’s hold. Leroy leapt forward suddenly, there was a 
short scuttle at the brink, and with another horrible scream 
James pitched forward into the pit. 

The two men stepped back. Leroy touched the button that 
operated the door, the heavy slab slid in place, and the insane 
scientists smiled at each other as the muffled screams below 
ceased abruptly 

‘Bulldog instincts working,’ remarked the elder, calmly 


‘Professor, said Leroy after they had once more seated them 
selves in the laboratory, ‘don’t you think that the addition ot 
a portion of a good human brain to our beast’s headpiece 
would render him more efficient ? 

‘Yes, I had thought of that, but where can we obtain a live 
man to get a brain from? The man trom whom we obtained 
the arms was onlv knocked unconscious, luckily, but occasions 
hke that are rare and that young fool, James, 1s in shreds by 
now. What a pity we didn’t think of it then!’ 

‘Well, I don’t think that fellow was much of an imtellectual 
giant, anyhow, we want the most highly developed brain we 
can get.’ 

Professor Hurley was silent a moment. Then: 
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‘| know the very brain we want,’ he said, ‘and it happens 
that | have a personal score to settle with this man. You know 
Dr Forrester of the university? He was the cause of my 
removal trom the chair of surgery some years ago, and I 
swore vengeance. It would be my moment of triumph to have 
him in my power and let him know that I intend to use his 
brain in an experiment of mine.’ 

‘But how shall we lure him here ”’ 

‘Ihave a plan in which we can ualhize our tentacled little 
friend down there in the pit to good advantage ’ 

‘Lees heart’ 


Within an hour the two madmen had formulated their plans 

The tar-off university tower clock faintly tolled the hour of 
midnight, as in the basement of the laboratory the professor 
and Leroy finshed feeding their hideous ward a generous 
amount of a nourtshing, gruel hke mixture [his done, the 
protessor mentally directed it up the steps and out on the 
driveway, where therr machine waited 

The springs creaked as the misshapen monster clambered in 
and lay on the floor m the rear of the car A blanket was 
flung over it, the two men got m, and the automobile plunged 
off into the night 

Titteen minutes later it coasted to a silent halt in front ot 
Dr Forrester’s clm-shaded residence Lhe professor pointed to 
an open window near the corner of the house, on the second 
floor 

‘Thacaws where our man sleeps Now watch out httk trend 
yet him ’ 

So saying, he seated himself on the running board and 
began the task of mentally piloting the creature 

Under his duection it lumbered across the lawn, reached 
the house and begin the long climb up the water spout and 
vines Once at sprang into sharp silhouette im a splash of 
moonhght, only to blend back into the shadows again when 
the moonlight dimmed, as af to blot out a sight that was 
unpleasant in the eyes of God 

At last it swung itself to the window-ledge of the doctor's 
room, and Professor Hurley breathed a sigh of rehet as the 
creature disappeared inside. 

‘Bulldog instincts will do the rest, though | had better direct 
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it to bite and not to kill, or our brain will not be alive when 
we get it,” he said with a low chuckle 

Dr Forrester awoke from uneasy dreams at the gentle 
shaking ot his bed He rolled over and opened his eyes, then 
sat bole upright as his startled eyes fell upon the hideous thing 
that was slowly creeping over the foot ot his bed 

Absolutely paralysed by terror, unable to make a sound, he 
sat rigid until a slimy tentacle brushed against his naked 
forearm Then he bounded out of bed, still soundless, seized a 
chair and struck a savage blow at the horror now lying on his 
bed The blow rebounded as if he had struck a resilient piece 
of rubber Under a shower of blows the beast shd off on to 
the floor and backed the doctor into a corner, where the still 
soundless man fought frantically against the foul smelling, 
clammy embrace until the paralysing effect of the poison 
brought merciful unconsciousness 


Scarcely had Professor Hutley withdrawn the needle of the 
hypodermic svringe that administered the antidote, than the 
musts of oblivion began to lift from the voung doctor’s brain 

He found himsclt bound to a post in an underground 
laboratory, where I eroy and the professor were busily engaged 
In preparing an operating table As his cyes swept the room, 
they fell upon the shapeless mass ot the thing A shudder of 
horror shook his body 15 he gazed upon the handiwork of his 
captors His observations were interrupted by the voice of the 
professor, taunting him 

His old enemy came and stood before him, laughed at him, 
tantalized him, tortured him showered him with curses as he 
stormed and raged betore his captive He dwelt on his fancied 
wrongs, told him how and why he had brought him there, 
and screamed his vengeance until he fell back into his chur 
exhausted, a suggestion of foam about the corners of his 
mouth 

During the long silence that ensued, Dr Forrester looked 
again at the black-furred huddle in the corner Something in 
its absolutely inert appearance fascinated him He wished that 
it would make a movement of some kind, rather than sprawl 
so limply on the floor 

He looked again at the elaborate preparations being made 
so that his brain might be alive to be put into that frightful 
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thing. The fast-crumbling throne of sanity in his head tottered 
and nearly fell. Oh! f that beast would only move If that 
single tentacle would only move an inch, what a relief it 
would be! He fairly shrieked ıt mentally 

To his surprise ıt did move A moment later he wished it 
would open its mouth It did Then the swaying throne of 
reason in his brain became steady, and for the next thirty 
seconds his brain spun in one of those lightning-hke thought 
processes that sometimes come to men ın the face of death. 

His eyes glowing, he mentally commanded the thing to flex 
the arms that hung limply at its sides They flexed, then, at 
his order, unflexed He looked at the operating table . The 
professor was pouring ether on an anaesthetizing cone . He 
looked back at the thing It was a desperate chance, but he 
must take ıt 

Slowly, and with beads of perspiration standing on his 
forehead, he urged the creature noiselessly across the floor 
towards the professor 

As it crouched behind the old man, the captive closed his 
eyes and directed all his faculties on the mental command of 
‘kal? 

There wis an instant of scuffling, a piercing shriek, and the 
doctor opened his eyes to see his enemy borne to the floor by 
the weight of his attacker 

Somewhere in that bit of grafted bulldog brain had lain 
dormant the little group of cells that snap when the dog goes 
mad and attacks his master This instinct took full possession 
of the huge body and the results were horrible to see 

The doctor closed his eves again When the sounds of the 
struggle ceased he reopened them and saw the thing sprawling 
motionless over what had been Professor Hurley 

He glanced at Leroy, who had stood motionless during the 
grim tragedy 

‘Cut these ropes quickly, or PI send that creature at you” 
he commanded 

Like one ma trance, and keeping his eyes steadfastly fixed 
upon the thing, the student obeyed 

Freed, Dr Forrester strode across the room, where he halted 
abruptly at the sight of a wicked automatic lying on the desk. 
Slowly he picked it up. He shot a sidelong glance at Leroy, 
still starıng dumbly at the repulsive sight before him. He 
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deliberated a moment, would it not be best to erase all 
evidences of such a travesty of nature? Suddenly he stepped 
forward and emptied the contents of the gun pointblank into 
Leroy’s body Without a sound the youth crumpled to the 
floor, his fast glazing eyes still fixed upon the thing 


A short search in an adjoining room brought to light a large 
can of kerosene Dr Forrester dashed it over the furniture and 
shelves, saturated the clothing of the corpses with it, ignited ıt 
in several plices, locked the door to the underground labora 
tory, where the thing still lay, and fled trom the house 

Many blocks away, on the university hill that overlooked 
the town, he glanced back and smiled grimly at the ruddy 
glow in the distance that marked the funeral pyre of so awful 
asecret The old building was blazing fercely 


Demons of the 
Film Colony 


By THEODORE LEBERTHON 


Weird Tales was only one of the Amertcan horror pulp 
magazines of the Lwenties and Lhirties which published short 
stones inspired by the Frankenstein theme Inside the gaudy 
covers of pulps such as Strange Stones, Terror Tales, Astound- 
ing and Fantasto uaith their ravening monsters and terrified, 
nearly naked girls - could be found a plethora of yarns about 
mad scientists trying to create life of one sort or another and 
amateur experimenters building robots or artificial men and 
women Some of these like krankenstein’s Twenty Cousins by 
RS Lerch (Strange Mysteres, January 1910) and Test-Tube 
Frankenstein by Wayne Robbins (Terror Tales, May 1940), 
capitalised on the allure of the name but actually had little to 
do unth either Frankenstein or his creature While others such 
us The kxtraordinary kxperiment of Dr Calgron by Joseph 
Faus and James Bennett Wooding (in the very first issue of 
Weird Tales, March 1923), Doctor Grant’s Lxpenment by 
H A Noureddin Addis (Strange Stories, October 1919) and A 
Madman’s Experiment by Jack Andrews (Terror Tales, Febru- 
ary 1919) were almost all derwatwe, repetitive and generally 
abysmally written [here was the imaginative exception or 
two, of course, especially after Hollywood had prodiuced the 
first great Frankenstein movie with Borts Karloff in 1911. The 
success of thts now classic film not only excited the imagina- 
tion of the world’s cinema-goers to the appeal of borror 
pu tures, but demonstrated to readers and writers just some of 
the potential uses to which the theme could be put. This fact 
hus, indeed, continued to be developed ever since. 

Demons of the Film Colony by Theodore LeBerthon 


330 THE FRANKENSTEIN OMNIBUS 


(1898-1915) 1s perhaps the best and certainly the most unusual 
short story to be found m the horror pulps, which draws on 
the Frankenstein legend in general and Boris Karloff’s role 
tn particular. LeBerthon, a Hollywood journalist, screenwriter 
and author, published the story m the October 1932 issue of 
Weird Tales und remained silent for the rest of his life as to 
just how much of it was fact and what was fiction. It also 
undoubtedly serves as an appropriate bridge to Part Il of this 
book which features the most outstanding of the variations of 
Mury Shelley’s tale on stage and screen 


For ten years I have been writing stories about the activities of 
the motion picture colony for what are known as the ‘far’ 
magazines, and, in strict justice to the movie people in and 
about Hollywood, I never before had an experience such as 
the one that befell me recently — for there 1s nothing weird, 
preternatural or otherwise affmghting about most motion 
picture people, from the child Jackie Cooper to the more 
elderly Marie Dressler. There have been, it 19 true, curious 
legends about Greta Garbo, bur she stays away from interview 
ers. Whatever her secret, she keeps it 

Obviously, I could not relate the experience I had in the 
pages of a ‘fan’ magazine The readers of these magazines are 
too accustomed ro sunshine to relish shadows So I decided tu 
submit to the readers of WrirD Tares the ghastly details of 
the gigantic hoax perpetrated on me by Bela Lugosi, star of 
the films Dracula and Murders in the Rue Morgue, and Botts 
Karloff, who played the monster ın the film Frankenstein. 

Candidly, for reasons which the reader may surmise before 
he finishes reading. I have hesitated considerably about writing 
of just what happened, but now I feel I should make what 
happened public. 

I was just leaving Universal City one rainy, dreary morning 
when John Le Roy Johnstone, Universal publicity director, 
called to me. 

‘Ted, don’t go away. I just happened to think that our two 
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demons, “Dracula” Lugosi and “Frankenstein” Karloff, are 
coming here in a few minutes A demons’ rendezvous ought to 
interest you I might add that they’re hastening here from 
opposite directions, to meet for the first time They actually 
have never met You see, Dracula and Murders in the Rue 
Morgue, in which L ugos: starred, were made here at different 
times than Frankenstein, in which Karloff played the ghastly, 
man-made monster And that’s why they’ve never met profes- 
sionally Nor have they ever met socially, although both have 
been in Hollywood, on and off, for several years But you 
know the film colony All spht up into little groups and 
circles ’ 

I didn’t mind sticking around For one thing, a murky 
drizzle had begun to fall outside [he mammoth Universal 
stages, seen through a window, seemed, tn the greyness, to be 
enormous squat tombs, unadorned sarcophagi in which giants 
five hundred feet tall, stretched in death, could be laid It 
might not be a bad idea, I concluded, to wait around a httle, 
if only to give the rain a chance to stop 

‘Doggoned if it isn’t just the kind of 1 morning for a couple 
of monsters to meet,’ laughed Johnstone ‘And do you know 
something, lve a queer hunch something funny’ll happen 
when thcy meet Not that there’s any professional rivalry 
between them in the demon field, as far as I know, but there’s 
becn a lot of banter going around the studio about the weird 
possibilities, you know, the things that could happen, when 
Dracula meets the Frankenstein monster! C andidly, I wouldn't 
be surprised if they try to frame each other ’ 

‘What do you mean” I chuckled nervously 

‘Well,’ he countered, ‘it’s natural thar this meeting should 
strike them both as funny And you know what actors are for 
pulling gags on each other `° 

The rain, increasing, muttered against the ground outside 


Boris Karloff was first to arrive — and, fantastically enough, in 
evening clothes, worn under a rain flecked overcoat which he 
tossed off with a mischievous, almost boyish fling 

We were introduced And I learned, from his accent, then 
from his admission, that his name ıs not Karloff, but that he 
1s an Englishman with a most unfortunate name But we 
won't go into that 
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He 1s slender, debonair, graceful, with powerful shoulders 
and large strong hands, smooth 1ron-grey hair, darkly tanned 
skin, and lucent, deep-set brown eyes. A witty, casual, well- 
bred fellow, with one of those strong-boned, hollow-cheeked 
countenances that seems carved out of hickory, and 1s 
characteristic of so many well-travelled, weather-beaten, 
distinguished-appearing Britishers 

He joked waggishly, this Englishman from God knows 
where, whose name ts not Karlott, about his coming meeting 
with Bela Lugosi. 

As he was talking, and Johnstone and [ were absorbed in 
his high spirits, the door leading to the studio outside evidently 
opened. No one saw it open. In fact, we did not see anything 
until Karlotf, who faced the door as he chatted with us, 
suddenly looked up and asseverated startlingly, ‘Oh my God" 

Johnstone and I looked around and I don’t know what he 
thought or felt. I do know | became visibly disconcerted, to 
put it lightly 

There stood Lugosi, filing the doorway, quiet as death, 
and smiling in his curiously knowing way It ts the smile of a 
tall, weary, haunted aristocrat, a person of perhaps fallen 
greatness, a secretive Lucifer who sees too clearly and knows 
too much, and perhaps wishes it were not so, and would like 
to be a gracious chap. He, too, was in evening clothes ona 
rainy morning! He advanced with a soft, springy tread 

Karloff stood up as if galvanized by some sudden irrevoca- 
ble plan of action. Then he turned on the advancing Lugosi a 
cold, unbelieving stare that would have riveted another man 
in his tracks. But the tall, tapering fingered Hungarian, draw 
ing himself erect, continued to smile with unmistakably ghastly 
knowingness. 


It was Lugosi's hand which was thrust forward first 

As they shook hands they seemed to lock horns with their 
eyes. Only for a moment, however, for both broke into ear- 
to-ear grins 

‘I hope I didn’t scare you to death,’ Lugosi smiled, narrow- 
ing his eyes, and seeming to look right through the quondam 
monster. 

‘I hope I didn’t scare you,’ parnied Karloff mirthfully. 

I could not be certain, but I thought Lugosi bristled, as sf 
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his demoniaca] prowess had been challenged by a tyro in 
demonism. 

Finally he said slowly 

‘I think I could scare you to death ’ 

Karloff struck a match, lit a cigarette, puffed a couple of 
times, and retorted with an air of whimsical scorn 

‘I not only think | can scare your ears right off, Mr 
Dracula, PI ber you that I can’ 

Within the next few minutes a wager of a hundred dollars 
had been made They would go onto a deserted set, within 
one of the vast, empty, tomb like stages squatting in the 
rain outside No lights would be turned on They would tell 
each other stories such stories of darkness, terror and 
madness that one or the other would cither faint or cry out 
for the other to stop Lhe other would then be pronounced 
victor 

Publicist Johnstone. grinning a bit unconvinungly, as if he 
were somehow ill, protested 

‘There should be a referee You go along, LeBerthon, and 
decide which one out scares the other And, Pi tell you what 
Take Ray Jones, the photographer, along He can get incontro- 
vertible evidence ’ 

‘J domt want to oppose your wishes,’ put in Lugosi, his 
eves widening like wrathtul alarm signals, “but 1 would rather 
be alone with Mr Karloff You won't need any evidence All 
you may need is a doctor, a nerve and heart specialist You 
see, only one of us will walk off that stage The other will be 

et carricd otf ` 

He satd this with some heat, yet with a growing twinkle in 
eves which gradually narrowed again But Johnstone was 
obdurate 

And so, two tall actors in evening clothes, a photographer, 
and a writer walked with bowed heads and hunched shoulders 
in the rain to reach the stage building with its unfortunate 
resemblance, for me, to a colossal sepulchre 


We entered a small door in the side, nearly tripping over 
cables that coiled hke lifeless serpents about the floor in the 
dank, dusky atmosphere Photographer Jones lit a match We 
found our way to a set where, among other articles of 
furniture, there was a davenport. It was then agreed that 
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Jones could take photographs if he and I would stand twenty- 
five feet away in a dark corner, and if he would use only 
noiseless flash powder 

The tall actors in evening clothes sat on the davenport In 
the obscure gloom we scarcely could discern their figures But 
soon we were to hear a mournful vore, Lugosi's 

‘Boris,’ he began, in a gloating sonority, ‘what would you 
say if this set, this stage, this studto, suddenly vanished, and 
you tound that ın reality you and I were sitting at the bottom 
of a pit? Ha! That would be inconvenient for you, wouldn’t 
it? But of course I might provide some charming company - I 
might drag down into this pit an exquisite young woman 
And I should indulge in a curious experiment that would 
cause your hair to turn white - and your stomach to turn 
inside out 

‘Boris,’ he went on in a ghoulish, stckeningly exultant 
tone, ‘women are thrilled by Dracula, the suave one Women 
love the horrible the creepy, more than men Why docs a 
woman always tell the story ot her husband’s death so often 
and with such relish? Why does she go to cemeteries? Ten 
derness? Griet? Bah! It’s because she likes to be hurt, tor 
tured, terrified! Yes, Boris! Ah, Boris, to win a woman 
take her with you to see Dracula, the movie As she sees 
me, the bat-lke vampire, swoop through an open casement 
nto some girl’s boudoir, there to sink teeth mto neck and 
drink blood, she will thrill through every nerve and fibre 
That ts your cue to draw close to her, Boris When she ıs 
limp as a rag, take her where you will, do with her what 
you will Ah, especially, Boris, bite her on the neck! 

‘The love bite, ıt 1s the beginning In the end, you too, 
Boris, will become a vampire You will live five hundred 
years You will sleep in mouldy graves at night, and make 
fiendish love to beauties by day You will see generations live 
and die You will sce a girl baby born to some woman, and 
wait a mere sixteen to eighteen years for her to grow up, so 
that you can sink fangs into a soft white neck and drink a 
scarlet stream You will be irresistible, for vou will have in 
your powerful body the very heat of hell, the virility of Satan 
And some day, of course, you will be discovered ~ a knife, 
after long centuries, will be plunged into you, you will groan 
like a dying wolf, and you will drop like a plummet into the 
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bottomless sulphurous pit. Yes, Boris, that’s the end — for 
you! For us! For, look at me, Boris...’ 

‘Ha! Ha! Ha! You fool, Bela,’ came Karloff’s scornful, 
pealing laugh in the darkness, ‘why try that kindergarten stuff 
on me? You ask me to look at you, Bela. Well, look at me! 
Look ... look ... look ... and take an occasional glance 
upward, Bela. These two hands of mine, clenched together 
above my head, could descend at any moment, in a second, 
ay, even before I finish this sentence, 1f I wanted them to, and 
they’d bash your distinguished head ın as if it were an egg. 
Your brains would run out like the yolk of an egg, and spatter 
your pretty tuxedo. 

‘Bela, a monster created by Frankenstein is not worried by 
your stories of sucking blood from beauties’ necks. But did 
you see the movie Frankenstem, Bela? Did you see me take an 
innocent httle girl, a child playing among flowers, and drown 
her? Some sentimentalists said J did it unknowingly. Bosh! I 
have done it a thousand times, and will do it a thousand 
times, again Bela, it’s dark in here, but you know me. You 
know it was no accident or chance, but significant, that I — 
the Englishman from God knows where whose name 1s not 
Karloff - was called upon to play that monstrous role! You 
know me, Bela, you know me. Why that bosh about five 
hundred years old? You know that both of us are nearly six 
thousand years old! And that we've met many times before, 
the last time not more than two hundred years ago ... And 
you shouldn't have made that foolish wager. Admit it, Bela? 
Karloff ’s voice shook with deep agitation 

‘I wonder,’ came Lugosi's reply, dreary as a fog-horn in the 
semi-darkness. 

In the meantime, Photographer Jones in his convenient 
corner kept snapping pictures. The noiseless powder recur- 
rently rose in puffs, so that — spookily enough - the scene 
resembled the laboratory of a medieval alchemust. 

‘Come, Bela - let's go. Er ... Jones, LeBerthon,’ Karloff 
shouted hoarsely, ‘are you ready to go? Bela and I have found 
we're members of the same - well, suppose we say lodge. 
We're therefore, quite unable to scare each other to death, for 
reasons you might not understand, even to oblige you. You'll 
just have to call it a draw.’ 

‘All right, we're ready to go,’ responded Jones, nervously 
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enough for that matter. ‘And — say — I’ve used up my last 
match Will one of you fellows stnke one ” 


I shall never know whether tt was Lugosi or Karloff who 
struck the match All I do know ts that when the match was 
struck ıt apparently revealed, not Lugosi and Karloff on that 
davenport, but two slimy, scaly monsters, dragon like ser 
pents, with blood-red, venomous eyes The apparitional things 
flashed betore me so suddenly that I became sick to my 
stomach and made a rush, on buckling legs, tor the exit — and 
the cool air 

Just as I reached it and noted fleetingly that the raim had 
stopped, and that my heart was pounding to the bursting 
point, and that | was strangely weak and giddy, Jones and the 
two tall actors in evening clothes came through the door 
Jones was rather sober and unconcerned, but Lugosi and 
Karloff were laughing heartily over somcthing or other 

‘Will you have lunch with us?’ Lugosi asked me, sull 
grinning but with something of a physician’s tender concern 

‘No, thank you,’ I replied, scarcely looking cither at him or 
Karloff, ‘I have to hurry away ’ 

And I did hurry away 

I am, of course, now convinced that what happencd was 
their idea of a practical joke, that the slimy, scaly things I had 
seen, the things which had so frightened and sickened me in 
that fleetmg moment, were either the imaginings of my over 
wrought nerves ~ or some mechanically contrived illusions in 
which Jones had some share 

There are, of course, some who will wonder if I do not 
merely prefer this simple, comforting explanation to one that 
might cause Hollywood hostesses to fear to invite Lugosi and 
Karloff to social functions - and fear not to invite them! 

Many people, deep down, still are superstitious. And there 
are many things in life we do not fully understand, such as 
why it ts the destiny of certain human beings to portray 
certain roles — whether ın real or ‘reel’ life 


II 


The Films 


Frankenstein; 
or, The Man and the Monster! 


aati a ars 


By H.M. MILNER 


less than five years after its publication, Frankenstein made 
its first move into a new medium the theatre It was to prove 
the first of several transitions — for, in time, the story would 
also be adapted for the amema, the radio and television 
Sadly, it was only this theatrical version of ber book that 
Mary Shelley lived to see and it bad, of necessity, to be 
considerably altered from the onginal to meet the demands of 
the stage Mary was, in fact, in Parts when she beard of these 
plans, as a letter to her friend, the poet and essayist, | eigh 
Hunt, dated August 14, 1823, indicates ‘l bave just had a visit 
from Horace Smith who does not know much Fnglish neus, 
except that they brought out Frankenstein at the Lyceum and 
i nnfed the monster in such a manner as caused the ladtes to 
faint away and a hubbub to ensue bouwerer, they dunintshed 
the horrors in the sequel and it is having a run’ 

Such a sensational debut not to mention a dramatic finale 
in which the monster plunged mto a tolano - no doubt 
brought the publi flocking in to see the play, at the same 
time inaugurating a tradition that has come to be associated 
uith many later dramatisations It was not until the end of 
the month, however, that Mary was back in l ondon and able 
to see a performance for herself on the evening of Friday, 
August 29 The watt had been worthwhile, for as she agam 
told Leigh Hunt on September 9 ‘But lo and behold 1 found 
myself famous! Frankenstem had prodigious success as a 
drama and was about to be repeated for the 23rd night at the 
Fnglish Opera House.’ Marvy also gave her impressions of the 
actors James Wallack ‘looked very well’ as Frankenstein, she 
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said, but it was Thomas Potter Cooke as the monster who 
really caught ber eve (Cooke, a former naval seaman who 
was shipwrecked in 1804 and thereafter decided to remain on 
dry land us an actor, played many villainous roles, but as a 
result of making over 350 appearances as the creature became 
as thoroughly identified with the role as Boris Karloff was to 
be a century later ) 

‘The stage represents u room unth a staircase leading to 
Frankenstein's workshop,’ Mary u rote, ‘he goes to tt and you 
see his light at a small window, through u hich a frightened 
servant peeps, who runs in terror when I exclaims, “It lwes! 
Presently F himself rushes in horror and trepidation from the 
room and while still expressing his agony and terror, the 
unnumeable throws doun the door of the laboratory, leaps 
the stuircase und presents his unearthly and monstrous person 
on stage Cooke played the part extremely well — his seeking 
as it were for support — his trying to grasp at the sounds he 
heard — all indeed he does was well imagined and executed 

A rare surviving copy of this two act ‘peculiar, romantic 
melodrama’ by the prolif London playu right, H M Milner, 
who specialised in literary adaptations, also included a descrip 
tion of Cooke s make-up consisting of lashings of yellow and 
green grease-paint as well as details of his costume ‘Close 
vest and leggmgs of a very pale yellowish brown, heightened 
with blue, us tf to show the muscles Greek shirt of very dark 
brown, and broad black leather belt’ The success of this 
version of the story ensured many more theatrical presenta 
tions m the years to follow, not a few of which drew on 
Milner’s concept Ihe creature's appearance, hou ever, was to 
change drastically over the ensuing vears and no more so 
than when st entered tts second reincarnation on the cinema 
screen 


ACT I 


SCENF | 

[he Gardens of the Prince del Piombino’s Villa At the 

back a Rwer, beyond which, Picturesque Country On the 

ps side, the Entrance to the Villa On the op side, a small 

Pavilion ) 

Enter QUADRO, STRUTT, and LISET1A, from the Villa, 
meeting male and female Villagers 

LIS And you think yourself a vastly great man, Mr Strutt, I 
suppose 

sTRUET Philosophers are not content with thinking, I know 
it My master’s a great man, and Fm like the moon to the 
sun, I shine with 1 reflected brightness 

QUAD Great man, indeed! I should like to know what there 
16 great about either of you A couple of adventurers, 
whom my poor silly dupe of a master, (Heaven help him‘) 
has brought from that beggarly place, Germany, and I 
suppose you'll never leave him whilst he has got a ducat 

siRUTI Pooh, tor his ducats! We want his ducats, indeed! 
when we could make gold out of any rubbish your 
worthless head, for instance, Signor Quadro Mv master 1s 
the most profound philosopher, and consequently the great 
cst man that ever lived to tell vou whit he can do is 
impossible, but what he cannot do, it would be sull more 
dithcult to mention 

QUAD Yes, his wav of making gold, I fancy, 1s bv conveying 
it out of other people’s pockets He may make gold, but 
he’d much rather have it made to his hand, I’ve a notion 

sTRUIY Signor Quadro, it is fortunate for you that my 
master does not hear you, and thar (considering the choice 
bottles of ( ataman wine that you have from time to time 
been pleased to open for me) Fm too discreet to tell him, 
- for, oh! signor Quadro, his power 15 terrible, - he 
could prevent you from ever passing a quiet night again! 

QUAD When I’ve got three quarts of good Rhemsh in my 
skin, Pll give him leave, 1f he can Your master ts a water- 
drinker, sir, he keeps no butler, 1 never knew any good of a 
man that drank water and kept no butler 

stTRUTT At all events, Master Quadro, that’s an offence 
which you cannot lay to my charge, I have the most 
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philosophical pnnuples upon the subject - I drink water, 
Signor Quadro, only when I can’t get any thing better 

QuAD And that’s generally the case, I fancy, when you can’t 
find some good-natured simpleton, like the Prince del 
Piombino, to keep you and your master together Instead 
of board wages, he billets you upon the kitchen of any body 
that’s tool enough to take you into tt 

STRUTT Be assured of this, Signor Quadro, I am not ungrate 
ful, when any kind friend has the goodness to take me ın, I 
do the best in my power to return the compliment 

QuabD The devil doubt you 

STRUTT But for mv master, Signor Quadio, don’t think that 
all the wine in Saly is any object to him, he could turn 
that river into wine if he thought proper, I've seen him do 
it, sir, and convert a quart of simple water into a bottle of 
prime Burgundy 

QUAD Can he? Can he do thit? Then he has an easy way of 
making me his sworn friend for life Only let him turn — | 
won't be unreasonable, I won’t say a word about the river 
— only let him turn the pump in our stable yard into a 
fountain of claret, and PIL never purloin another bortle of 
my master’s, so long as I'm a butler 

LIS And pray, Mr Strutt, has all this philosophy and learning 
quite driven the thoughts of love out of vour head? | 
suppose you fancv yourself now quite above us poor weak 
women? 

STRUTT Not at all, my dear creature, for the man who has 
the impudence to fancy himself above the fairest halt of 
human nature has sunk immeasurably below ıt 

QUAD Fgad! philosophy has not made quite a fool of the 
fellow But pray now my good Mr Strutt, amongst all this 
transmuting of metal, and converting of water, ¿can you 
inform us what it 15 that this wonderful master of yours is 
doing in that pavilion, where he remains constantly shut 
up, day and night, and into which no mortal but himself ts 
ever permitted to penetrate ? 

STRUTT You would lıke to know, would you? 

QuAD Ycs I should, very much indeed 

LIS Oh yes, Pd give the world to know, I should so lke to 
find out the secret 

SrRUIT (after a pause) And so should I 
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QUAD. What then, you can’t tell us? 

118 Or perhaps you won’t 

srRUIT Why you sce — I’m not exactly certain — but I partly 
guess — (they cling to him with eager cuntosity) that 1s, I 
suspect - that it 18 something that will astonish your 
weak nerves, one day or another 

QUAD Pshaw' 

118 A nasty, il natured fellow - see how Ill serve vou, the 
next time you try to kiss me (Musu without ) 

QUAD But hark! his highness approaches with his lovely 
sister, the lady Rosaura Back! back' all of you, show him 
proper respect 
(They are jomed by other domest s, male and female, who 
form ın order A Gondola approaches the shore, from 
tthich the Prince, Rosaura, and Attendants land As the 
Prince advances, all salute him \ 

PRINCE Fnough, enough, my triends, hasten to the villa, and 
busy yourselves in preparations for the festival I wish to 
give in honour of the illustrious genius, who honours my 
house with his presence 

QUAD (aside) A festival, too! tor a man who drinks no wine 
Well, there’s one consolation, there'll be more for those 
who do — and FII do my best to make up tor his deficrenuies, 
he may depend on’t 

sTRUTL (to Lis) It theres danang, may I claim the 
honour ? 

ris Will you try to find out vour master’s secret for me’ — 

STRUTT It is positively against his orders, to pry mto his 
concerns, and do you know, there ts but one person in the 
world whose commands could induce me to disobey those 
of my master 

tuis And who may that be, pray? 

SIRUT1 My mistress, you jade (takes her under his arm, 
and exeunt with Quadro, Domestis, &e into the 
Palace ) 

PRINCE I feel most deeply that rank and opulence can never 
do themselves greater honour, than by protecting and assist- 
ing talent and genius 

ROS And never, surely, did genius clothe itself in a more 
enviable guise, than in the person of Frankenstein How 
different is the unassuming, modesty of hts demeanour, his 


344 THE FRANKENSTEIN OMNIBUS 


winning gentleness, from the harsh pedantry and formal 
solemnity of schoolmen in general 

PRINCE Theirs is the solemn mockery of mere pretension, 
which genius, such as Frankenstein’s, despises — The Univer 
sities of Germany have all bent to his prodigious talent, and 
acknowledged his superiority — the prince who, conscious 
of his merit, rewards, assists, and forwards it, not only 
reaps the fruit of his sublime discoveries, but becomes the 
sharer of his immortality 

ROS Oh! may virtues and talenrs such as Frankenstein’s, ever 
receive the patronage and protection of such mcn as the 
Prince del Piombino 

PRINCE Í rejoice that my dear Rosaura’s admiration of this 
illustrious foreigner almost equals the enthusiasm of her 
brother’s Has her penetration ever hinted to her that last 
that best, mestrmable reward with which ! meditate to 
crown my favours towards this Frankenstein ? 

ROS (Turning awav) Ah, my brother! 

PRINCE That blush, that downcast look, assure me rhit 
should my admiration of his merit induce me to confer on 
him a gift so precious as my sister’s hand I should not in 
her heart find an opposer of my generosity —- | will not tax 
vour delicacy for a trank avowal, but in your silence read 
your aquiescence This night, amidst the joyous mirth that 
flls our halls, will I hint to our philosopher, the dearer 
pleasuré that I have in store for him 

ROS My dear, dear brother! - A heart like yours will ever 
find the secret of making all around ıt happy 

|k xevnt into Palace 


SCFNEII 
A Nearer View of the Outside of the Pavilion, appropriate as 
Frankenstein's study, practicable door, and transparent 
window above (dark ) 
Enter Frankenstein, from the Pavilion 
FRAN It comes ~ it comes! - tis nigh - the moment that shall 
crown my patient labours, that shall gild my toilsome 
studies with the brightest joy that e’er was yet attained by 
mortal man — What monarch’s power, what general’s 
valour, or what hero’s fame, can rank with that of Franken 
stern? What can their choicest efforts accomplish, but to 
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destroy? "Tis mine, mine only to create, to breathe the 
breath of life into a mass of putrefying mortality; ts mine 
to call into existence a form conceived in my own notions 
of pertection! How vain, how worthless 1s the noblest fame 
compared to mine! Frankenstein shall be the first of men! 
— And this triumph ıs at hand; but a few moments and ıt 1s 
accomplished. Burst not, high swelling heart, with this 
«’erwhelming tide of joy! 
batter JULIO. O.P 

yu Ah! my dear sir, I have not seen you before, to-day, I am 
so glad to meet with you 

IRAN (Abstractedly) Tis well, boy Good even to you. 

ju. Phere are such domgs in the palace, such feasting, and 
such merry-makings, and all, as they sav, tor you. 

IRAN Why that is better, nis as it should be. Doubt nor, | 
will be with ye. Let the full bowl high sparkle, let the 
poyous note swell loud, E£ will be there, exulting in my 
triumph. 

ru: Aye, but moreover than all chat, I could bur 1 don’t 
think I shall, because it was told to me as a very great 
secret EL could tell you of somerhing thar would make you 
so happy. 

IRAN. Í shall, F must be happy, the secret is my own. Leave 
me, boy, leave me. 

jo Nay, now, you do not love your poor Juho, Pm sure I 
know not how I have offended you, but you never spoke to 
me thus harshly before. 

FRAN: (embraces him) Nay, my pretty pupil, my attectionate 
Juho, 1 must love thee, ever. E am disturbed by intense 
study, and for a tew moments I would be alone. 

Ju If you are sure you love me, | will leave you; but tf 1 had 
offended you, | would not leave you til you had forgiven 
me, I would not, indeed; we shall see you anon. I shall 
know where to find you, by my pretty aunt Rosauta’s side. 
Oh, if you did but know what I could tell you! 

iHe runs off. o.p. 

FRAN: The time is come, the glomous moment 1s arriv’d. 
Now, Frankenstein, achieve the mightly work, gain that 
best of victories, a victory o'er the grave! 

(Exit into the Pavilion. 
Enter strut, with a Ladder, — and WASk UTA, 
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STRUTT Well now, do you know, Lisetta, I’m going to do a 
great deal more for you, than I dare to do for myself I'm 
dying to know what my master ıs about yonder, but ıf he 
should catch me peeping, what a jolly thump o’ the head I 
shall get, to be sure, and then, Lisetta, you have it in your 
power to break my heart, and that’s a great deal worse 

Lis Well, now, without any more ado, you put the ladder 
against the window, and hold it fast, whilst | mount up and 
see what he ts about 

STRUTT Fie, for shame, Lisetta, what are you thinking about? 
Pl get up the ladder, and Pl report all that I sec, to vou 
below 

Lis Well, just as vou please only I'd rather peep myself, 
because, you know, seeing is believing (Strutt places the 
l adder against the windou of the Pavilion mounts it, and 
peeps in, a faint glimmering of light 1s seen through the 
window ) Well now, what can you see? 

STRUTT Why, I can see a little fire, ind a great deal of 
smoke 

tis And I suppose all vour boasted discoveries will end in 
smoke 

stRUrI Oh! now I can see better, — ind would you believe 
it, Lisetta, from all I can see, I really do think, at least it 
seems so to me, that my master 1s making a man 

LIS Making a man! — What ıs not he alone? 

STRUTT Yes, quite alone (A strong and sudden flash of light 
1s now seen at the window, Strutt slides down the | adder ) 
Oh Lord! that’s too much for me! — he’s rasing the devil 
he’s blown off the top of the pavilion! Pun, run, Lisetta 
or the old gentleman will have you! 

Lis Nay, then the devil take the hindmost, I say! 

[Ihes run off or 


SCENE II 

The Interior of the Pavilion - folding Doors imn the Back On a 
long Table ts discovered an indistinct Form covered uith a 
black cloth A small side Table, with Bottles, and 1 bemical 
Apparatus — and a brazter with fire 
FRANKENSTEIN 15 discovered, as if engaged in a Calculation 
FRAN Now that the final operation is accomplished, my 

panting heart dares scarcely gaze upon the object of its 
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labours — dares scarcely contemplate the grand fulfilment 
of its wishes. Courage, Frankenstein! glut thy big soul with 
exultation! - enjoy a triumph never yet attained by mortal 
man! (Music. — He eagerly lays bis hand on the bosom of 
the figure, as if to discover whether it breathes.) The breath 
ot life now swells its bosom. -- (Mustc.) As the cool night 
breeze plays upon its brow, it will awake to sense and 
moton. (Music. — He rolls back the black covering, which 
discovers a colossal human figure, of a cadaverous livid 
complexion, it slowly begins to nse, gradually attaining an 
erect posture, Frankenstein observing with intense anxiety. 
When tt has attained a perpendicular position, and glares 
its eyes upon him, be starts back urth horror.) Merciful 
Heaven! And has the fondest vistons of my fancv awakened 
to this terrible reality; a form of horror, which I scarcely 
dare to look upon: - instead of the fresh Colour of human- 
ity, he wears the hvid hue of the damp grave. Oh, horror! 
horror! - let me fly this dreadful monster of my own 
creation! (He hides bis face in bis hands, the Monster, 
meantime, springs from the table. and gradually gans the 
use of his limbs, be is surprised at the appearance of 
Frankenstein, — advances towards him and touches him; 
the latter starts back m disgust and horror, draws his 
sword and rushes on the Monster, who with the utmost 
care takes the sword from him, snaps it in two, and throu's 
t down. Frankenstein then attempts to seize it by the 
throat, but by a very slight exertion of its powers, it throu's 
him off to a considerable distance; in shame, confusion, 
and despair, Frankenstein rushes out of the Apartment, 
locking the doors after him. [he Monster gazes about st in 
wonder, traverses the Apartment, bearing the sound of 
Frankenstein's footsteps without, wishes to follow him; 
finds the opposition of the door, uth one blow strikes i 
from its hinges, and rushes out.) 


SCENE IV. 
Outside of the Pavilion, as before. Frankenstein, m great 
agitation, rushes from the Pavilion locking the door after him. 
PRAN: (After a pause of much terror.) Have all my dreams of 
greatness ended here? Is this the boasted wonder of my 
science, — 1s this the offspring of long years of toilsome 
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study and noisome labour? Is my fairest model of perfection 
come to this — a hideous monster, a loathsome mass of 
animated putrefaction, whom, but to gaze on chills with 
horror even me, his maker? How how shall I secrete him, 
how destroy —? Heaven! to think that in the very moment 
of fruition, when all my toils were ended and I should glory 
in their noble consummation, my first, my dearest, only 
wish, is to annthilate what I have made! Horrible object, 
wretched produce of my il-directed efforts! never must 
thou meet another eye than mine never must thou gaze 
upon a human being, whom thy fell aspect sure would kill 
with terror! (A tremendous crash is heard, the Monster 
breaks through the door of the Pavilion) Ah' he 1s here! I 
have endued him with a giant’s strength, and he will use it 
to pluck down ruin on his maker’s head (Muste - Ihe 
Monster approaches him uith gestures of conciliation ) - 
Hence! avoid me! do not approach me, wretch! thy horrid 
contact would spread a pestilence throughout my veins, 
touch me, and I will straightway strike thee back to 
nothingness! 

The Monster still approaches him with friendly gestures 
~ Frankenstem endea ours to stab him uith his dagger, 
which the Monster strikes from his hand, ~ whilst the 
Monster ts taking up the dagger, and admiring its form, 
Frankenstein steals off - Ibe Monster, perceruing bun 
gone, rushes off, as tf in pursuit, but m an opposite 
direction 


SCFNE V 
The heart of a gloomy and intricate Forest — Tremendous 
Storm, Thunder, I ightning, Rain, © c 
Enter R117BERG, — and LMMELINE, bearing the Child 

EM The thunder’s awful vore, and the herce tumult of the 
wildly raging storm, have drowned thy plamtive wailings, 
my poor babe, and thou art hushed to silence Sleep on, my 
babe, let thy mother’s throbbing bosom shelter thee We 
shall find him soon, — yes, I am sure we shall - And when 
he sees thy ruddy smiling cheek, and marks his Emmeline’s 
wan and haggard features, his heart will turn to us, he will 
again be all our own 

RITZ I don’t believe a word of it Talk of his heart, indeed! 
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He has no heart: if ever he had any, it has evaporated ın 
the fumes ot his diabolical preparations He loves and 
protect you! - all his affections are in the bottom of a 
crucible, and in the wild chimeras of his science, and the 
dreams of his mad ambition, all his human feelings are lost 
and annthilated 

EM Oh, no! my tather, the enthusiasm of knowledge, the 
applauses of the powerful, may for a time, have weaned 
him from us, but my own kind, gentle Frankenstein, can 
never be inhuman 

RIIZ Can’t he? Well, E don't know what you may call it, but 
to deceive and trepan a voung, innocent, confiding creature, 
as you werc, and to leave you and your child to poverty 
and want, whilst he went rambling in the train of a prince, 
after his own devilish devices, - if that 15 not inhuman, | 
don’t know what 1s 

im Ah, my father, | have heard that the Prince del Piombino 
has an estite in this beautiful island, that he has, attached 
to his household, a wonderful philosopher I am conhdent 
‘as he and oh! my heart tells mc, that he wall shortly 
bless us with his returning love 

Ritz Yes, and with this fine tale, and because | could not 
bear to sec you pining away in hopeless sorrow, have you 
lured me to quit my quiet, pe weful abode in Germany, and 
come wandering over here to Sicily And today you must 
march out on a pretty wild goose chase, to endeavour to 
trace him in the household of this prince, tll we have lost 
our way m the mazes of this forest, and can't trace a path 
back again to the hovel I have hired And it’s my behef, 
that if you found him in the Prince's palace, vou would be 
driven away from the gate like a Common beggar 

EM Qh, say not so, my father, do not destroy my hope, tor in 
that consists the httle strength that now remains to me 

[Storm rages furiously | 

RITZ And a pretty night this for a young, delicate creature 
hike you, with your helpless infant, to be out in — Curses, a 
thousand curses on the villain —' 

EM Oh, no, my father, no! — Do not curse him. — Curse not 
the husband of your Emmeline, — the father of her child! 

Ring Well, well, I wont the damn'd goad-for-nothing 
vagabond! I daren’t stir a step in this plaguy forest, for 
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all the storm keeps such a beautiful hubbub about us, for 
fear of strayıng further out of the way; and I am sure you 
have no strength to waste. — But here, I have it. You stay 
here, exactly where | leave you, give me the child, for you 
must be ured of carrying it, and I'll endeavour to find the 
path. —- When I have traced it, PI return tor you — There, 
stay here, just under this tree, it will afford a partial 
shelter. I warrant me, that with the assistance of the light- 
ning, which keeps flashing so merrily, I shall soon discover 
the path. — I think I’ve got an inkling of it now (Takes the 
Child from Emmeline, and goes out as if endeavouring to 
trace the path ) 

EM. My spirits fail me, and my strength is exhausted Whilst I 
bore the child, nature gave me powers, and [ could not sink 
beneath the grateful burthen - Ah, what a peal was there! 
— Heaven itself joins in the persecution of the hapless 
Emmeline. — Father, father! come to me! — I sink Idie - 
oh, Frankenstein! Frankenstein! (She falls on the ground — 
the storm still continues to rage The Monster enters im 
alarm and wonder, stares wildly about him, at length 
percewes Emmeline extended on the ground - 15 struck 
with wonder, approaches and raises her, ıs filled urth 
admuration , expresses that the rain occasions inconvenience, 
and that the lightning 1s dreadful, his pity for Emmeline 
being exposed to tt, his wish to procure her shelter, at 
length takes her up in bis arms, and bears her off ) 

Re-enter RITZ BERG, with the Child 

RITZ Come, Fmmeline, I think I have found it at last, and we 
shall be snug at home before the thunder «an give anothe: 
growl at us. — (Perceives that she ts gone ) Merciful Heaven! 
not here! Where can she be gone? Surely no danger can 
have approached her. — She has wandered on, endeavouring 
to overtake me, and has mistaken the path, and so increased 
our troubles Imprudent girl! - Emmeline, my child, my 
girl, my Emmeline. 

[Exit with the Child, calling aloud. 


SCENE VI. 
The Inside of Ritzberg’s Cottage. - Entrance Door tn Flat, in 
some part of the Scene, a Fire-place 
(The Monster dashes open the door, and enters, bearing 
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Emmeline, be places ber in a chair, and looks round for some 
means of assisting her, perceives the fire, discovers by touching 
tt, that it yields heat, removes the chair with Emmeline, to the 
fire, and remains watching ber The Child enters, on percew- 
ing the Monster utters a shriek of terror, and runs across the 
stage, exclaiming, ‘Mother! ~ mother" Ritzberg then enters, 
1s likewise alarmed at the appearance of the Monster The 
Monster observes the Child with admiration and beckons it to 
approach him which the Child refuses to do, he then softly 
approaches the Child with gestures of concthiation, the Child 
endeavouring to escape from him kmmeline utters a piercing 
shriek Ruitzberg snatches up his gun, fires at the Monster, 
wounds it in the shoulder The Monster puts down the Child, 
who rushes to his mother’s embrace expresses the agony 
occasioned by the wound, the rage imsptred by the pain! 
uould rush on Ritzberg, uho keeps the gun presented, tt 1s 
deterred by fear of a repetition of the u ound, rushes out of 
the but, Ritzberg remaining on the defensive, whilst kmmcline 
thanks Heaven for the preservation of her child 


SCENE VIL 

A l andscape 

I nter JULIO 
ju I can’t conceive what has happened to Mr Frankenstein 
When I spoke to him this evening, he was so cross, and so 
abstracted, and so mysterious, ind now here my father, the 
Prince, has given a grind festival expressly to do h'm 
honour, and he is no where to be found I wish I could 
meet with him I think he loves me, and I would coax him 
out of his gloomy humour, and lead him smiling and good 
natured to my aunt Rosaura, or l'd know the reason why, I 
am determined (Musu — Ihe Monster furiously rushes 
on) Ah! what dreadful gigantic creature is this? (The 
Monster upproaches and setzes him ) Oh! — help, — mercy, 

spare me, - spare me! 

(Ihe Monster erpresses that his kindh feelings towards 
the human race have been met by scorn, abborrence, and 
molence, that they are all now converted into hate and 
tengeance, that Juho shall be his first ictim, be snatches 
him up and bears him off, Julio crying ‘Mercy! — help 
help") 
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SCENE VIII. 

Splendid Banqueting Hall in the Palace, open in the back 

upon the Garden, and gwing a View of the Lake Banqueting 

Tubles, & 

The PRINCE and ROSAURA discovered on a Throne under 
the centre Arch Company of both sexes, Attendants, & « A 
BALLET 1s performed, after whieh the Prince and Rosaura 
advance 
PRINCE | know not why ıt 1s, that he in whose honour this 

entertainment was expressly given, should so long absent 

himself trom our revels Surely, for one night he might have 
relaxed from his decp studies 

Ros I think he scarce will tarrv longer, for I have sent Julio 
in search of him - Ah? he is here 

Enter FRANKENSTEIN, Jn great agitation 

PRINCE At length you are arrived Be assured mv friend, 
your absence has been both telt and regretted 

FRAN Accept my humble and sincere apology I was engaged, 
most intently engaged, in the solution of a Problem, on the 
result of which I had much at stake (aside) My cvery hope 
depended on it, and the solution has stamped me 2 wretch 
for ever! 

PRINCE A truce to study, now, and moody thoughts — Ler 
the grape’s sparkling jure chase from your brain all dark 
chimeras, partake the joy that smiles around you - anon, | 
have a proposal to make to you, that will not damp your 
murth, I trust 

FRAN Aye, let me be joyous, let me seek joy even at the 
bottom of the maddening bowl, I cannot find it in my own 
heart - Give me wine, — quick, let me drain a flowing 
goblet, perchance it may chase - oh! no, no, it can never 
drive from my remembrance that form of horror that 
exceeds conception 

ROS From my hand will the cup bring less of soy? — Dear 
Frankenstein - | would say, learned sir, what means the 
dreadful wildness that gleams on your countenance ? 

FRAN Dear and most lovely lady, ‘tis the intoxication of high 
swelling mirth, of gratitude, of animating hilarity Fair 
lady, permit the humblest of your slaves to pledge you (He 
1s raising the cup to bis lips, when Quadro hastily rushes 
in) 
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QUAD Oh, my lord, my lord! - such intelligence of horror — 
the young prince, Julio, has been murdered! 

ERAN (Dashing the cup from him.) Eternal Heaven! — that 
fiend has perpetrated it! 

ROS Julio murdered! 

PRINCE My boy! my pretty, innocent, affectionate boy! say 
where, how, by whom? 

QUAD He was found in the pavilion where Mr I rankenstein 
pursues his studies, the door thrown from its hinges from 
the mark on his neck, he appears to have been strangled 

FRAN (aside ) Then my worst fears have proved too true! 

PRINCE How could that lovely child provoke his tate? Rob- 
berv was not the object Who could have the heart to harm 
that unoffending, darling child! 

QUAND Can your highness doubt? 

PRINCE Speak, what mein you? On whom do your suspi- 
aons fall? 

QUAD Who should it be, but this foreign adventurer, this 
Frankenstein ? 

ROS Oh, Heavens! 

QUAD Has any once else access to the pavihon, or ever 
presumes to tnter it, or would have done now, except in 
eager search for the young prince ? 

PRINCE I scarcely can believe it possible, but yet his length- 
ened absence trom the testival at the very hour, hts palpable 
agitation when he entered - frankenstein, what say vou to 
this dreadful accusation ? 

FRAN I say that I am guilty, guilty a thousand umes! 

All Ha! 

tRANK Not of the crime of murder I could not lay a finger in 
the way of violence on that lovely Child Mine 1s a guilt a 
thousand times more black, more horrible I am the father of a 
thousand murders Oh! presumption, and 15 this thy puntsh- 
ment ? has my promised triumph brought me but to this? 

PRINCE Frankenstein’ for mercy’s sake explain What horrid 

mystery lurks beneath thy words? 
(Shots and noise of pursuit heard without ~ the Monster 
rushes in through the archway in the back, pursued by 
Peasants variously armed — all shriek with horror — be 
rushes up to Frankenstein, and casts himself at his feet, 
imploring protection.) 
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FRAN Hated, detested fiend! now reeking with the blood of 
innocence — fiend of malice and destruction — here on thy 
hated head, I now invoke a father’s and a prince’s venge- 
ance Die, monster, die! and quit the life thou hast disgraced 
by blood and slaughter — (He seizes on the Monster — the 
guards close round — the Monster dashes Frankenstein to 
the earth, and by an exertion of his immense strength 
breaks through the opposing line — the Prince gnes the 
uord to fire — the Monster, snatching up the Otficer, holds 
him as a target before him — he recewes the shots and falls 
dead — the Monster rushes up the steps of the throne und 
laughs exultingly — a general picture ts formed, on which 
the Drop falls ) 


ACT II 


SCFNE I 

A Cellar belonging to the Villa, entered only by a ladder from 

a small Trap door above 

STRETT (discovered) Well my master has done a nice job tor 
himsclt, ıt should seem, with all his machinery and magic, 
the making of a man has rendered htm 1 made man tor hte, 
and I seem destined to share all his advantages Because his 
hopeful bantling chose to amuse ttself with strangling a 
child, much in the same way, I suppose, that our ordinary 
brats do kittens, out of pure kindness, they have serzed 
hold of me and popped me into this underground apart- 
ment, to keep me out of mischief, as if they thought | 
shared my master’s propensities, and had a penchant tor 
making of men and strangling of children - And so, after 
having taught me philosophy, my master has left me here 
to practise it Now, if this were a wine cellar, there would 
be some kind of consolation, | might, by the magr of a 
butt of good liquor, convert this dungeon into a fairy 
palace, and when I could stand no longer, fancy these hard 
stones were silken cushions But every thing now has the 
appearance of a cursed uncomfortable reality Ha? 1 think | 
hear some one coming J suppose it's old Quadro, who 15 
about to set me at liberty, or at least to afford me the 
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consolation of a flaggon of his best (The trap-door above 
opens, a ladder ts put down, and Quadro descends, followed 
by Lisetta ) Ah! how d’ye do, I’m so glad to see you I hope 
vou are come to bring me comfort in one shape or the 
other 

QUAD Oh, yes! the best of all possible comfort, the news of a 
specdy termmation to all your miseries, you will very 
shortly be exalted, my fine fellow, elevated, tucked up, 
dance upon nothing 

srRUIF Don’t mention it I assure you such allusions are 
altogether unpleasant to my feelings, for though you may 
consider my master a bit of a mountchank, I assure you 
that | have never been accustomed to dance on a tight- 
rope, and as to hanging - (to Lisetta) oh! you dear httle 
creature, | have dreamt of nothing but hanging round your 
neck whilst tor tucking up, I had hoped we should have 
been both tucked up together in the bridal bed, before this 

116 Oh' for shame, sir! 

QUAD Oh! you did, did vou? [can tell you that there 1s 4 
very narrow bed in preparation for you, where you wall 
hnd 11 most convement to he alone, and where vou will be 
tucked up with the sexton’s shovel 

SERUTT Loam surprised at your mentioning such inde livacies 
before a young lady 

QUAD In the confusion occasioned by the appearance of his 
delectable companion, your pretty master effected his 
escape, but I took care to gripple you F considered the 
nabbing of such a fellow as you to be in my department, 
and so f popped vou into this cellar 

STRUTT It would have been much more handsome of you to 
pop me tn the cellar where vou keep the liquor 

QUAD And you will be hanged for having aided, abetted, and 
assisted your master in the formiuon of a monster, and as 
an accessory m the young Prince’s murder 

STRUTL Signor Quadro, you shock me Me accused of assist- 
ing to make a man! Let me tell you I was never before 
suspected of such an offence, not even by the beadle of our 
parish, and he was a sharp chap at nosing out such matti rs, 
I warrant ye 

QUAD But now, sir, you are in my clutches, you won't get off 
so easy you may depend on ıt 
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STRUTI Oh, Mr Frankenstein! Mr Frankenstein! this 15 a 
pretty mess you have got me into, to stand god-father to 
your monster. (He sits down in the back ) 

LIS Now, my dear father, how can you be so harsh to this 
poor young man? I don’t really beheve he had any hand in 
it, in my opinion, he would not be concerned in the making 
of anything half so ugly 

Quan Did not I say it from the beginning, did not I always 
meist that they were 1 brace of vagabonds, and that no 
good would come ot harbouring them ? 

LIS But now my own good, kind, dear father, sceing thar 
what 1s done cannot be undone, and that hanging this 
voung man would only make bad worse, could not you 
contrive to let him go ? 

QUAD Let him go, tndeed! and what tor? 

LIS Why just to oblige me, father, for really he is 1 toler ably 
well behaved young man cnough, und not so much amiss to 
look at 

Quan Oh! vou think so? And then, I suppose, the next thing 
is that vou must go with him, eh, you minx? Go and sec 
him hanged if you like 

Lis Now my dear, beautiful father, you don’t know, though 
you are rather old, how well you look when you are doing 
a good natured action (She makes signs behind his back to 
Strutt, to take adı antage of the opportumty and run up the 
ladder y 

QUAD You coaxing Jezebel’ But don’t think to wheedle me 
out of my duty 

115 Now look in my face (places one hana on each side of 
his face us if to turn it towards her, Strutt watches his 
opportunity and silently ascends the ladder) Look m my 
face, and frown a refusal it you can Will you let him go? 

QUAD No, I won't 

118 You are sure you won't? 

QuAD No, I'll be damned if I do (Strutt bas now gained the 
top of the ladder ) 

Lis [hen Pd advise him to do as I shall, to be off without 
asking your leave, and let you enjoy the comforts of this 
place by yourself (She runs to the ladder, and wtth Strutt’s 
assistance hastily ascends it, after wnich they quickly draw 
up the ladder ) 
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QuaD: Why, you jade, you vixen, you undutiful hussey, what 
do you mean? 

Lis Only to let you stay there, father, all the young man ıs 
out of your reach; for I could not bear that you should 
have his death upon your conscience, father, I could not, 
indeed. 

QUAD Go, both of you, and people the world with monsters, 
if you will; you can produce none worse than an unnatural 
daughter. 

SIRUTI Good bye, old gentleman! 

(Strutt and Lisetta disappear urth the ladder, Quadro rushes 
out in a rage on the opposite side.) 


SCENF II 
The inside of Ratzberg’s Cottage, as before 

ERANKENSILEIN rushes in, in great agitation 

FRAN Where am I? Let me a moment pause and collect my 
distracted thoughts - compose, if possible, this tumult of 
the brain. I have fled! and wherefore fled? Had not death 
been welcome? But then to perish on a scaffold — loaded 
with infamy branded with a crime my very soul abhors — 
the murder of an mnocent ! would have died to save. No, 
no, it must not be — not yet. My life has been devoted to 
the fulhlment of one object, another now claims the exer- 
tion of ics shore remainder, to destroy the wretch that I 
have formed - to purge the world of that infuriated monster 

to free mankind from the fell persecution of that demon. 
lhas, this 19 now my bounden duty, and to this awtul task I 
solemnly devote myself 
Enter }MMELINE and Child 

tM A stranger here! Ah! can l believe my senses am | 
indeed so blest, does he come to seek his Emmeline? My 
lord, my life, my Frankenstein! 

IRAN What do I behold? Emmeline Ritzberg! Lost, guilty, 
cursed wretch! thy cup of crime and misery 1s full. Hell 
yawns for thee, and all thy victims now surround thee, 
calling down Heaven’s vengeance on thy head. 

kM: And ıs it thus? Is Emmeline’s presence, then, a curse? 
Farewell, then, hope. -- But we'll not persecute thee, Franken- 
stein, for with my child PIL wander where thou shalt never 
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more be punished with remembrance of us, and where 
death will soon end our sorrow. 

FRAN: Emmeline’ Emmeline! tear not my heart with words 
like those. What to a guilty wretch can be a greater curse 
than the presence of those he has injured? Now at thy feet 
behold me, Emmeline, in humble agony of heart, I plead 
for thy forgiveness. Oh! that I ne’er had quitted thy peaceful 
blest abode — ne'er let into my bosom those demons of 
ambition and fell pride, that now, with ceaseless gnawing, 
prey upon my soul. 

EM: Not at my feet, but in my arms, dear Frankenstein, lose 
all the memory of sorrows past. Oh! if thy heart sull owns 
thy Emmeline, all shall be well, be happy - One fond 
embrace of thine repays an age of sorrow, in thy smiles and 
those of this sweet cherub, I shall again awake to joy. 

FRAN: Oh, Emmeline, since we parted, all has been crime, 
crime of so black a dye, that even to thy gentle forgiving 
spirit, I dare not confess it Crime, whose punishment will 
be unceasing, will be eternal. 

EM: Oh, no, my Frankenstein, guilt, to be absolved needs but 
to be abjured. Returned to virtue and domestic peace, thy 
Emmeline shall soothe thy every woe, and on her bosom 
thou’lt forget thy griefs. 

FRAN I dare not hope it. But in ths land I cannot hope a 
moment’s ease Quick, let us fly — far, far from this accursed 
spot, the bane of all my peace There, to that calm retreat, 
where first thy angel charms awoke my soul to love, there 
let us quick repair Oh, that in former and ın happier 
scenes, I could forget the guilt, the misery that I have since 
been slave to. 

Enter hastily RILZBERG, through door in Flat. 

RITZ Ha! Frankenstein here! but ’tis no time to parley, the 
cottage is on fire! That fierce gigantic figure of terrific 
aspect, waves aloft his torch, as if in triumph at the deed. 
(a coarse yelling laugh 1s heard.) 

FRAN: Ha! "tis that hideous voice! Quick, quick, fet us fly! 
His hellish malice still pursues me, and but with his death 
or with mine, will this fierce persecution cease. Could I but 
place you beyond his power —! (With Ritvberg he attempts 
to open the door, they find ıt barricaded from without; the 
laugh 1s repeated — the conflagration has enveloped the 
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whole building — Frankenstein rushes off as if in search of 
some other outlet — Part of the building breaks — the 
Monster enters at the chasm, seizes on Emmeline and the 
Child, and bears them through the burning ruins, followed 
by Rutzberg Frankenstein returns, percewes that Emmeline 
and ber Child are gone, and in despair rushes after them.) 


SCENE Il 
A Il andscape 
Punter \ERUIT und LISELIA (P5) 

sfRUTI Well, Lisetta, and now having by your assistance, 
escaped from the clutches of that cantankerous old father 
of vours What is next to be done ° 

uis Why, as I have got out of his clutches at the same time, 
and so lost my natural protector, what do you think you 
ought to do next? 

scrutLt Why, [suppose you think I ought to marry you? 

tts Whilst you, perhaps, are of a very different opinion 

seRUL1 Not m the least, my angel, but then my poor 
master, he perhaps is in trouble, and requires my assistance, 
and to desert him in the hour of need, I would not do it, 
[iserta, no, not to possess such a treasure as yourself, 

uis And if you could I should despise you for it But suppose, 
Mr Strutt, we were both to go and assist him I wo heads, 
they say, are better than one, and so are two pair of hands 
and instead of hiving one tarthful follower he would have a 
couple, that’s all 

stTRUIG What, no, vou don’t mean it do you? Will you really 
take me for better tor worse, and go with me in search of 
my poor dear master? Well, I always thought vou were a 
good creature, but now vou’re a perfect divinity, and [ll 
adore vou 

us Who knows, perhaps Mr Frankenstein may get married 
too, and then he'll have better employment than making 
monsters 

SIRUIT Oh, that monster! don’t mennon him, Lisetta If he 
should be with my master now, do you think you would 
have the courage to face him? I’m not quite sure that I 
should. 

LIS’ Oh? never doubt me, if | take him in hand, Pll bring him 
to his senses, | warrant me, for it a spirited woman can’t 
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tame him, he must be a very fierce ungovernable devil 
indeed — (u scream ts heard without ) 

sTRUIL Ah! what means that shriek ? See, yonder, where the 

demon comes, he bears with him both a woman and a 
child She does not seem to have made much of a hand of 
him, at any rate Here, back, back, conceal yourself, Lisetta, 
I would not have him come within arm’s length of you, for 
the world (be pulls her behind a tree ) 
(The Monster enters exultingly bearing Fmmeline and her 
Child, crosses and exit Frankenstein follows him with a 
staggering step, almost overcome uith fatigue and terror 
(Ps) to(OP) 

STRUIT (coming from his concealment) What, ho! Sir! 
master! Mr Frankenstein! "Tis Strutt, your faithful servant! 
He hears me not, but madly sull pursues the fiend he 
cannot hope to master 

Lis And will you, too, Struct. be mad enough to follow him? 

stRuTT Why not singly, because I chink tt would be to 
little purpose, bur Pi tell you what PH do PH first 
bestow you in a place of safety, and then FIL summon 
together a tew stout hearted fellows, and we'll sec if we 
can’t settle his monstership, for sooner than he should 
harm that poor woman and her mtant, damn, he shall 
kill and eat me but Pll endeavour to give him a 
bellyfull 


\Exeunt (OP) 


SCENI IV 

A tremendous range of craggy precipices, near the simmit of 
Mount Etna On the ps a conspicuous pillar of rock stands 
on a lofty elevation Ihe only approach ts from the depths 
belou 

(The Monster, with giganty strides, ascends from below 
uith Fmmeline and the Child — she ss so overcome with 
fatigue and terror as to be unable to speak — the Monster 
gains the elevation, and with a cord that is round his waist, 
binds Emmeline to the pillar of rock He returns to the Child 
- Emmeline sinks on her knees in supplication - Frankenstein 
with great difficulty ascends from below - he percewes his 
Child in the Monster’s power — he 1s about to rush on him, 
the monster defies him — and Frankenstein, recollecting his 
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former defeats, abandons his threatening gestures and assumes 

one of entreaty.) 

ERAN Demon of cruelty, art thou stall insatirate with the 
blood of innocence? How many victims does it require to 
contest thy rage? I do implore thee, I, thy creator, who 
gave thee life, who endued thee with that matchless I 
cannot hope to master, 1, on my knees, entreat thee but to 
spare that mnocent. If fury and the thirst of blood be in thy 
hellish nature, on me, on me glut thy fell appetite - but, 
oh! if in thy human frame there dwells one spark of human 
sympathy or feeling, spare, spare that unoftending child! 

(The Monster points to bis wound - expresses that he 
would willingly have served Frankenstein and befriended 
him, but that all his overtures tere repelled with scorn and 
abhorrence then, with malignant exultation seizes on the 
Child, and whirls it aloft, as if about to dash it doun the 
rock - Emmeline screams, Frankenstein, uith a cry of 
horror, covers his eyes at thts moment a thought occurs 
to Emmeline sbe pulls from under her dress a small 
flageolet, and begins to play an aw aits effect on the 
Monster ss gastantaneous - he is at once astonished and 
delighted - he places the Child on the ground — his feelings 
become more powerfully affected by the music. and brs 
attention absorbed by t the Child escapes to its father — 
Emmeline continues to play, and Frankenstein intently to 
watch its effect on the Monster As the air proceeds his 
feelings become more powerfully excited he n moved to 
tears afterwards, on the music assuming a lively character, 
he is worked up to a paroxysm of delight - and on its again 
becoming mournful is quite subdued, till be hes down 
exhausted at the foot of the rock to ubuh Emmeline ts 
attached ) 

(Strutt nou rushes on uath Ritzberg, and a number of 
Peasants variously armed, and furnished uith strong 
cords.) 

strurt There he is! that’s him! that’s my gentleman! and 
luckily for us, he seems in a bit of a snooze now's our 
time or never On him, my lids, and bind him fast, and 
then we shall be all right. 

(With Ritzberg and others, he immediately falls on 
the Monster, and they bind him stoutly urth cords - 
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Frankenstein bas meantime released Emmeline - the Monster 
makes prodigious exertions of strength to burst his bonds, 
but he ts overpowered by the number of bts adversaries ) 

STRUTT: Away, away, sir, and place the lady and child m 
safety. l'Il cake care and accommodate this gentleman with 
snug quarters, and return immediately to attend your 
commands, 

FRAN Faithful creature! Frernal Providence, receive my 
thanks, and if it be thy pleasure to inflict on me an added 
punishment, oh! on this guilty head alone direct thy wrath, 
spare those who are most deur to me, those whose inno- 
cence may challenge thy compassion! (With kimmeline und 
the Child he commences the descent, and disappears ) 

STRUTI Now I think the best thing we can do ts to fasten my 
gentleman to this pinnacle of rock, the cool air of this 
exalted region may give him an appetite, but he will stand 
very little chance of getting it gratihed, unless the lava 
should flow from the volcano, and thit may be a kind of 
cordial for him (Ihbey are binding him to the rock, the 
Monster muking a furious resistance, in the course of 
which he hurls one of the Peasants to the depths below | 
That's right, make a nght job of it, whilst you are about ir, 
tor if he once gets loose, he'll play the devil with you all, 
he’d crack you like so many walnuts There, I think he'll do 
now, there’s not much fear of his troubling us again for 
one while If he gets away from here, and finds his wav 
down to’ terra firma again, I'll give him leave to drink hob 
and-nob with me, tn the cup I have filled to celebrate his 
overthrow 

(They descend the precipue by means of ropes and 
ladders, leaving the Monster attached to the pinnacle of 
rock — when they are gone, he redoubles his efforts to 
escape from Ins bonds, and at length succeeds he surveys 
the chasm, and ts afraid to venture down it bhe firmly 
attaches to the pinnacle one end of the cord by which he 
was bound ~ und by means of this lowers himself down the 
chasm ) 


SCENE V. 
A Subterranean Passage hollowed in the Mountain 
Enter srrutt and Peasants. (P.s.) 
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SIRUTT Faith, my lads, it’s cold work this, climbing so near 
the summit of Etna, in a chill evening breeze — yes, and 
fatiguing work too - catching such game as we’ve been 
after is no boy’s play Lord, what a chap my master must 
be, to be sure, when he was making a man — he thought he 
might as well have a wapper at once, I suppose Now I say, 
a httle and good for my moncy But, however, we have 
quieted my gentleman, and I think we have done a much 
better job than my master did ın making him And now | 
can tell you a secret This passage leads to the hermitage of 
father Antonio, that you all know, so that’s no secret, but 
what you pahaps do not know is that old Quadro, the 
Prince's servant, whenever he visits the holy father to 
confess, always brings a bottle or two of prime old wine, 
which is involved by the hermit in heu of penance, and so 
he makes his master pay for all his sins, and purchases 
absolution for one by committing another Now do vou 
know, I really think, that we better deserve this wine than 
the reverend father, and my proposal is that we adjourn to 
his cave and drink to the future prosperity of the heroes 
who subducd the monster 

[Shout und exeunt, (O P ) 


SCENE VI 
Interior of the Hermit s € ave 
STRUTI und Peasants discovered seated round a table 
stRUTE Well, upon my soul, its a monstrous pleasant retreat 
And now for the httle store of choice Falernian 
pras (who has been bunting about the cate) Here it is, 
master Strutt, here's his reverence’s holy water 
SIRUIT Out with it, then, and im with at It his reverence 
should miss it when he comes home, he knows where to get 
more Old Quadro’s sins will always keep his cellar well 
stocked So now my lids, charge vour cups (Peasants 
hae meanwhile placed on the table several flaggons of 
wine, horns, Gc) Now for at, All all, and mind it’s a 
bumper (all fill) Here’s confusion to any creature that 
would harm a defenceless woman and a helpless child, for 
be their shape what it may, they must be monsters indeed 
pras Bravo! with all my heart! (all drink ) 
SIRUTI And now I'll give you another. Here’s our noble 
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selves, and may all our future enterprises be crowned with 
as complete success, as that which we have now so glori- 
ously achieved 

(They have their cups raised to their lips, when the Monster, 
still lowering himself by his rope, descends from an aperture 
in the roof of the cavern, and stands on the table ın the 
midst of them — they all shrink back in terror with loud 
cries — the Monster, urth one blow, dashes the table in 
pieces — all fly in extreme fear - the Monster in rage dashes 
about the seats — Strutt takes an opportunity to stab him in 
the back, and flies leaving the dagger in the wound the 
Monster extracts it, and roaring uith pain rushes off ) 


SCENE VII 
A narrow rocky Path way, leading to the summit of Ftna 
Enter s1RUI1 and Peasants rapidly retreating from the Mon 
ster - the Monster follows in pursuit — Frankenstein enters 
with Emmeline — they ure followed by a party of Soldiers, 
whom Frankenstein encourages to the attack of the Monster 
[Thev all go off in pursuit frome s toor 


SCENE VHI 

The Summit of Mount Etna the Crater occupies the middle 
of the stage — near it is the Path way from below in very 
distunt perspective ure seen the sea and towns at the foot of 
Etna — the Volcano during the scene throws out torrents of 
fire, sparks, smoke, Oc as at the commencement of an 
eruption 

(Ihe Monster ascends from belou, faint from loss of blood 
and overcome by fatigue - he is followed by Frankenstein 
whom he immediately attacks and stabs urth the dagger he 
had taken from his wound uas Frankenstein falls, Emmeline 
rushes in shrieking and catches his lifeless body the Monster, 
attempting to escape 1s met at every outlet by armed Peasantry 
~- in despair he rushes up to the apex of the mountain - the 
Soldiery rush in and fire on hım he immediately leaps into 
the Crater, now vomiting burning lava, and the C urtain falls ) 


FINIS 


Frankenstein: 
The Man Who Made A Monster 


By GARRETT FORD & 
FRANCIS FARAGOH 


It ts one of the most extraordinary facts of the Frankenstein 
legend that only a strange twist of fate enabled Boris Karloff 
to create what remams the most enduring image of Mary 
Shelley's creature im the classıc rori Uniwersal movie The 
picture was not as some accounts have msisted - the first 
attempt by film-makers to bring the novel to the screen. As 
early as i910 the Edison Stock Company bad made a ten- 
minute silent version starring Charles Ogle as a grotesque 
monster, and thts had been followed five years later by an 
hour-long feature film - also silent - produced by the Ocean 
lilm Corporation wrth Percy Darrell. Retitled Life Without 
Soul, this picture was very different from its predecessor in 
that Darrell plaved a very human-looking monster who was 
‘awe-inspiring but never grotesque’. Netther of these versions 
appears to have made much of an impatt on cinema-goers, 
however, but thts changed dramatically m 1911 immediately 
after Unwersal had scored a huge box office hit with an 
adaptation of Bram Stoker's vampire classic, Dracula, starring 
Bela Lugosi. What could be more obvious to follow one 
horror classic with another, and to cast Lugost in Franken- 
stein? Initially, the Hungartan-born actor was visualised as 
playing Dr Frankenstem, but the studio felt Lugosi was more 
associated in the public mind with horror roles and decreed 
he should star as the creature. Legend has tt that Lugosi was 
very reluctant to take the part and hated the grotesque make- 
up devised for hım by Jack Pierce, Unwersal’s bead of 
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make-up Even after shooting some sequences on one of the 
old Dracula sets, he remained unhappy wrth the casting 
However, when James Whale, a new English director recruited 
by Unwersal, was assigned to the pr ture and decided to re 
cast the part of the monster, Lugosi left with an audible sigh 
of relej He had no way of knowing that he had probably 
made the biggest mistake of his life, for bis career was never 
to reach the heights of Dracula again Instead another 
Englishman with the unlikely name of William Pratt — which 
he had changed to Boris Karloff m the hope of getting some 
better roles — suddenly found himself on the verge of creating 
screen history 

‘| was making a picture at Universal when the director of 
Frankenstein, James Whale sau mein the commissary, Kar 
loff uas to recall years later, ‘and he asked me tf Vd Itke to try 
for the part of the monster At the time, I didn’t nurse much 
private hope for the picture, but things had not been so brisk 
for me that 1 could afford to turn ıt down James Pierie 
experimented with me for set eral weeks before the screen test 
and it was his artistry ay much as anything | did that clinched 
the decision | ooking back, if | hadn't been eating my lunch 
that day when Whale came in, my whole career might hate 
been different ` So, indeed, might the Frankenstein story the 
rest, as they say 1s history 

The screenplay for the film was the handiwork of two of 
the studio’s most experienced writers, Garrett Ford and Fran 
cis Faragoh’ who loosely based tt on Mary Shelley s novel 
with the introduction of several neu elements including Frank 
enstein’s placing of a criminal brain into the creature s body 
a factor that has been reworked in a number of the sequels 
To heighten the impact of his picture James Whale gate a 
nice acknowledgement to the furore which had greeted the 
first stage presentation by inserting an opening scene im u hich 
Edward Van Sloan appeared through some curtains to warn 
the audience, ‘What you are about to see may shock you stl 
might even horrify you! What it did in fact do uas to prove 
that the story of Frankenstein could be just as excitine on the 
screen as on the stage and thereby set another enduring 
tradition into motion 
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The weeping mourners huddle around the open grave. Sad- 
faced, black-clad old women ın peasant dresses and old men, 
their faces lined from hard work and a long life, bow their 
heads as the priest finishes the final blessing and sprinkles the 
grave with earth. 

Two men watch the ceremony from behind a headstone. 
One 1s pale and dark, his wan skin seems to be lit from 
within as if he were being burned by some intense tlame His 
bright eves are almost black in contrast to his skin Fverything 
about him implies a life of study, enrichment of the mind and 
some intense passion that 1s consuming him 

The other man ts very small He turns and we see that his 
spine is bent into a grotesque hump He has thick, stupid 
features framed by ragged browmish locks that hang down to 
his brows His eyes peer out from under them burning orbs 
ot fire staring from pits of carbon black He watches the 
funeral with wide-eyed interest 

[he prest having finished the blessing, leads the proves- 
sion from the gravevird One of the mourners stays, takes 
off his jacket, picks up 1 shovel and proceeds to fll the 
giave The tattle of earth on the hollow wooden cothn hills 
the cold grey twilight Tinally che man thrusts the shovel 
mto the carth, litts his jacket to his shoulder and trudges 
home 

‘Now! savs the intense man to the hunchback, quietly but 
commandingly The two hurry out onto the sull sott mound 
‘The moon’s rising! Weve no ume to lose" Quickly the two 
uncover the coffin 

‘Here it comes” crics the hunchback They hoist the coffin 
to the edge of rhe grave 

The pale dark man strokes the pine wood box like a 
mistress’s limb ‘it’s not dead, just resting ° 

Dr Henry Frankenstemnm ind his assistant lite the box trom 
the grave 


High im the mountaims, overlooking a rocky valley, there 
stands a crude wooden gallows. A corpse swings at the end 
of a rope ‘Look,’ says Fritz the hunchback, softly, ‘it’s still 
here. ° Ihe rope creaks in the wind and the body swings 
grotesquely, as if still alive Fritz watches the ghastly pen- 
dulum with a dreadtul tascination. 


368 THE FRANKENSTEIN OMNIBUS 


‘Chmb up and cut the rope,’ commands Frankenstein, hold- 
ing the lantern aloft 

The dark, stupid features of the hunchback blanch 
‘No-o 0-0? 

‘Go on” says the doctor coldly, taking no heed of the 
other’s discomfort ‘It can’t hurt you Here s a knite ’ 

Slowly, with great effort, the hunchback climbs the rough 
wood of the scaffold Drenched with sweat, he reaches the 
top He crawls along the crossbar and, holding ughtly with 
one hand, severs the rope The corpse falls saffly The hunch 
back leaps down, anxious to be free from the grim structure 

‘Isat all right ” asks the assistant in hushed, reverent tones 


Dr Waldman, a brisk, white haired old man who has not yct 
lost his brain to senility, and who speaks with a youthful zest 
for his own words, ts lecturing to his anatomy class On the 
table betore him are two glass jars, slippery with moisture on 
the outside and clouded with saline solution within He 1s 
unconscious of Fritz’s wide cycd face pecring in at the window 
and watching the lecture ghoulishly 

‘And in conclusion lidies and gentlemen, here we have onc 
of the most perfect specimens of the human braun cver to 
come to my attention here at the university ` He points to the 
other yar ‘And here, the abnormal brun ot a comunal All the 
degenerate characteristics check amazingly with the case his 
tory of the dcad man, whose life was one of brutality, of 
violence arfd murder Both of these jars will remain here for 
your further inspection Class dismissed’ And he strides trom 
the room 

The students herd out and the lights are turned low thi 
room 1s lett dark and cmpty The skulls and skeletons hanging 
trom the ceiling move tn the breeze of an opened window 

Fritz scrambles down between the rows of desks to the 
floor of the lecture hall He turns and backs into one of the 
rattling skeletons hanging from the ceiling Then, stumbling 
in his nervousness and haste to get out of the room, he goes to 
the table and lifts the yar containing the normal brun from its 
place 

The ring of a bell startles Fritz, and the slippery jar falls 
from his hands and shatters on the oor Ihe brain hes in the 
spilled solution and glass splinters, it 15 useless now  Fritz’s 
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face contorts with fear at the thought of his master’s wrath 
With one darting motion he snatches the criminal brain from 
the table and leaves the room 


Flizabeth, Dr Frankenstein’s fiancee, paces her parlour She 
looks at the paper she holds in her hand then looks back up, 
her eyes concerned and worried 

Sir Victor Moritz is announced He 1s a tall, handsome man 

thiabeth’s former suitor and Henry's rival for her hand 
‘You've heard from Henry ? he asks 

‘The first word in four months Oh, Victor, Pm afraid! 
Listen,’ and she reads ‘“You must have faith in me. Elizabeth 
Wait My work must come first «even before you At night 
the wind howls in the mountains There 1s no one here Prying 
eyes can’t peer into my secrets Im hving in the abandoned 
watch tower close to the town of Goldstadt: Only my assistant 
ts here to help me with my experiments ” 

‘That’s what triphtens me [he dav we were engaged he 
told me of his experiments,’ she gocs on ‘He said he was on 
the verge of a discovery so ternhe he doubted his own sanity 
There was a strange look in his eyes some mystery His 
words carried me right away Victor, have you seen him ” 

‘Yes, | met him walking in the woods He spoke to me of 
his work, too When I asked tf I might visit his laboratory he 
just glared at me and said he'd let no one go there His 
manner Was very strange ` 

Victor thinks a moment then adds, “But don’t worry [Hl go 
to Dr Waldman, Henry’s old professor at the inedical school 
Perhaps he can tell me more ` 

Flzabeth accompanies him and the two go out into the 
night 


Dr Waldman leans over his desk to observe more closelv the 
taces of his callers ‘Yes,’ he continues to the two in his study, 
‘Herr Frankenstein was a most brilhant student - yet so 
erratic ’ 

Phvabeth interrupts him ‘Why has he left the untvversity ? 
He was doing so well and seemed so happy with his work ’ 

Waldman continues delicately ‘His researches in the field 
of chemical galvanism and electro-biology were tar in advance 
of our theories here at the university In fact, they had reached 
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a most advanced stage and were becoming ... dangerous.’ He 
puts ominous accents on the last word ‘Yes, Herr Franken- 
stein 1s greatly changed. Changed by his insane ambition to 
create life.’ 

‘How . how? Elizabeth pleads ‘Please tell us everything, 
no matter what it is ° 

‘The bodies we used here ın the dissecting classes were not 
perfect enough for his experiments, he said He wished us to 
supply him with other bodies - and we were not to be too 
particular as to where and how we got them I said that his 
demands were unreasonable, so he left the university to work 
unhampered,’ Waldman concludes matter of factly Then he 
adds, ‘He got what he needed elsewhere’ Victor forces a 
laugh that dies quickly ‘Oh, the bodies of animals What are 
the lives of 1 few rabbits and dogs ™ 

‘You do not understand what I mean,’ says Waldman 
quietly, leaning torward ‘Heir Frankenstein was interested 
only in human life, frst to destrov it, then recreate it 
That was his “mad dream” ’ 

‘Do you think we can go to him ” asks Elizabeth 

‘You will not be very welcome ` 

‘Oh, what does it matter? I must see him Dr Waldman! 
You have intluence with Henry Won't you come with us? He 
respects you ` 

Tiredly Dr Waldman puts a coat over his jacket and the 
three leave for ‘an abandoned watch tower close to the town 


of Goldsradt’ 


It is the tower laboritory of Frankenstein Tights that mount 
the mammoth machines Hicker hke the lightning that flashes 
outside the open skylight high bove the liboratory foor 
Cathodes crackle and the thunder trom the rising storm 
outside roars down on the ancient tower Flasks and test 
tubes reflect a montage of dials and levers and electrodes A 
white-coated hgure hurries across the room 

Frankenstein fusses over a huge shcet-covered form on a 
silver table directly below the skylight. He checks the bandages 
covering the form, rechecks the connections and secures thick 
wires to two bolts on a discoloured neck. Then he pulls the 
sheet back over the humanoid’s head 

He cranes his neck at the skylight ‘Fritz " 
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‘Hel-lo! Fritz peers wide-eyed over the edge. 

‘Have you finished making those connections? Well, hurry 
and come down, weve lots to do!’ The assistant, bent ın 
body and mind, scurries down the single rope hand-over- 
hand, like an ape He shudders as he comes close to the 
sheeted body 

Frankenstein watches him, half-amused. ‘Fool, 1f this form 
develops as I hope, you'll have plenty to be afraid of betore 
the nght’s over! Come on - attach the electrodes” Franken- 
stein strides to the barometer on the wall ‘Ah! The storm 
will be magnificent All the electrical secrets of nature — and 
this ume we're ready, eh Fritz?” he exults ‘Ready "” 

Huge, scarred and discoloured, a hand talls from beneath 
the sheet covering the body on the table ‘Oh, look” savs 
Fritz, horrified 

Fenderly Frankenstein lifts the hand ‘Why? What’s the 
matter?” He quietly scans his handiwork ‘There’s nothing to 
tear No blood, no decav yust a few stitches Bur look.’ he 
beams, ‘the final touch” 

He pulls the sheet away trom the head, hidden in a layer of 
bandages ‘Here’s the final touch the brain vou stole, Eritz’ 
Fritz looks up at the doctor guilty Frankenstein goes on, 
unheeding ‘Think of it! The brain of a dead man  watmg 
to live again in a body I made with my own hands, Fritz! 
With my own hands  ' He sinks into silence 

He starts from his reverie ‘Let’s have one final rest Throw 
the switches" The instruments of hfe hum and crackle impa- 
tenth ‘Good In fitteen minutes the storm will be at its 
height - and we'll be waiting ’ 

A knock resounds through the watch tower 

“What’s thar?’ 

The knocking grows louder, more insistent ‘There's some- 
one at the door,’ says Fritz in wonder 

‘Send them awav'! No one must come here! Help me cover 
this! They shroud the body once more Frankenstein hands 
Fritz a lantern ‘Whoever it is, don’t let themin! 

‘leave it to me” Fritz assures him 

Fritz scrambles down the wide, stone steps. The lantern in 
his hand barely pierces the centuries-old gloom around him. 
The cold stone walls magnify his thoughts. ‘I’m coming, I’m 
coming! ... can’t come in now . coming around this time of 
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night ... got too much to do! The knocking threatens to 
shatter the tron-braced door. ‘All nghe' All right” 

The three visitors huddle together in the doorway, barely 
protected from the driving rain by a stone ledge over the 
door. Waldman pounds the door once more, louder than 
before 

A gargoyle peers out at them through a hole in the door It 
speaks, ‘You can't see him! Go away" and Fritz slams the 
opening in their faces 

The pounding starts again but Fritz pays no heed They 
then turn to the hghted window above the door ‘Henry! 
Henry Frankenstein! Open up" 

Frankenstein’s hgure blocks the square of light “Who isit ™ 

‘It’s Flizabeth” 

He turns from the window 

The shouting resumes and he returns ‘What do you want? 
Leave me alone" 

‘At least give us shelter" they beg 

He vanishes once more and ina moment opens the door 

‘Elizabeth,’ he pleads uredly, ‘won't you please go away ” 

‘There's something wrong,’ cries Flizabeth, alarmed at the 
steel-white tace of her hance “You're all" 

‘Pm quite all nght Cant you see that E mustn’t be dis 
turbed? You'll spoil everything Mv experiment 15 almost 
completed ’ 

‘Wait a moment,’ she says gently ‘I understand I belreve 
in you . but I cannot leave you tonight" 

‘Henry, you're inhuman? You're crazy" Victor shouts 

The tiredness vanishes from the doctor's face ‘Crazy, am 
1” he says quietly ‘We'll see who's crazy Come on up’ 

He leads them up the stairs to the heavy oaken door of his 
laboratory ‘Are you sure you want to come in? Very well’ 

He unlocks the door It opens onto a many levelled stone 
room with a high Gothic ceiling that dissolves into darkness 
as it rises On the floor is a nightmare of electrical equipment, 
huge machines dwarfing Frankenstein as he stands beside 
them, a metal table on which lics a sheet-covered — body ? 

Frankenstem goes to the door and relocks it. ‘Forgive me, 
but I am forced to take unusual precautions, Sit down, please,’ 
and he motions Victor to a chair on one of the raised stone 
platforms dividing the floor. Victor stands, unhearing, staring 
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at the body on the table. ‘Sit down" Victor sits. Then, in a 
softer tone, to Elizabeth, ‘You too, Elizabeth. Please.’ Unno- 
tied, Dr Waldman wanders over to one of the huge 
machines 

‘A moment ago you said I was crazy,” begins Frankenstein. 
‘Tomorrow we'll see about that.’ 

Waldman reaches for a lever ‘Don't touch that? Fritz 
shrieks at him The doctor backs away from the hunchback, 
warily 

‘I'm sorry, doctor, but I insist,’ says Frankenstein, motioning 
Dr Waldman to a third chair Waldman seats himself 

‘Dr Waldman,’ Frankenstein begins, ‘I learned a great deal 
from you at the university about the violct ray, the ultra- 
viokt ray, which you said was the highest colour in the 
spectrum You were wrong * Frankenstein leans closer to the 
doctor ‘Here in this machinery | have gone beyond that | 
have discovered the great ray that first brought life into the 
world? 

Waldman smiles shghtly, curiously ‘And your proof” 

‘Tonight vou shall have your proof At first I experimented 
only with dead animals, then vith a humain heart, which I 
kept beating tor three weeks But now, l am gomg to turn that 
ray on that body and endou ut with life" 

Waldman 1s more serious now ‘And you really believe you 
an bring life to the dead ”? 

‘That body is not dead It his never lived I made it I 
created it from bodies | took from the graves, the gallows, 
anvwhere! Go and see tor yourself” He swirls the sheet trom 
the body on the table and turns to stare into their horrtted 
eyes ‘Quite a good scene, isn’t ic? One man crazy, three very 
sane spectators! 

The thunder has grown louder, more ominous and tnghten- 
ing Frankenstein turns to Fritz ind at a sign they man the 
huge machines = great monolithic mechanisms covered with a 
maze of dials and switches Frankenstein grasps one of a row 
of levers and pushes it down All the wondrous electrical 
elements of creation stir to hte! Generators and transformers 
hum with power, electrodes start to crackle, the wires con- 
nected to two silver knobs on the body's neck start to smoke. 
As another lever is thrown, the huge table with its burden 
rises on a steely column of metal — rises high above the heads 
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of the wide-eyed spectators below ~ rises to the open skylight, 
where it stands, silhouetted against the blue-white lightning 
that fills the skies 

Frankenstein moves to the lever - a single huge and heavy 
lever set apart on the fantastic machine With a slow, sure 
motion he pulls it down - and all the hfe giving forces of 
nature are channelled into the corpse! Then, slowly, the table 
is brought down to rest on the cold stone floor 

Frankenstein rushes to the side of the body One hand, 
limp, lifeless, hangs over the table's edge All stare as the 
hand, weakly, hesitantly, lifts itsetf away from the floor! 

‘It’s moving i’s alive It’s alive it’s alive? cxults 
Frankenstein ‘It’s alive, it’s alive! Its alive! It’s alwe’ IES 
ALIVE? 

‘Henry inthe name of God" Itis Victor who cries out 

‘In the name of God, now I know what it teels like to be 
God - " And every atom in Henry s body trembles in a 
paroxysm of triumph, vindi ition, the ecstasy of cre ition 


In the library of Castle Frankenstein Victor and Elizabeth arc 
being confronted by Baron Frankenstein’ Henrv’s father He 
demands petulantly, ‘Why docs he go messing about in an old 
ruined windmill when he has a good house, good food and 
drink, and a d uned pretty girl to come home to? 

They offer unsure explinianons suggesting ‘experiments 

‘There's another woman, isn’t there? Hah’! Pretty sort of 
experiments these must be" 

The burgermaster, a fat pompous man, is announced Self 
consciously he enters the room and greets the three alrcady 
there 

‘Well, what do you want” the baron demands impatiently 

‘Well = when will che wedding be, if you please” 

‘Unless Henry comes to his senses there'll be no wedding" 

‘But the preparations have becn made for weeks" protests 
the burgermaster 

‘Then let them be unmade” 

Insulted, the burgermaster leaves 

The baron turns to Flizabeth and Victor and states, ‘Henry 
will come home, if I have to fetch him myself! There ts 
another woman, and I am going to find her ’ 
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Back ın the tower laboratory, Waldman paces the stone floor. 
Frankenstein watches him coldly, gloating over his success. 
‘Come and sit down, Doctor You must be patient Did you 
expect perfection at once?’ 

Waldman turns angrily ‘This creature of yours should be 
kept under guard Mark my words, he may prove dangerous ’ 

‘“Dangerous!”” Frankenstein scoffs ‘Poor old Waldman, 
have you never wanted to do anything that was “dangerous”? 
Where would we be 1f nobody ever tried to find out what lies 
beyond? Haven’t you ever wanted to look behind the clouds 
and the stars? To learn what causes the trees to sprout, or 
what changes the dark to light ? But f you talk like that, they 
say you're crazy Well, sf E could discover just one of these 
things, I wouldn’t care if they did think I was crazy 

‘Yowre young, my friend, your success has intoxicated 
you Wake up” pleads Waldman ‘Look the facts in the tace! 
Here we have a creature whose brain 

‘Whose brain must be given time to develop,’ asserts Frank- 
cnstem conhdently ‘It’s a perfectly good brain, Doctor You 
ought co know it was stolen from your laboratory ’° 

‘The brain that was stolen from my laboratory was a 
criminal brain,’ says Waldman with deadly revelation 

Frankenstein 1s stunned tor a moment, it a loss tor words 
‘Oh, well atter all, it’s onlv a piece of dead tissue,’ he says 
uncertainly 

‘Only evil can come of ic You will ruin vour own health if 
you persist in this madness ’ 

‘Pm astonishingly sane, Doctor, retorts the former student 
coolly 

‘You have created a monster and it u tll destroy you 

Patience, patience I beheve in this monster, as you call it 
It you don’t, then you must leave me alone I’ve got to 
experiment further ` 

He walks over to a huge, heavy door braced with a wooden 
timber He contemplates it a moment, then turns back to 
Waldman ‘He’s only a tew days old, you know He has been 
kept in total darkness Now I'm going to expose him to the 
light ’ 

He lifts off the massive oaken bar that braces the door and 
silently steps away 

Norselessly, excruciatingly slowly, the door swings open on 
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its hinges. A mammoth figure backs out of the blackness It 
senses the light behind ıt and slowly, awkwardly turns 
Beneath the thick, bulging forehead, from under heavy, immo- 
bile eyelids, peer blank, watery cyes, childlike in their inno- 
cence The face of the monster ıs grotesquely thin, like a 
single layer of skin stretched over a huge, misshapen skull 
The flesh 1s green, dead-looking, framed by the dank, black 
hair that hangs over the monster’s high forehead 

A livid purple scar slashes its way across the forehead, like 
a streak of the lightning that gave the monster lite The jaw is 
split by another scar and beneath the scat, on the neck, are 
two silver electrodes The mouth 1s a dark gash across the 
blankness of the shin The eyes peer out trom blackened 
hollows, shy, trusting eyes, doe like eyes, no fear or hate in 
the windows of the soul or on the face that trames them the 
monster has no reason yet to fear 

Frankenstein moves towards his creation slowly, warily, so 
as not to frighten his giant ‘child’ The creation observes him, 
and awkwardly approaches this small thing betore him He 
dwarts his creator, this huge creature with the mind of a 
child 

Slowly Frankenstein backs away from his creation beckon 
ing it to follow With clumping, hesitant steps, the monster 
obeys It 1s led to a chair on one of the stone plattorms above 
the floor Frankenstein motions downward and savs gently, 
‘Sit down’ The monster looks down on him blankly, and 
collapses into the chair 

Frankenstein, elated, turns to Waldman ‘You sce at 
understands! Watch’ He turns from the monster ind strides 
over to 1 covered window Slowly he lifts che blind and the 
sunlight flows into the room and rests on the monster’s face 
The monster’s eyes shine with wonder and dehght Smiling 
dumbly, he rises, and paws the air, trying to catch, to hold 
these beams of delight 

The blind 1s dropped The golden rays are cut off, the 
source of delight is gone The monster’s arms drop to his side 
and he looks at his creator mutely 

Frankenstein gestures anew, ‘Sit down’ The monster col- 
lapses once again into the chair ‘He understands this time! 
Isn’tat  ? 

Fritz stumbles in carrying a torch, looking about feverishly 
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The torch, held in wildly gesticulating hands, comes too 
close to the seated monster. The creature strikes out ın fear, 
animal panic, at the fire! He leaps to his teet and with one 
swing of his mammoth arm dashes Fritz to the floor. 

As Fritz crawls from the fury of the advancing demon, 
Frankenstein throws him a chain, then the two rush in to 
bind the growling, angry beast Waldman helps them thrust 
him back into his cell and bar the door before he can escape 

Waldman turns to the deathly-whtre Frankenstein and says, 
‘He ts a monster You must destroy him! 

The monster, chained to the wall, howls its misery to the 
cold confines of tts cell Fritz, torch m hand, lurches in ‘Quiet 
— qunut” He pulls a whip from his belt and lashes the helpless 
creature ‘You'll have the whole countryside down on us” 

Hearing shrieks of pain, Frankenstein rushes in He com- 
mands, ‘Come away, Fritz, for heaven’s sake - vou’re upset- 
ung him" Fritz coweis under krankenstein’s words and gets 
too close to the monster 

The huge scirred hands clutch him and again Fritz teels the 
creature’s strength Screaming, twisting, he squirms trom the 
deadly grasp The monster howls his rage and pain at the 
hunchback and strams against his ch uns, tiying to catch his 
tormentor once again 

Frankenstein, sickened by his creature and by his assistant, 
turns away ‘Oh, come aww, Fritz Leave n alone J eave it 
alone" he cries. scumbling from the scene of violence and 
pain 

But Fritz, glaring ar the monster, rubbing the bruises lett by 
the huge hands, remains behind Suddenly he smiles twistedly 
and takes the torch from the wall He looks cvilly at the 
monster and advances menacingly, pushing the torch before 
hitn 


Frankenstein, head in hands, sits at his laboratory table listen- 
ing - listening to the pitiful shrieks of the monster that tear 
the air within the tower Suddenly there is a growl then an 
entirely different shriek, one that rises in fear, pain, one that 
rises trom a throat held by powerful, hating hands, Fritz! 
krankenstein leaps from the table and Waldman follows him 
as he bounds down the stairs to the monster's cell 

The door swings open at their touch The torch on the 


378 THE FRANKENSTEIN OMNIBUS 


floor within the cell reveals the monster, grinning hideously. 
The door opens farther — and shows Fritz, hanging by his 
neck, dead. 

The monster sees them. He growls and charges! 

The two slam the door shut and bar it, just as the monster’s 
bulk crashes against ıt The monster screams, and thunders at 
the door, pounding and kicking and threatening to break 
through 

Frankenstein leans against the door and says, shakily, ‘Poor 
Fritz He always tormented the monster He hated Fritz” He 
appeals to his tormer teacher, ‘What can we do?’ 

‘Kill it ' But we must overpower him first Get me a hypoder 
mic needle ’ 

‘That's murder" 

‘It’s our only chance! In a few moments he'll be through 
that door! Hurry " 

A second later Frankenstein returns and hands the needle to 
the professor ‘Very good. savs Waldman ‘Now you stand 
here,’ and he hands Frankenstein a torch ‘When he comes 
toward you, lIl jab his neck with thts’ The two take places 
on either side of the door and Waldman kicks the bar off its 
rests 

The pounding on the door stops Slowly the door swings 
inward and the monster looks out He sees the torch and 
lurches toward it, growling, his face contorted with hate for 
the burning brand and its carrier Frankenstein waves the 
torch in the monster’s face, which drives him back and 
Waldman jabs the needle into the back of his neck! 

The monster, infuriated, charges his creator and strikes the 
torch from his hands They grapple and Frankenstein ts hurk d 
to the floor The creature falls on him, wraps his hands 
around his maker's neck and begins to choke the life from 
him Waldman pounds on the beast’s back, trying to distract 
him, but to no avail The creator is at his creation’s mercy , 
and ıt 1$ clear from the monster’s twisted mask of hate that he 
feels no mercy 

A sudden spasm of shock passes over the brure’s face - he 
is bewildered, helpless before the attack from within his 
body , the drug 1s taking effect He whimpers, then collapses, 
senseless 

A knock sounds at the door and Victor rushes in He stops, 
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amazed, before the scene of violence and says, ‘What’s hap- 
pened here? Elizabeth and your father are coming to see you 
and I ran ahead to warn you” 

Waldman takes command.‘Quick! Help me drag this in 
here.” Fhe unconscious creature is locked in his cell once 
more ‘Henry - you'd better hurry upstairs and get that blood 
off your face before your father and Elizabeth get here’ 
Ashen, and dazed trom the battle, Frankenstein stumbles up 
the stairs 


‘Pretty sort of place for my son to be in? grumbles Baron 
Frankenstein as he surveys the crumbling face of the watch- 
tower He and Elizabeth climb the rocky path to the ancient 
wooden door ‘Oh well, here goes’ He hammers at the door 
with his cane, waits a moment and crashes again Victor, his 
tace betraying barelv concealed emotion, opens the door 

The baron blusters in and sees the torch, stall burning on 
the floor where it was thrown bs the monster ‘What's this? 
Are you trying to burn the plice down?’ He looks at Victor 
a moment, then adds, ‘And what’s the matter with you? 
You look as it you'd been kicked by a horse Where's 
Henry > 

Victor says apologetically, “He can’t be disturbed just now ’ 

The baron still suspects Henry of having an affair ‘Oh, 
he can’t? PH soon settle this nonsense ` He swaggers forward 
and nearly volhdes with Dr Waldman ‘Who are you” 

‘Pm Dr Waldman ’ 

‘Perhaps you know what all this trouble’s abour TIL be 
hanged tf ldo ’ 

Waldman confides, ‘I advise vou to take Henry away from 
here at once ’ 

‘What do you think I'm here for pleasure? He turns to 
Lhivabeth ‘Come, my dear, let's see what’s up those stairs.’ 
The two climb the stone steps Waldman holds Victor back 

‘Leave them alone ` 

Fhzabeth knocks on the door at the top of the stairs From 
the other side Henry’s voice comes faintly, “Come in’ 

She rushes to him. ‘Henry 

‘Flizabeth ’ Pale and worn, he rises from his chair to meet 
her — and collapses at her feet, unconscious. 

‘Victor Dr Waldman! Come quickly” They rush in. 
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Henry 1s brought round with some brandy. His father informs 
him, ‘I’m going to take you home with me, Henry.’ 

‘I can’t! My ... my work! Whar’ll happen to the records of 
my experiments ?’ 

‘We will preserve them,’ promises Waldman soothingly. 

‘Andhe .” 

‘I will see that he 1s painlessly destroved Just leave tt all to 
me,’ 

Henry moans ‘Poor Fritz It was all my fault 

Fhzabeth breaks m quickly, ‘There, Henry, you can’t do 
any more now You must come home until you are well 
again You'll soon feel better when you’re out of here’ 


On a sheet-covered operating table in Frankenstein's labora 
tory the monster lies, inert Waldman, in a surgeon’s smock, 
hovers over the table, watching it He turns and wheels a 
table laden with surgeon’s instruments close to the operating, 
table He lifts a worn, black notebook ind writes, ‘Increased 
resistance makes necessary stronger and more frequent injec 
tions.” The monster’s body 15 building a resistance to the 
anaesthete Waldman writes more, ‘However, will perform 
dissection at once’ Waldman puts the notebook back on a 
shelf While his back 1s turned, the monster’s huge heavy 
eyelids flutter open The creature watches Waldman for a 
moment, then stealthily closes his eyes once more 

Waldman selects the longest of the scalpels on the 
instrument-trav He bends over the apparently dormant mon 
ster and for a second contemplates his student’s handiwork 
The monster’s great hand rises behind the doctor's back and 
clamps down on his neck with fingers lke steel The other 
hand rises to meet it and the two choke the life from the 
doctor The creature sits up on the table and loosens his grip 
on the doctor, allowing the lifeless body to fall to the floor. 

The monster climbs from the table and lurches through the 
inside of the tower, looking for his creator But the tower is 
now empty of human life. With a growl the monster opens 
the huge door to the outside and steps into the light 

The reign of terror has begun 


Henry Frankenstein sits with Elizabeths head on his lap 
beneath the flowery branches of the orange trees in the 
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Frankenstein groves. He 1s no longer deathly pale and speaks 
no more with the fire of a fanatic but with the warmth of a 
lover. He looks from Elizabeth and shudders. ‘My work. 
Those horrible days and nights. I couldn’t think of anything 
else.’ 

‘You promised not to think of those nights any more,’ she 
protests 

‘Dearest, when will our wedding be ” he asks 

‘Lers make it soon ’ 

‘As svon as you like.” They embrace. 

The church bells ring out grandly for the wedding in the 
house of Frankenstein Dancing fills the streets of the village 
and songs fill che air 

In the Frankenstein manor, the baron hands Henry a gar- 
land of orange blossoms and says, ‘For three generations these 
orange blossoms have been worn at our weddings. Thirty 
years ago I placed this on your mother’s head, Henry. Today 
you'll make me very happy by doing the same for Ehvzabeth. 
And I hope that in thirty years a youngster of yours will carry 
on the tradition ’ 

A toast rings through the halls “A son to the house of 
Frankenstein” 


A small house nestles against a shady torest, a lake hes near 
by, dark blue in the shade of the trees, in a sunny spot a little 
girl plays wath a kitten Her father, a strong man in peasant 
dress, walks toward the forest He turns to his child and says 
lovingly, “You stay here, Marta Tl go into the woods and 
have a look at my traps, then we'll go into the village and 
have a grand time, eh?” 

‘Won't you stay ind play with me a while ” she pleads 

‘I can't now, darling, Pm too busy. You stay here and play 
with the kitten ’ He kisses her and strides off. 

“Bye, Daddy” 

A little later, the bushes ar the edge of the clearing rustle. 
Maria leaps up to meet her father - and comes face-to-face 
with Frankenstein’s huge, misshapen creation Innocent and 
unafraid, she smiles up at him. The creature towers above her 
and stares at her m wonder for here is one who doesn’t beat 
him or torment him or hate him. 

‘Who are you? l'm Marta. Will you play with me?’ 
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These are the first words of kindness the monster has 
heard. In his way he loves the child immediately and allows 
her to take his hand and lead him to the grassy edge of the 
lake where the deep water flows quietly and slowly 

She kneels down ‘Would you lke to play with my 
flowers?’ 

Suffly, the monster kneels across trom her 

She picks some ot the bright valley daisies that grow on the 
bank and gives them to the monster His face lights with joy 
at the gift and he looks up at her, smiling expectantly 

She tosses one ot her flowers onto the water where ıt floats, 
a spot of brightness on the dark surface of the lake ‘I can 
make a boat! See how mine floats ” She drops the rest in, one 
by one 

The monster drops one of his ın It joins the tiny floral fleet 
on the water and floats there prettily Whimpering with 
pleasure he drops the rest in, delighted with the play and his 
playmate 

The flowers are gone and he must do something in return, 
something to show his affection tor the girl He sees how 
mcely and serenely the flowers float on the lake’s surface, 
how they brighten the dark water He looks up u Marta 
and sees another fresh spot of colour to brighten the like 
Smiling innocently and whimpering with antiipation, he 
reaches out to her, lifts her off rhe ground and gently places 
her on the lake’s smooth surtace 

Wildly kicking, and waving, she sinks 

The monster looks on in horror - where has she gone? 
Why doesn’t she float like the others? He realises she will not 
return! He paws wildly at the waters surface ind then, 
screaming wordlessly, runs into the forest 


Elizabeth, in full white bridal glory, meets Henry in the hall 
of the Frankenstein manor ‘Henry, | must speak to you" 
Without a word he follows her into the chamber 

She turns to him, “Oh, I’m so glad you’re safe” 

‘Of course Pm safe,’ he says, surprised ‘But you look 
worried Is anything wrong ” 

‘No,’ she stammers, then, ‘Forget my foolishness, It’s just a 
mood ’ She whirls on him ‘Henry, I'm afraid. Terribly afraid! 
Where is Dr Waldman? Why is he so late for our wedding ?' 
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Frankenstein smiles ‘He’s always late He’ll be here soon ’ 

‘Something ıs going to happen,’ she says nervously ‘I can't 
get it out of my mind ’ 

‘You're just nervous,’ says Henry soothingly 

‘No, no — I’ve felt it all day Something’s come between us 
I know it — I know it! If only I could do something to save us 
from it” 

‘From what, dear, from what ” 

‘l don’t know! If I could just get it out of my mind! 

She turns to him, calm once more ‘Fd die 1f I had to lose 
you now, Henry ’ 

‘But Pil always be with vou ° 

‘Will you, Henry? Are you sure ” 

There is a knock on the door and Victor rushes in ‘Henry! 
Dr Waldman " 

Despite Flizabeth’s cries, Henry pushes Victor our into the 
hall and locks her dvor 

‘Waldman’s dead" cries Victor 

‘And the monster ” 

‘He’s been seen in che hills, terrorising the mountainside” 
A deep, threiteming growl is head Hes in the house? 
shouts Frankenstain’ Upsturs? Chev speed up the stairw av 

Fhizabeth sits nervously on the edge of her settee Silently 
the window behind het 1s opened 

Norselessly the monster comes up bchind her 

Sull not aware of him she nses and gocs to try the locked 
door 

[he monster follows He growls 

She turns to be confronted by Erankenstcin’s crcation, and 
screams! 

Frankenstein, upst urs, hears her cry and rushes back down 

[The monster reaches for Elizabeth, trying to still her cries. 
She dodges his slow, heavy hands but is caught! His gmp 
tightens around her throat 

The creature hears the commotion outside the door and 
drops Fhzabeth He escapes through the window and just as 
the doctor enters, he turns He growls his hate and disappears 
from sight 

Frankenstein rushes to Flizabeth and tries to calm her as 
she screams ‘Keep him away! Don’t let him come near me" 
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Through the suddenly hushed gaiety of the celebrating villag- 
ers, the woodsman darzedly carries a wet, limp form His face 
is numb and he stares straight ahead, oblivious of the crowd 

A child’s voice calls out, “Look — ats Maria” 

As he passes, the music stups and they follow him, silently 

The crowd calls out for the burgermaster and he steps 
betore them ‘Silence! What is it?” 

‘Maria ” cries the woodsman ‘She’s drowned” 

‘My poor man,” says the burgermaster sympathetically, 
‘why do you bring her to me” 

‘But but she has been murdered" he cries The crowd 
scream for revenge 

‘TIl see that justice 1s done” shouts the burgermaster ‘Just 
tell me — who did ıt ” 

The crowd screams back at him, ‘The Monster" 


Henry sits before the fre in Castle Frankenstein He says to 
Victor ‘She's still ina daze she just stares and says nothing 
It’s maddening ’° 

‘She'll be all nght soon The wedding will only be postponed 
a day at most ’ 

‘There can be no wedding while this cre ation of mine ts sull 
alive I made him with these hands and with these hands I 
shall destroy him" He turns to Victor ‘I leave Flizabecth in 
your care — whatever happens You understand?” And he 
leaves 


The burgermaster stands betore 1 sei of waving torches, 
pitchforks and clubs ‘Ludwig,’ he shouts, ‘you take to the 
woods Those are your group Herr Frankenstein will take to 
the mountains Those are yours I will lead the third group by 
the lake’ He gives them last instructions ‘Remember get 
him alive if you can, but get him! Search every ravine, every 
crevice! [he fiend must be found!’ 

The dogs are released, barking along the various trails, 
their masters close behind 

The lake party in their boats poke through the reeds I heir 
torches are held high, for the sun is setting and it is dim 

The party in the woods spreads out, covering every inch of 
ground The mountain party divides, half taking the slopes, 
the others the rocky plateaux 
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The setting sun paints the mountains blood-red — and the 
monster glares down at the dogs from high above them, 
clearly outlined against the crimson heavens. 

The mountain searchers find a barely living man lying 
«rushed and broken ‘Which way did he go >” demands Franken- 
stem. The victim groans and points to the high ground 

They swarm up the mountain Onc of the dogs catches a 
scent, but Frankenstein 15 the only one to see He follows and 
1s separated from the rest of the party They miss him and, 
realising the danger he 1s in, call him desperately ‘I think he’s 
up here? Quick ? 

Frankenstein stands upon a plateau of rock ind pauses in 
his search to watch the progress below Deliberately the 
monster steps trom behind a boulder Frankenstein turns at 
the noise and two pairs of eyes meet For a moment they 
stand, hating each other Then Frankenstein lifts his torch 

‘Back! Back” The beast tears the torch from his hand and 
hurls iat down He grasps the doctor and grapples with him 
‘Helpt He ° The cry is cut off 

His cry is heard and the party below hurry to his aid 

The growling monster, his face twisted into a mask of hate 
tor the baying hounds and villagers, carrics the unconscious 
Frankenstein under one arm He is driven by his pursuers to 
the top of an old abandoned windmill He drops the uncon 
sawus form and leans over the rad, watching the gathering 
mass of villagers and barking dogs at the base of the mill He 
growls with fury and paws the ur, as if trying to wipe away 
the tormentors 

Frankenstein, lying on the Hoor, awakes and staggers to his 
feet, trying to escape He tries to climb through the trap in the 
floor but the monster sees him and hurls him to the other side 
of the room They stare at each other through the whirhng 
spokes of the mill wheel for an eternity then Frankenstein 
makes a dash for the rating. the monster close behind him. 

The creature catches him and with a scream of fury hurls 
him to the ground below The doctor's long tall is broken by 
one of the wings of the windmill and he drops to the ground, 
UNCONSCIOUS. 

As Frankenstein 15 now out of the mill, the villagers set 
their torches to it. The monster watches from the rathng and 
howls with rage - and then terror, as the flames lick hungrily 
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up the old timber of the mill The mob watch as the monster, 
in a frenzy of fear, lurches through the flames, beating at their 
hery tongues, trying to escape He shrieks his pain and despair 
as he 1s pinned beneath falling timber and pounds the floor, 
trying to tree himself 

But the timber ts tou heavy and the monster cannot escape 
The villagers look on as the burning mull collapses, cremating 
the hated creature within it Dr Frankensteins dream has 
turned to dust 

Ashes to ashes 


The Bride 
of Frankenstein 


By JOHN L. BALDERSTON & 
WILLIAM HURLBUT 


frankenstein proted to be just as big a bor office traamph for 
Unu ersal as Dracula bad been, and uithin a year plans were 
being made for a sequel unth the working title The Return ot 
Frankenstein Pre publicity announced that the script would 
be ‘based on events in the 1818 novel by Mary Wollstonecraft 
Shelley and that James Whale would direct Boris Karloff in 
the role of the creature with Colm Clie agun playing Dr 
Henry Erankenstemn In truth though the only important 
facet of the novel to be used in the film was the idea of 
creating a bride for the monster u ho wanted a companion — 
and the terrible consequences which resulted from Tranken- 
stein’s decision To play the bride James Whale cast Elsa 
Tanchester, the beautiful English wije of the actor, Charles 
Laughton He also had ber ‘double’ as Mary Shelley im an 
ingenious prologue to the picture in u hich the young authoress 
explamed hou she bad come to create her famous story 

[tke Boris Karloff Elsa Tanchester aluays remembered 
hou the make up ubih made her famous bad been created 
by Jack Pierce ‘It uas actually my own fuzzy, untidy hair; 
she revealed ‘Uhey brushed tt and combed it and made four 
httle braids and then they put a sort of little house on top - a 
uire cage really uand anchored it unh pms Then they 
added tuo white hairpieces, one at my upper temple, another 
at my lower temple It took tuo hours to draw in the little 
scars and go over them m red The make up man thought be 
was some kind of god because be created Ibe Bride of 
Frankenstein? 
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James Whale filmed bis second epic on a number of buge, 
Gothic-ltke interior settings and utilised his camera tn a series 
of panning and travelling shots which thrust the viewer mto 
the very heart of the drama The result was ‘a rare instance of 
a sequel being better than the ortgmal,’ according to critic 
George Perry — a view shared by several revrewers m 1915 and 
still argued today According to Radu Florescu in his authors- 
tative survey, In Search of Frankenstein (1915), ‘Whale gave 
the world the best of all the Frankenstein sagas in which all 
the elements of film-muking meshed together to form a nearly 
perfect feature ` Although the picture ttself inspired a number 
of immediate sequels — The Son ot Frankenstein (1979) and 
The Ghost of Frankenstein (1972) bemg perhaps the two most 
notable — none quite achieved the standards of the first tuo 
movies Indeed, a whole decade would pass before another 
studio — on the other side of the Atlantis. would set neu 
standards of excellence in a new interpretation of the oriemal 
story 

Such teas the interest im The Bride of Frankenstein u hen it 
was released, that a spectal adaptation uas untten for the 
English magazine, Pearson Weekly (a stable mate of Pearson's 
Magazine) hy a prolific British horror story writer named Guy 
Preston uho uas familiar to many readers for a pan of 
highly acclaimed blood curdlers, The Inn (1912) und The 
Way He Died (1913) The publication comceded uith the 
opening of the picture in London on September 29 1915 
and represented another new development in the bistory 
of motion pictures the use of the ‘tie n? norelisation to 
attract audiences us well as one more landmark in the 
Frankenstein legend 


PROI OGUF 


Have you forgotten how the Monster ‘died’ - of what the 
Monster was? Perhaps you never even heard the prologue to 
this hideous tale? 
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Read then, that you may better understand the most fantas- 
tic history in the world — and remember that to-day men are 
still striving for the same goal that Frankenstein achieved, and 
with simular, if not yet equal, success 


Frankenstein, the brillant young scientist, had defied the laws 
of nature. He had unravelled the very secrets of Heaven. He 
had made — a man! 

Man? - well, perhaps that term was generous Nevertheless 
it was by that name that he hailed his creation in the first 
flush of his success 

For months he had worked ın secret Everything had been 
thrust aside while he slaved for the fulfilment of his dream — 
to create 1 hving man from the bodies of the dead Even 
Elizabeth Lavensa, his betrothed, had been forced to endure 
his neglect while her lover remained behind the locked doors 
of his great laboratory 

Gradually, rumours began to spread through the surround- 
ing villages There were whispers of ghouls at work in the 
churchyards Body snatchers Vampires 

A frightened peasant ran screaming to the mavor with a 
fantasti. story of a newly opened tomb, and a dead man who 
sat propped inside 1 coach while a Cloaked figure with glaring 
eves urged on his horses as though all the devils in Hell were 
after him 

Corpse after corpse was stolen from the grave before Frank- 
enstein’s horrible experiment was completed His handsome 
fice grew white and lined under the ferrite strain Bur at last 
the moment came when with a trembling hand he pressed the 
vital lever - and only be knew with what feelings he watched 
the result of his handiwork rise moving trom the operating- 
table 

Afterwards hid followed a pertod of terror This was no 
Man - but a Monster! Frac, it was fashioned in the semblance 
of a man, but there the likeness ended Turning on tts creator 
it broke loose, transforming the peaceful countryside mto a 
shambles 

Night after mght came tales of a monstrous shape that 
stalked the lanes, a giant frame reeking of the tomb, whose 
rags but il-concealed the grave-worms crawling in their folds. 
It moved and gibbered - so said report — for it could not 
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speak. Its yellow skin scarcely covered the muscles and arter- 
ies beneath, and its dun-hued watery eyes bleared sullen 
murder 

Sweethearts wives, honest yeomen and innocent children, 
all had fallen lifeless beneath its steely fingers. Frankenstein’s 
Monster spared none Grateful indeed was the scientist that 
nobody outside his one immediate urcle knew that he was 
responstble for the death-dealer’s existence 

Then, just before this tale Commences, the strangest piece 
of irony occurred On Frankenstem’s own wedding day the 
Monster appeared As he and Flizabeth left the church to- 
gether, the creature struck him down, and trampling all who 
got in its way, fled roaring out of the village. Emboldened by 
their numbers the villagers set out in pursuit, trapping the 
creature in a deserted windmill With o1l-soaked rags they 
fired the place 

And as the flames roared upward, they saw the Monster, 
overcome by the fumes, fall back into the fire 

Thus rises the curtain on this most horrid sequel 


ONE 


Night was casting her shadows over the little village of 
Ingolstadt and the Monster was dead! 

Around the smouldering ruins of the old mill the villagers 
still shrieked their hate, but mingled with their shouts were 
cnes of yoy At last it would be possible to sleep in peace The 
terror had becn destroyed 

At the side of the little hillock topped by the glowing 
wreckage, an old man and woman were standing They had 
been there all day, waiting for the end Now, his eyes crazed 
with pain as those of a maddened bull, the old fellow stared 
dumbly at the Monster’s pyre 

A charred beam fell with a crash on to the smoking heap 
The embers stirred and glowed, and a new flame leaped sky 
ward The old man’s lips moved, and he shook off the 
woman’s detaimng hand fiercely 

His words came in a groan of anguish ‘Maria! My daugh- 
ter — my little girl" rr killed her" 

Tenderly his wife put her arm about him Her own grief 
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was forgotten in her fear for his reason. 

‘Come home, Hans,’ she urged him The Monster is dead 
now. Nothing could live through that turnace. Why stay here 
longer ” 

He shook his head A shower of sparks spat venomously up 
at the night sky from the crackling beam lying athwart the 
ruin Once more his lips parted 

‘I must see him with my own eyes,’ he muttered, as one 
who spoke to calm his own soul ‘If I can but see his 
blackened bones - I may sleep at nights ` 

Slowly he made his way towards the ruins 

One by one the villagers were departing, urged homeward 
by the burgomaster They went tn little groups, for few could 
summon the courage to walk alone at mght so soon after the 
nightmare had passed Soon only the woman was lett to 
watch the smouldering pile and the stumbling, halting figure 
of her good man 


With faltering footsteps the old fellow made his wav to the 
edge of the burned our mill The villagers had done their 
work well The heat was terni Hans telt the dense smoke 
slewing on the breeze, prick at his old eyes tll the tears 
came For his child he could not weep Some sorrows cut 
too deep 

A sudden fear came to the woman on the hillside 

‘Come back" she called “You will be burnt yourself’ 

For a moment Hans hesitated Did he hear her? Or was he 
but searching tor a firm toothold ? 

Cangerly, he placed one foot on an ashen pile It seemed 
safe enough He leaned his weight upon it ind peered for the 
brute’s remains 

His wife’s warning scream came too late 

A pile of blackened bricks fell with a crash beside him, and 
the ground seemed to open under his feer With a startled cry 
the old man flung up his arms and plunged forward forward 
and downward! 

A shower of red-hot debris sparked all about him. A rush 
of cold air raced past his ears With a mighty splash Hans 
struck the icy water of the mill’s underground cistern. He was 
trapped 

Coughing and spluttering, he came up to the surface and 
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came a knock at the heavy oak door which shattered forever 
the hope that was dawning in Elizabeth’s heart 

It was Minnie who answered the summons. A queer, tall 
man smiled down at her There was that in his glittering eyes 
which struck terror as she backed involuntarily before him 
Somehow she knew instinctively that he had come tor no 
good purpose. 

‘Tell the Baron Frankenstein that Doctor Pretorius 1s here 
on a secret matter of grave importance,’ said the stranger, not 
unmusically ‘Tell him that 1 must see him alone - to-night ’ 

Minnie’s scared glance flickered up and down the long 
black cloak which wrapped the stranger It reminded her of 
the pall which had covered her father’s coffin She shivered 

‘The master’s a bed,” she quavered, flinching despite herselt 
under the tall man’s gaze *{hat’s where all decent folk should 
be at this time of night ’ 

‘So?’ Pretorius’ long teeth gleamed wolfishly tn the moon 
light as he grinned at her discomhture ‘Nevertheless he will 
see me ` And with a thrust of his hand he was past Minnie 


and in the hall 


Pretorius was right Frankenstein knew him well He wos a 
Doctor of Philosophy who had been dismissed his University 
tor dabbling in Black Art 

He saw him at once In the world of science in which he 
moved there were many less creditable persons with whom he 
had had fo do business 

Pretorius came straight to the point He knew all about 
Frankenstein’s monster and complimented him upon its crea 
uon But, he added, he had also succeeded in producing Lite - 
though by a vastly different method If the Baron would 
accompany him he would be delighted to show him the 
results of his expermments 

‘What is behind all this ? asked Frankenstein at last It was 
plain that the doctor was wrestling with some secret 
eacitement 

Pretorius’ lips parted in their wolfish grin 

‘Don’t you see” he said. ‘We must work together Together 
we may reach a goal undreamed of ° 

Again he urged him to accompany him back to his 
laboratory. 
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Feebly Frankenstein clung to his promise to Elizabeth. 

‘No, Pm through with ıt all. Pm going away,’ he said. 

His tone transformed the other. 

Savagely Pretorius clutched him by the arm. The mask 
came off and he showed himself in his true colours as a 
threatening blackmauler 

‘Do you know that your monster 1s still at large” he 
challenged ‘That it has already done two more murders since 
its resurrection ? 


Frankenstein stared aghast, and the doctor went on 

‘Luckily, few apart from your wife and myself know that 
you are responsible for its exisrence But there are penalties, J 
would remind you, for killing people It I were to tell the law 
who made this roving instrument of death -’ 

hrankenstcin paled and frowned 

‘Are you threatening me?" he asked haughtls 

Again came that wolfsh grin 

‘Ah, no! Don't put it so crudely Say rather thit 1 am 
reminding vou it were better that we work — together" 

for a moment there was silence, then Frankenstein rose to 
his feet and rang the bell To the man who came he gave 
orders for his carnage to be made ready Then he turned to 
Pretorius 

‘Damn vou” he muttered ‘Ihave no chore Let us go’ 

He soon found that the doctor had not exaggerated He 
had produced Iife as he had clammed, and in his laboratory 
were some half dozen pigmy men and women — all living and 
imprisoned in flasks 

‘While you were digging in your grives, Pretorius ex- 
plained, ‘and piecing together dead tissues l went to the 
source of Life I grew my cieatures ` 

‘They are perfect” exclaimed Erankensteim, scientifically 
enthusiastic in spite of himself ‘But what a pity they are so 
small.’ 

Pretorius nodded encour agingly 

‘Ah, there I give vou best You did achieve sıze But don’t 
you agree, my friend, that we should make an astonishing 
collaboration” 

For some tense moments love of science and love tar his 
wife warred within Frankenstein's breast Pretorius guessed 
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that the battle needed but one more thrust to turn the way he 
wanted. 

‘Think,’ he whispered eagerly ‘Our dream 15 but half 
realised Alone you have created a man — now, together we 
shall make him a mate’ 

“You mean —? 

Pretorius nodded slowly 

“Yes — a woman ` 

The light of fanaticism gleamed in Frankenstcin’s cyes 


Fven as they were discussing this unholy partnership the 
Monster was stumbling over fields and pasture lind It was 
thirsty and famushed 

Hitherto, Life had shown ıt onlv brutality, so that it lived 
by the code of Fear If it could frighten, it had soon learned 
that it could take what it wanted Tf in its turn it could be 
made to tear — ıt fled 

Somehow the blood pumping through the long dead tissues 
of its body was bringing back fecling to its nerves Dully, hke 
a clogged engine, its brain was learning to work — to think 
Dimly ıt realised that it was an outcast a horror to other 
men, for the meaning of stray remarks was perme wing its 
befogged mind 

The sun rose over the hills, lighting the tree tops with a 
golden sheen The monster, weary, paused in its path It 
needed drink The sound of sheep bleating floated towards tt, 
and it ambled slowly in the direction of the sound [here was 
blood in the bodies of sheep 

Suddenly, rounding a bend, it saw her a woman thing 
She was standing on a rock by the side of a stream and about 
her her sheep were scattered A stream! ~ Water! The creature 
quickened its pace 

The shepherdess did not see the Monster until it was 
almost upon her Her first intimation of its presence was 
the strange snarl which served it for speech She turned 
then aghast at the horrid spectacle mowing and posturing 
before her, she screamed in abject terror and fainted dead 
away 

How could she tell that the queer noises it made were a 
pathetic attempr to reassure her ? 

Angrily the Monster bent over her. This faint was something 
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it had not seen before. It did not understand it It struck 
irritably at the inanimate girl 

Crack! 

From the distance came the sound of a shot. The Monster 
uttered a growl of pain and clasped its arm. Then, drawing 
back its taut skin above its yellow fangs, 1t roared its fury 

Ihe two huntsmen who had seen it strike the girl conferred 
hastily Again a gun was raised Instinct or intelligence was 
awakening in the Monster. It ducked and fled incontinent into 
a nearby wood 


‘Well, well, what is it ” 

The burgomaster looked up irritably from his desk as a 
man, panting and dishevelled, burst unceremoniously into his 
room Behind him. mouthing startled protests, stood the burgo 
master’s servant 

The intruder gulped for breath He swayed, exhausted with 
his long run 

‘The Monster" he gasped, clutching blindly at a chair for 
support ‘Hes in the woods A friend and I were out shooting 

we saw him attacking a gir! My friend fired 1 think he hit 
him °’ 

‘Ihe Monster, vou say? Excellent? It was the moment for 
which the pompous old burgomaster had been waiting For 
vars he had been longing to show the good peuple of Ingol- 
stadt the kind of stuff of which he was made He turned to his 
servant 

‘Stop gibbermg, man! Get out the bloodhounds Rane all 
the men you can Lock the women indoors and wait tor me ’ 
Euming, he reached for his gun on the wall. 

Outside the house he could hear his servant shouting the 
news In a minute the narrow street was packed with a 
jostling throng of excited villagers. all armed haphazard with 
guns, pitchtorks, crowbars and anything else to which they 
could lay their hands 

Headed by the burgomaster, they trooped out of the village. 

Phey came to the spot where the other huntsman stood 
supporting the frightened shepherdess in his arms 

‘Which way did he go” 

Even before he could answer the burgomaster’s question 
the bloodhounds were baying and straining at the leash. 
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“That way. Hurry!’ 

Howling threats, the rabble plunged into a neighbouring 
thicket. 

The hounds nosed the ground, their breath coming in 
quick, eager sniffs. They moved silently, swiftly, leading the 
mob off the rough cart track and up a steep, pine-covered 
slope. 

Suddenly from the ranks of the crowd there came a cry. 

‘There he is!” 

‘Faster, faster!” 

The burgomaster shaded his eyes. Ahead, just breasting the 
top of the hill, a vast, misshapen figure was loping. It ran 
awkwardly, as though its man-made limbs were unequal to 
the task. They moved ponderously lke primitive metal 
pistons. 

In a trice the hounds had reached 1t, and stood round 
baying while the rest of the human pack came up. 

Snarling, the great creature faced them, its pallid lips drawn 
back above huge yellow fangs. It lunged out savagely, grunting 
and squealing like a tormented pig. Foctid green froth dripped 
from its gaping mouth. 

But there were too many this time for Frankenstetin’s crea- 
uon to tackle. Someone slipped behind it. A thwack from an 
iron bar struck it on the head. it screamed with the pain. A 
well-aimed stone brought it to its knees. 

One, more daring than the rest, stepping forward from the 
throng, slipped a rope about its neck. Striking, stabbing, 
kicking, the crowd closed in. The memory of murdered wives 
and children banished all pity. 

‘Bind him securely! bellowed the burgomaster from a sate 
distance. ‘Tie his feet first — then lash him to a pole. There are 
plenty of fallen pines about here.’ 

Groaning and writhing, the Monster was subdued, lashed 
to a fallen tree and carried down the hill. There he was thrust 
into a farm wagon and brought back in trmmph to 
Ingolstadt. 


In the dungeon of the prison a small gang of men had stayed 
to make the place proof against the Monster’s gargantuan 
strength. A gigantic chair had been prepared with rings of 
iron, into which its feet and hands were now thrust. An 
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immense iron collar was welded about its neck, and a steel 
chain twisted about its body secured it to staples driven into 
the wall 

At last the burgomaster stepped back satisfied 

‘Ihat will hold him What a pity I can’t act further with- 
out orders from my superiors” He looked round for his 
secretary ‘Heinrich! ~ Where the devis he got to” The 
man came forward ‘Ah, I want vou to take a letter to 
Geneva ’ 

With a smirk of triumph the burgomaster went out Behind 
him he heard the shock of the heavy bolts of the dungeon 
thudding into place 

Fach side of the metal-studded door two guards stationed 
themselves Both were armed 

The burgomaster smirked again Yes, it was a clever cap 
ture It should mean the mayoral chain for him that 1s, if 
these fool villagers had any gratitude! 

Scarcely had he begun to dictate his letter, however, when a 
terri. uproar in the street outside called him to the window 
He called down angrily 

‘Ungratetul wretches! What is it now ~ 

A fusillade of shots scattered the crowd before they could 
answer him, and a screaming woman tell wounded in the 
roadway Lhe burgomaster thrust his head farther out and 
withdrew it hurnedly 

Down the centre of the toad, roaring with shrill animal 
tury, came the Monster About its neck, wrists and ankles 
were rough abrasions where the shackles had clasped its flesh 
Its eves glared wildly and its weth gnashed as it raced after 
the scared villagers who had so lately been its captors 


Stooping, if swooped upon the prostrate woman, snapping 
her spine in ns two hands as easily as a man might break a 
twig It shook the body venomously betore tinging it brutally 
down on to the cobbles The skull split open and the Monster 
trampled viously upon the dead white face until its leaden 
boots were spattered with vivid gouts of blood 

‘Shoot? screamed the burgomaster helplessly from his 
window The red tape which had prevented him from having 
the creature killed on sight vanished With it fled his hopes of 
the mayoralty His natural pomposity was forgotten in the 
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sudden wave of horror which overcame him. Cursing, he ran 
to the wall where he had just replaced his gun. 

When he returned it was in time to see the Monster lum- 
bering over the fields beyond the village, and in a corner of 
the street a little group huddled over the sull body of a 
child. 

Terror was loose again! 

One by one from outlying hamlets reports came ın There 
was Frau Neumann wantonly and horribly murdered A gipsy 
tamily completely wiped out The burgomaster railed at his 
guards and called on Heaven, but to no purpose No bonds 
could have held a creature possessing such colossal strength, 
and now few could be found with the courage to go after it 
again Perhaps, they argued, somewhat belatedly, 1f they left it 
alone ıt would leave them in peace 

It was atter its third murder that the Monster, wounded by 
a random shot and exhausted by the chase, came to a tiny hut 
set in the heart of a coppre 

Night was talling, and the earthy smell of the dewdrenched 
bracken beckoned the creature to rest awhile 


Furtively, for it had learned to fear all men, the Monster 
moved towards the lighted window of the hut Then tt paused, 
startled 

From within the littl dwelling came a strange sweet 
sound Another And another Someone was playing a 
violin 

Music was a new sensation to the Monster ft was pleasant 
It drew near, fascinated 

Within the hut a hermit, who was blind and old, played on 
unaware of the hideous tace pressed close to the pane Tor 
tully a minure the Monster watched Then tt saw the old man 
turn -turn and stire mildly at him through sightless eyes that 
saw not the watchers aspect and were, consequently, 
unafraid 

The Monster moaned faintly It was nearly spent. 

The playing ceased As often happens when one sense 15 
lost, another develops acutely So it was with the blind man 
The sound the Monster made struck loudly on his ears He 
went to the door 

‘Who ts there” he called, gently. 


TWO 


For a space Monster and man faced each other. The 
moment was tense with foreboding What would the Mon- 
ster do? 

Slayer of innocents, wouid it strike down the helpless blind 
hgure before it, or would it mistake the violin in his hand for 
an instrument of destruction and stagger away into the 
darkness ? 

The hermit came closer He could sense where the other 
was standing Gently he spoke 

‘You are welcome, my friend, whoever you are Forgive me, 
but I cannot see you Tam blind’ 

Slowly he stretched out a hand and touched the Monster. A 
tense growl caused him to start back in alarm, then a sticky 
sensation at the ups of his fingers made him utter a low cry of 
concern Blood !- the stranger was wounded ! 

Blind and unafraid, he slipped an arm about the creature 
ind guided it into the hut And there he tended the Monster’s 
hurts 

That might the hermit praved He had Jong wanted a 
companion tn his loneliness 

‘Dear Father, | thank Thee,’ he murmured, ‘that out of the 
silence of the night Thou has brought two of Thy lonely 
children together and sent me a trend to be a light to mine 
tyes and a comfort in time of trouble Amen’ 

From then onward, a queer friendship spring up between 
them The hermit believed the Monster to be dumb, and the 
affliction gaye them a mutual bond Blindness and dumbness 

each could supply a want to the other 


And the Monster? No longer hounded, stoned and treated as 
an outcast, it responded to the hermit's kindness with the 
gratitude and devotion of an injured animal 

It learned to speak 

Painfully, it struggled with the sounds the hermit taught it. 

‘Bread - drink — good" These words were pleasant, happy 
words They were words which brought comfort and helped 
to supply bodily needs. But the greatest word of all, the word 
which sowed the seed of a soul in the Monster’s vast carcase 
was — ‘friend.’ 
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‘Friend,’ it repeated over and over again, touching the 
hermit’s sleeve with grateful humility ‘Friend — good" 

And here it might have stayed harmlessly for ever bur for a 
certain happening 

There had been peace in the countryside for some months 
now and people were beginning to venture abroad again The 
Monster was supposed to be dead Some even claimed to have 
seen its giant body lying at the foot of a preupme A great 
cloud seemed to have been rolled back from above the village 
of Ingolstadt 

One night, two stringers called it che hut They hid been 
out after wild duck and lost thea way in the wood With his 
usual courtesy, the hermit asked them in to rest and cat They 
entered 

Suddenly one of them uttered 1 low cry ind pointed to 1 
huge shape that sat hunched in 1 corner 

‘Took? he gasped ‘It’s the Monster" 

With an oath the other leaped to his feet and rused his gun 
But he was not quick cnough 

Assounnon with the hermit had sharpened the Monster's 
intelligence Though 15 yee st could talk but hitele, it under 
stood all that was said And it knew that the word Monster 
was never applied to it by a ‘triend ’ 

With a hideous cry it sprang, wresting the gun from the 
startled man and hurling him back against the will The next 
instant it had sent the weapon flying through the window 

Bewildered, the poor hermit ratsed his voice 

‘What are you doing?’ he cried anuously ‘This is my 
friend ’ 

The men turned on him turtously 

‘Friend? Why this ts the fiend which has been murdering 
half the countryside Good Heavens, can’t you see?” 

Then, looking closer, they realised what had happened 
The hermit was blind He did not know 

But there wis no time now for explanations [he Monster, 
roused from its feeling of security, meant to remove the two 
strangers who had blundered out the truth in the only wav it 
understood [ 1fting the table as easily as a matchbox, it flung 
it savagely across the hut 

It caught the second man as he was shifting his gun from 
his shoulder, knocking him back against the door The impact 
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brought the swinging lamp down from its staple in the roof 
and a wave of flame shot up In three seconds the hut was 
ablaze 

Both men tugged at the hermit, dragging him out of harm’s 
way Then they, too, leaped for the open door Within the hut 
the Monster battled frenziedly with the flames, hurling himself 
again and again at the wall in the attempt to break ıt down — 
anything to get out of the furnace which was raging all about 
it 

At last with a crash a board gave Another and another 
Screaming with pain and fury, the creature plunged through 
the opening ind out into the wood Ehe hunt was on again 


A black shape stood silent by the gaping mouth of a tomb It 
was tall and gaunt, and the pallid moonhght shining trom 
above, gleamed on a row of yellow tecth set in a wolfish 
grin 

All about it, hke stark fingers pointing to the sky, rose 
countless headstones, while here ind there a monument to 
some noble family towered grimly remindtul ibove its neigh 
hours It amused Doctor Pretonus to think that even in death 
there was snobbery 

Lhe graveyard was deserted, as a graveyard should be at 
dead of night, save tor this solitary fgure who waited motion- 
less beside the crypt 

Somewhere an owl hooted The Doctor turned his head, 
then his lips snapped with an exclamation of annoyance as he 
noted the ghmmer of a hght moving over the graves Of what 
use all this secrecy when the tools gave their presence away in 
this idiotu manner? 

Cupping his hands, he uttered an answering hoot and 
waited until the two men came up 

‘Put out that higher,’ he hissed, as they stood together awk- 
watdly before him ‘We want no witnesses for what we have 
todo’ 

Reluctantly, for the men he had hued were supersutious 
peasants, they obeyed him One of them blew our the lantern 
and the three figures stood listening intently 

No sound, however, fell upon their ears, save the moan of 
the night breeze in the tall trees fringing the cemetery and the 
occasional creak of their branches 
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Satisfied at last that they were unobserved, Doctor Pretori- 
ous led the way down the narrow stone steps to the bowels of 
the crypt 


To-night was an important one for Pretorius He had threat 
ened, wrangled, cajoled and pleaded with Frankenstein for his 
co operation in the experiment which was to make a woman 
fir to mate with the Monster But it had all been to no 
purpose. Just when he had believed that Frankenstein was 
ready to yield, that his enthusiasm and love of suence would 
compel him to throw m his lot with him, Elizabeth had 
entered the room 

The few words that she had heard as she entered the door 
had been suffiuent to enlighten her as to what was proceeding, 
and she had immediately forbidden her husband to counte- 
nance the thought of another such experiment What was 
more — she had shown the Doctor the door and given orders 
for the Schloss to be closed while she and Erankenstem 
undertook a long trip abroad together 

It was necessary, therefore, that Pretorius should conduct 
his experiment alone, and it was to provure a suitable body 
for the attempt that he was here in this crypt to-night 

Ac the foot of the steps he paused and re lit the lantern 
The pale light flickered fitfully, dimmed and glowed [tke a 
great crow, draped in his long black cloak, Pretorius lifted the 
lantern on high and smtfed The rank earthy smell of the 
grave assailed his nostrils He grinned appreciatively He was 
in his element 

He looked about him Behind him his assistants shivered 
apprehensively 

The cotfins were arranged in tiers Some of them were 
incredibly old Mıildewed and rotting, they had warped with 
the damp, and where they had warped they gaped, disclosing 
yellow bones or torn and fibrous shrouds 


Into one of these Pretorius thrust his hand When he with- 
drew it, it clasped a woman’s skull He chuckled softly, 
patting the bony cheek with msolent famiharıty Then he 
tossed it playfully at the shrinking men, dertding their horror 
as it smashed to pieces like an egg on the cold stone floor. 
‘She’s no use to me,’ he muttered, tearing down a huge 
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festoon of cobwebs which hung from the ceiling with his bare 
hands ‘Too old Too small ’ 

A fat spider scuttled across his foot He stamped upon it It 
squelched, and he wrinkled his nose with distaste as he thrust 
its remains aside with his boot 

‘I want someone young,’ he continued, peering at the inscrip- 
tions on the coffin lids ‘A girl — beautiful, supple, recently 
dead and unmarked from any injury ° 

I he two men stirred uneasily 

Taking a wall each, they began to inspect the coffins 
Presently one of them called out, his voice booming strangely 
beneath the vaulted ceding 

‘Will she do?’ 

Pretorius hurried to his side 

‘Read the inscription How old was she?’ 

Stooping, the man began to read 

‘Madeline Frnestine, heloved daughter of ~ 

‘Skip thar ` Pretorius’ voice was sharp Flow old was she” 

‘Aged nineteen years and three months 

‘Good! That’s the one Break open the coffin ` 

The two men hesitated and glanced at each other A sudden 
ghnt came into the Doctor's eves It was a ghnt akin to 
madness His fingers worked 

‘Wall, what are you waiting for?” he asked m a dangerously 
soft tone 

Lhe two men shivered and crossed themselyes Their fear 
wis abject’ Pretorius grinned wickedly 

‘Do you want me to send vou to the gallows where vou 
belong? he reminded gently Do not forget that I know who 
murdered Julius Steinberg ` 

Phe hold he had over them had its cffect Muttering, they 
bent over the girl's coffin, hacking and prising, until a few 
moments later with a rending sound the lid came away 


Gloating, Pretorms le ined over the sull form within 

‘Pretty little thing,’ he chuckled, cutting the winding sheets 
from about her face ‘I hope her bones are frm ` 

Caressingly he ran his fingers over the dead limbs 

The two men picked up their tools, ind, at a sign from the 
Doctor, made their way out of this abode of death The 
lantern they left burning on the bottom step. It was enough 
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for them to breathe once more the pure fresh air of the world 
above, and with all haste they flitted gratefully across the 
graveyard, leaving their erstwhile employer with the corpse 

Alone, Pretorius seated himself upon the coffin, while he 
raised the slender body in his arms She was not heavy, 
despite her dead weight He propped her up against a wall 
while he lit a cigar and awaited the arrival of his own servant 
Between them they would convey the corpse to his laboratory 
There was half an hour at least to wait 

The lantern burned lower 

Pretorius was alone now, save tor the silent occupants of 
the shelves about him His isolanon did not trouble him m the 
least Cynical, indifferent to life and death, he was enthusiastic 
only in the matter ot research This subject, however, whipped 
his tmagination to the point of madness, and he was entirely 
at a loss to understand how ıt was that Frankenstein, who 
had succeeded so far, could tail to pursue his crazy dream to 
the limit 

If only he could think of a wav to force his hind! 

Musing Pretorius puffed out dense volumes of cigar smoke 
They assumed strange shapes in the failing hght 

‘Alone - {am sull a pioneer ’ he mutte red to the corpse that 
faced him ‘I mav fail at anv turn But with Frankenstein, 
whose creature still walks somewhere on this carth, to help 
me, ah, my pretty morsel, what a nuptial I could arrange for 
you! 

As though ıt heard and understood, the head of the corpse 
dropped forward The Doctor’s eyes narrowed, then he 
laughed sottly 2s he noted the c wuse 

A giant rat falling with a soft plop from the ceiling had 
struck the body on the shoulder in its passage, slightly dislodg 
mgit Glancing malcvolently at the Doctor with beady cyes, it 
scuttled across the flagged floor and disappeared 

Chuckling to himself, Doctor Pretorius sat back and blew 
another smoke ring Then he delved into his pocket for his 
watch Whar a devil of a time the fellow was in coming, to be 
sure! 

A creak sounded at the far end of the crypt Surely that was 
he? 

Pretorius prepared to rise, when suddenly it dawned upon 
him that the noise emanated from that part of the crypt 
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farthest from the entrance. It could not, therefore, be his 
servant. It must be someone else! 

For a moment his heart leaped, and a thousand superstitious 
fears inherited through the ages came to plague him The next 
instant reason conquered, and he was his emotionless self 
again 

The sound was repeated It was louder this ume 

To the Doctor’s straining ears it sounded hke a heavy 
weight being cautiously lowered to the floor It dragged 
slightly 


Slowly he turned his head Then, with an exclamation of 
complete surprise, he sprang to his feet 

There, close behind him, tts body almost completely out of 
1 coffin, was the Monster It had obviously lain hidden there 
all the time the two men had been working in the crypt 
Slowly it swayed to tts fect and lurched towards the Doctor 

It was to Pretorius’ credit that. after the first shock of 
surprise was over, he was unafraid He regarded the creature 
coolly but wartly Indeed, a certain studied insolence crept 
into his voice as he addressed it 

‘Oh, Prhought | was alone,’ he said ainly “Good evening ` 

The flickering light from the dying lantern picked out the 
bones on the creature’s face Thev gleamed yellow-white 
under the taut skin Pretorius w itched it guardedly as it drew 
1 step nearer For weeks it had been missing who knew 
whit subti changes might hive taken place in the man made 
creature Its next action sent the hair rising up on the Doctor’s 
prosa head It spoke 

‘Friend? asked the Monster Its vone was harsh and 
scpulchral 

Pretorius took a gnp on himself After all, it was all 
perfectly normal The Monster had been in the world some 
while now [It was natural thar it should have learned to 
imitate human speech 

‘Indeed, 1 hope so,’ responded the Doctor, his brain begin- 
ning to work rapidly. He indicated a seat beside him. ‘Have 
some refreshment ?’ 

Avidly the Monster swallowed the wine and food that 
Pretorius had brought for himself It was a wise move on the 
Doctor’s part. It put the creature in a good humour 
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Peering about it with curiousity, its gaze lighted on the 
corpse of the girl. It turned to Pretorius. 

‘You make man, like me?’ it asked. There was a pathetic 
eagerness m its harsh notes. 

Pretorius shook his head. 

‘No,’ he replied, playing up. ‘Woman friend for you.’ 

The Monster nodded, gratified. 

‘Woman? Friend? I want friend, like me,’ it said. 


The idea which had been simmering in the Doctor’s brain 
from the moment he set eyes on the Monster and learned that 
ıt could speak, suddenly fructifed. Stroking his chin, he rose 
to his feet. 

‘{ chink you can be very useful, my friend,’ he smiled. ‘You 
can add a little force to my argument, tf necessary.’ 

For a moment he hesitated, then. ‘Do you know who 
Henry Frankenstein 15?’ he asked. ‘And who you are?’ 

The Monster nodded. 

‘Made me — from dead. I love dead -~ hate living ’ 

Pretorius chuckled. 

‘You are wise in your generation, he answered ‘Well, we 
must have a long talk, you and I. And then [ have an 
important call to make. Perhaps Baron Frankenstein will not, 
after all, be so selfish as to refuse my request - when he sees 
you face to face’ 

There and then in the blackness of the tomb - for the light 
had gone out long before they finished Pretorius told the 
Monster about his plan to make a mate, emphasising Franken 
stem’s refusal and appealing for the creature's co-operation 
And when at last he stumbled up the steps into the graveyard 
above, ıt was with the knowledge that the Monster understood 
its part in his plan and could be relied upon to do its share 
well. 


Immediately Pretorius made his way to the Schloss von Frank- 
enstem. Despite the lateness of the hour, Minnie was awake. 

‘I must see the Baron,’ declared the Doctor, pacing the hall. 
‘Immediately.’ 

Protesting that her master and mistress were unable to see 
anybody, Minnie left him. But the clangour of the great door 
bell had alarmed Frankenstein. 
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‘What 1s it ” he called from the library 

‘It’s that Doctor Pretorius again He wants to see you,’ 
Minnie answered. 

Frankenstein groaned and turned to his wife 

‘Then I knew it Shall I never have any peace from the 
man?’ He went to the door and addressed Minnie ‘Send him 
away I won’t see him’ 

Minme turned, then she gasped Silently the Doctor had 
come up behind her 

‘Good evening, Baron,’ he said pleasantly 

kor the moment Frankenstein was too aghast at the man’s 
cftrontery to say anything His wife took command 

Dr Pretorius,’ she said wily ‘I dort know what your 
business at this ume of might may be but whatever it is it 
will have to wait) My husband and I ue leaving almost 
immediately ’ 

Pretorius refused to be cutfhd He bowed with mock cour 
tesy and turned to Frankenstein 

I think you know why I have come Henry ` he sud with 
moming ‘Tf the Baroness will leave us a moment 

Elizabeth and Frankenstaimn exchanged glances He nodded 
ind she gathered her wrap abour bet 

‘Twill watt you m my room, she told him, then beckoned 
to the waiting mud ‘Come, Minnie ` 


Alone the two men faced each other ‘I have completed by 
my method a perfect human brain,’ announced the Doctor ‘It 
is hving, but dormant Everything ts ready tor as” 

frankenstein shook his head 

No” he said T wontdoit thats my final word" 

Pretorius smiled Agam there was a hint of the wolf in his 
expression Slowly he crossed the library to the french window 
and beckoned 

‘LT expected this, he said “So T have brought my other 
issistant, Who mav persuade you to change sour mind ° 

As tt hypnotised, Trankenstein stared at the french window, 
which was gradually opening Then, with a cry of tear, he fell 
back, hands out-stretched 

The Monster, hideous creature of his own making, stood 
before hım. With one massive paw it pointed to a chair Its 
harsh vore filled the room 
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‘Frankenstein — sit down” tt said. 

Pretorius began to chuckle. 

‘Yes, there have been developments, you see He can talk ’ 

Something ın the creature’s malevolent leer as it gazed at 
him chilled the man who had made it He called out 
piteously 

‘What do vou want” 

The Monster came closer 

‘You know,’ it said 

Pretorius intervened 

‘He wants a woman - a friend - a mate You'll help us 
make one now, wort you, Frankenstein ?’ 


Dumbly the scientist shook his head [he Monster growled It 
advanced threateninglv 

‘Yes must” it ordered 

Frankenstein cowercd under the upriused fist Lo think that 
he had made this Thing - which was now commanding him 
as it lt were master! 

He appealed to Pretorius 

‘Get him out? he cried ‘E wont even discuss at till hes 
gone ’ 

Ponderously the Monster turned its head until it looked 
squarely at the Doctor Bick in the recesses it ats brain it 
knew that there was something it had to do something, pre 
arranged between them Pretorius gave the sign Suffly the 
creature turned and marched back the way it had come The 
trench window swung wide as it passed through into the 
moonlight, its tattered rags flapping in the breeze and wath 
it went the stench of the tomb 

Ashen pale, frankenstein wiped the sweat from his brow 

‘Now,’ said Pretorius with a grin, ‘let me eaplain my 
method and bencht trom your experience ` 

Frankenstein sat as though carved tn stone, while the Doctor 
talked Elizabeth meant more to him than anything in the 
world, and she had extracted his promise If he agreed to this 
devilish proposal, he knew that he might be loosing yet 
another murderer upon the world who knew, if got in time 
— a race of murderers? Yet if he refused ? 

Pretorius was speaking 

‘T have, my friend,’ he was saying, ‘an excellent laboratory 
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installed within a ruined tower high on a hill. It is not far 
from here. There we can conduct our mutual experiment in 
seclusion. I can assure you there will be no dearth of fresh 
bodies, for | have in my employ -° 

He broke off, and his mouth slowly widened into that 
ternbly wolfish grin From somewhere above them a terrible 
scream had rung out. It reverberated down the castle corridor 

It came again And again 

Frankenstein leaped to his feet, his face suddenly grey 

My God! he muttered ‘That’s Flizabeth’s vore’ 

[ he next instant he was racing up the great stone stairs. 

At the head of the stairs he met Minmie She was shaking 
with terror Fear glared from her eyes and tor ı moment she 
could not speak He seized het roughly 

W hat's happened! Quickly! fell me" 

Phe grip of his fingers brought back her courage, and she 
moistened her frozen hps Then 

‘My lady? she moaned ‘Oh, my lady the Monster’s got 
her” With a trembling finger she pointed out of the window. 
[hey crowded round it 


Scaling the wall of the courtyard as easily as it it were a ditch 
was the Monster Even as they watched, it began to lope 
down the hill Phe light of the moon threw its grotesque 
shadow after at hke some great black demon danang with 
hendish glee And from Frankenstein's throat there rasped a 
despairing cry as the moon showed something else across the 
Monster’s shoulder the bodv of a woman, slender and white 
and imp the body of Elizabeth, his wite! 

‘Now, perhaps, vou will do what he asks,” whispered Preto- 
nus in his ear ‘Itis the only wav to save her ’ 


THREE 


It was true and Frankenstein knew it The only way to save 
Elizabeth was to throw in his lot with Pretorius and accede to 
the Monsrer’s demands 
The Monster wanted a mate Very well, it should have one 
There was but one thing tor which Frankenstein stipulated 
before he set to work, and that was to hear his wife’s voice 
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that he might know she was safe and unharmed. To this 
Pretorius agreed. 

Together they went to the ruined tower on the hill where 
the doctor had his laboratory. There Frankenstein was allowed 
to speak to his wife by means of a kind of telephone. 

‘Elizabeth, he cried eagerly into the mouthpiece ‘Are you 
safe ?’ 

He could scarcely speak for the relief when he recognised 
her beloved voice answering him 

‘Henry! — Yes, darling Pm quite safe — but oh! the dark 
and this dreadful —' 

There was a noise at the other end of the wire Frankenstein 
held his breath, straining his ears to listen Her vore came 
again 

‘Pm quite near -1n a cave Come tor me -’ 

It broke ott with a gasp Then, shrilhing in his ear he heard 
the words ‘Oh, God, it’s here! It's heret Henry” Silence 
followed 

Distracted, Frankenstein shouted down the insuument 
There was no reply Impotent to do anything, he looked up 
and found Doctor Pretorius smiling sardonically at him 

‘My dear friend,’ murmured the doctor, ‘you surely did not 
believe Elizabeth's gaoler would be so foolish as to permit her 
to betray her whereabouts? But rest assured, so long as you 
do what is asked of you she will come to no harm ` 


Frankenstein knew when he was beaten Subdued at last, he 
bent himself to his task 

It was not long before the scientist in him rose uppermost 
and he was working day and mght at a bench littered with 
strange apparatus. Test tubes, retorts, queer metallic globes 
and intricate dials, all had their part m fashioning what was 
to be the heart of this man-made woman 

And over him all the ume, urging, encouraging threatening, 
stood the Monster 

A queer place was this ruined tower where Pretorius had 
his laboratory It was shaped like a tall cone some hundred 
and fifty feet in heiphe 

The laboratory itself occupied the ground floor, and the 
hollow tube of the tower leading to the starlit vault overhead 
formed a kind of lift-shafr. Strange and complicated machinery 


The Bride of Frankenstein 413 


hung suspended from beams tn the wall, or stretched trellis- 
like up to the castellated top of the building. The only lights 
were flares or arc-lamps. 


came the time when the current was applied and the mechani- 
cal heart began to beat. Pretorius bent his head exulting over 
the glass container, watching while the blood pumped steadily 
up and out Suddenly, the heart fluttered and stopped 

With a curse, Frankenstein flung the contents of a bubbling 
crucible on to the stone floor and slumped into a chair 

‘We need another heart” he cried ‘A human heart. It must 
be sound and young. Where can we get it?’ 

The doctor and the Monster exchanged glances, then Preto- 
nus went to the door. 

‘Karl he called 

A loutish misshapen brute appeared Frankenstein rec og- 
nised him as the doctor’s most trusted sctvant He began to 
aplan 

What we need is a female victim ot sudden death Can you 
dow? There are always accidental deaths occurring ’ 

for a moment Karl hesitated. then the doctor spoke and 
there was thar sn his eves which made his meaning clear 

‘Yes, Karl,” he nodded ‘There are always accidental deaths 
OCCULTING ` 

The man withdrew 

And that mght i youth was mourning his sweetheart ind a 
now heart - a human heart - beat strongly in Frankenstein's 
glass container 

Por nine hours the small heart beat with the regularity of 
the normal Fyutement ran high Taking it in turns, Pretorius 
ind Frankenstein watched the indicator msing and falling. 
saw the blood began to flow simply and casily through the 
valves 

At last it was decided that the time had come to transfer 
the organ to the waiting corpse The vital stages of the 
excitement had arrived 


It was an occasion when the shghtest slip might mean the 
undoing of all their work. The Monster had served its purpose. 
It had kept Frankenstein from prowling in search of his wife. 
It was now in danger of becoming something of a nuisance. 
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Accordingly Pretorius drugged the creature and left it lying on 
Its great straw bed 

What was needed for the successful completion of their 
task was a terrible thunderstorm Then, claimed Frankenstein, 
the air would be tull of electricity, which could be imparted to 
the corpse by means of a wire attached to two kites and 
passing through an electrical diffuser 

Pretorius looking out of the window noted with satistaction 
that such a storm was brewing this night. 

‘We must work quickly" he cried, wheeling the suff body 
under the bright lights of the arcs Together they bent over ıt, 
cutting away the surgical bandages which swathed the entire 
figure. Soon ıt was ready to receive the heart 


Poising a scalpel above the breast the doctor made a switt 
incision and, his fingers working with all the deft skill of 
which he was capable, Frankenstein inserted the beating 
organ 

They worked ın a tense silence until the deed was finished 
The atmosphere grew clammy 

‘The storm ıs almost overhead,” announced Pretorius pres 
ently, peering out of the window ‘It will break soon’ He 
turned almost affectionately to the figure lying still upon the 
operating table ‘To think that within that skull? he mur 
mured, ‘1s an artificially developed human brun tach cell 
waiting for the lite that 1s to come ` 

A low rumble of thunder brought his sentence to a close 
He glanced up the funnel of the high towai 

‘Are the kites ready ” called Frankenstein 

‘Yes’ 

‘Then send them up as soon as the wind rises They must 
reach their zenith before they are struck ° 

For some minutes longer they worked together, connecting 
the wires of the cosmic diffuser to the body on the table Up 
on the battlements of the high rower, their shadows dancing 
grotesquely in the light of the parathn flares, two men wrestled 
with the giant windlass which was to hold the kites when they 
cast off A blue wave of lightning flickered over the mountain 
ridge to the south Thicker and thicker grew the atmosphere 
It felt like an immense blanket pressing down upon the world 
beneath 
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Then came the first assault of the storm A ternfic clap of 
thunder which shook the valley A vivid fork played wildly up 
and down the sky, and at the same time the rain began to fall 

Up the dark funnel of the hollow tower glared the white 
face of Frankenstein Faintly his voice reached the men above 
the din of the storm 

‘Stand by the kites! — Are you ready ? — Let go” 

Guessing his meaning more by his gestures than by his 
words, they let the wires run out The kites streamed steadily 
up in the wind which had mystcriously arisen to whip the 
cundrops fiercely into their faces 

( rash! 

With a hideous crackle the lightning stuck the kites A 
beam of hic zipped down the wires holding them down the 
cone funnel of the tower to the cosmic diffuser suspended 
ibove the body A shower of sparks played over the long 
de id fice and the hinds of a dial begin to pg rapidly 


With eyes glucd to this dial Erinkenstcin w uted while the 
storm raged louder and fiercer overhcad Pretorius jomed 
him rubbing his thin hands together nervously He was grey 
with excitement sweat dripped trom his forehead and his 
queer, pale eves ghlinted malevolent 

Shock after shock pissed through the diffuser and entered 
the body The indicator on the dial rose Forty - fifty sixty 

Overhead the white faces of the watting men peered down 
the shatt Both had had their orders 

Suddenly lrankenstain stepped back and touched a lever 

Ready ” he yelled ‘Stand back! It s coming up’ 

[here came a steady thumping from the floor below It was 
the hydrauli lite at work Phe table maimeaning the bods 
lurched, steadied and began to rise Higher And higher 

It reached the top of the tower 

Like a thousand demons let loose the storm concentrated 
its fury upon it It seemed to be lit by a constant stream of 
hghtning Great flashes of Combustible gas illuminated the 
shaft, jagging the darkness with flickering light 

Suddenly trom one of the men on the battlements came a 
yell of terror 

‘The Monster! It’s loose! It's after me" 

Together Pretorius and Frankenstein peered upward A 
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gigantu shape loomed over the narrow opening far above. It 
picked up the screaming man, shaking him as if he had been a 
rat and threw him bodilv over the parapet. Maddened by the 
sound of the storm it was running amok high up there in the 
battlements. 

The sound of tts roars reached them far below. There was 
no mistaking ıt. 

‘How much drug did you give him ” shouted Frankenstein 
in the doctor’s ear 

‘Enough to keep ten men under tor a couple of hours 
more’ 

Frankenstein groaned 

‘Damnation! He'll ruin everything" 

But even as he spoke, a faint luminosity began to spread 
over the table containing the corpse above Both noticed ıt 
together 

‘Thanks Heaven! We're in time, Pretorius Pull over that 
switch ’ 

The doctor obeved, and with a strange hissing sound che 
Whole devilish contraption descended 

Together they stared at the soll swathed body on the table 
Forgotten now was the raging Monster overhead They were 
grimed with dirt and exhausted with ther eftorts, but char 
greatest moment was vet to come Had the experiment been a 
SUCCESS ? 

Slowly, almost awfully, Frankenstein bent over the corpse 
With shaking fingers he loosened the bandages covering, its 
face He took them otf Then he tell back gasping 

A pair of vivid blue eyes looked up at him Strange eyes 
Fyes that had in them the questing wonder of a child’s and yet 
were filled with terror 

He turned to Pretorius 

‘She lives? he cried, triumphant ‘She lives! She lives" 


It was the culmination of the wildest dream A mate had been 
made for the Monster 

As Pretorius and Frankenstein watched the slender fgure of 
the girl they had created move gracefully, if a little unsteadily, 
across the floor of their laboratory they envisaged all that this 
triumph might mean 

A new race of creatures to be born in the world, Offspring 
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of once-dead bodies What would they be like? It was a 
staggering speculation 

Unlike the Monster, this girl was nearly perfect in appear 
ance The Monster had been the pioneer creation It was 
crude and unpreposscssing All that Frankenstein had learned 
while making it had bein utilised to this second creature’s 
benefit As yet. of course, she could not speak Moaning 
faintly, and staring about her in terror like onc barely awak 
cned trom 1a nightmare, she sat on 1 ledge by the wall of the 
laboratory, enduring the critical ghinces of her creators 

Suddenly with a quecr littl yerky gesture she threw up her 
head and 1 shrill cry escaped her hps 

Following the direction of her gaze, Prankcnstein give vent 
to low exclamation 

[he Monster was standing in the doorway Its tace was 
cricked in 4 hideous gtimace which the screnust recognised 
wis maant to be a simile In spite of himself, Frankenstein 
shuddered 

Pretorius gripped his acm 

Sh' my frend Watch? 

Ponderously the Monster heaved its huge bulk down the 
steps ind mto the room Its mouth worked spasmodic lly Ht 
walked straight to the staring girl 

Friend "at sud 

Phe staring blue eyes grew wider She shrank back The 
two scicntises Watching could sce fear make wav tor pantie in 
the small, driwn face 

A note of anger crept into the Monster s vore 

‘Friend? it said again reaching for the girl’s hind with one 
gigantic paw [here was i note of command in the voice 


Something about this ghastly travesty of love sickened 
trankenscem 

Stop? he cried 

Ihe Monster turned with 3 snarl and caught the girl 
ferecly to him Her mouth snapped wide and a high metallic 
sccm rang forth It maddened the Monster It began to 
croon rcassuringly to the girl, but its harsh notes only terrified 
her the more She screamed again 

Swiftly Frankenstem crossed the room and took her trom 
it A bellow of fury escaped it 


418 THE FRANKENSTEIN OMNIBUS 


‘She hate me — like others!’ mouthed the Monster. Once 
more it made for the girl. 

At that moment there came an interruption. The door of 
the laboratory was flung wide and Elizabeth appeared Finding 
herself unguarded, she had managed to escape. 

‘Henry" she called. 

Frankenstein motioned her back. 

‘Get out,’ he cried, ‘as you value your life’ He knew, none 
better, che temper of the Monster when roused. She shook her 
head. 

‘Not without you.’ 

A terrific crash told of the shattering of a trayful of glass 
apparatus. Smashing its way towards him, the Monster 
reached out once again for the girl. One paw fell for an 
instant on the electrical control lever. 

‘The lever! Look out for that lever! You'll blow us all to 
atoms” shnieked Pretorius, flinging everything within reach at 
the raging creature. 

The meaning of his words clicked in the Monster's slow 
intelligence. With a trumpeting roar of triumph it sewed the 
control with both hands 

‘Henry,’ screamed Elizabeth again, ‘you must come! [won't 
go without you.’ 

For a moment Frankenstein hesitated 

‘IT can’t leave them, he stammered ‘Don’t you see” But 
his hesitation gave the Monster the chance it had sought Like 
a flash one huge paw shot out and seized the girl from the 
scientist’s arms. Then it gestured savagely towards the door 

‘You five! it cried ‘Go! Go” 

Frankenstein waited no longer And as the door slammed 
behind him and his wife, and the Monster saw them running 
madly down the hill, it caught the shneking girl in a close 
embrace and threw itselt flat across the lever. 

‘We - belong - dead” it cried as the first shudder shook the 
building 

And the white, gibbering face of Dr Pretorius was the last 
thing ıt saw, before there came a blinding flash, a terrific 
explosion, and the whole tower thundered down tn runs 


The Workshop of 
Filthy Creation 


By ROBERT MULLER 


lelevtsion was still very much in tts mfancy - most pro- 
grammes were screened lwe and all sets had black and white 
pictures when the story of Frankenstein made tts debut in 
1918 At least three adaptations of the novel had been broad- 
cast on BBC Radio im the years on either side of the Second 
World War and perhaps twice that number m America in the 
same penod all underliung the effect the story was capable 
of having on the wmaemations of listeners It was m the 
Umted States, however, that krankenstein first appeared on 
television in the autumn of 1918 in a 30-minute ABC series 
entitled Taks of Lomonow Because the series was transmit: 
ted hve from New York nothing exits to commemorate this 
landmark shou, although the star is known to hare been the 
famous Hollywood horror actor, lon Chaney, whose make- 
up apparently conststed of a bald head uith stitched gashes 
on his cheeks and skull Rumour has it that € hani y's perform- 
ance m ths much condensed version of the novel was a 
mixture of the bizarre and the unpredu table as the actor 
belreved for much of the transmussion that be u as taking part 
m a camera run-through and not a lwe broadcast! The rival 
netuork, NBC, put out the first colour version of Franken- 
stein five veurs luter im their Matinee [heater series with the 
famous boxer Primo Carnera playing the monster Perhaps 
worned about the reaction of vietcers to this early evening 
Presentation, an announcement preceded the transmission 
warning that it might prove too frightening for children. 


Shades of the impact of the first stage and film adaptations 
once more! 
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The first mayor television production that was faithful to 
Mary Shelley’s story was undoubtedly that screened on British 
TV by Thames Teletiston m November 1868, adapted by one 
of the country’s leading TV scriptwriters, Robert Muller 
(1825— ). Muller, who had escaped from Nazı Germany as a 
child, served us a journalist and critic before starting to write 
for television and there demonstrated a particular talent for 
Gothtc horror He approached the task of bringing the novel 
to the small screen uith a very clear vision ‘We decided, 
rightly l think, not even to attempt to compete nith the film, 
but to go right back to the book - the original images that 
must have raged in Mary Shelley's mind as she was writing 
it.’ The result uas a highly acclaimed production that was 
well served by its talented cast of lan Holm as Frankenstein 
and Ron Pember as his creature The image of Frankenstein 
indeed continued to haunt Robert Muller, and im 1877 when 
he was masterminding a TV series of horror stones for the 
BBC entitled Supernatural about a group of storytellers u bo 
assemble at lhe Club of the Damned to try and terrify one 
another, be wrote an outstanding episode featuring a writer 
who is researching a biography of Mary Shelley and unexpect 
edly discovers a relative of the Erankenstem family still ob 
sessed with creating life Ihe stars of this Grand Guignol 
production were Gordon Jackson as the writer and Vladek 
Sheybal as the heir to the Frankenstein legacy 


What on Earth was this? 

The members of the € lub of the Damned did not respond 
with enthusiasm to the idea of a writer joining their secret 
estublishment. A writer liked to gosstp A writer invented 
things A uniter was unreliable 

Was he trying to hoodwink them, this scholarly, myopie 
gentleman who now stood by the fireplace wasting to begin 
his tale of horrort Was he possibly even a spy sent out by 
some unscrupulous publisher to discover new sources for 
gruesome tales of the supernatural ? 
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It would never do to be careless about the choice of new 
members What was satd, what was done, at the Club of the 
Damned was not for the curious, the ordinary, the 
uninitiated 

Howard I awrence, for that was the author's name, pur 
ported to be a writer of biography, though few members 
could ever remember having read a work by a person of that 
name Sur Francis, as he watched the face of the speaker, 
fussed with his snuff box and made a mental note to ask for a 
list of his works if indeed there u ere any 

Sır Trancts’ rheumy eves focused on the figure by the 
fircplace Honard Laurence bad an asceti face, narrow and 
hom and there twas a possibly deceptie mildness about his 
eves So mild indeed was his general demeanour that Sir 
Francis felt certamn that the alleged author was under 
sedation 

l here ts one story’ the speaker was saying without doubt 
the most startling and the most orremal l bate ever u ritten, 
which uill never be published 

Indeed?’ Sav tranas exclaamed and why not’ Is it not a 
work of biography? Ls it perhaps libellous ~ 

It could be sad to be both Howard Laurence satd, the 
crooked smile around his mouth contradicting the spirituality 
behind his eves 


In 1882, flushed with the critical suscess of my Tate of Shelley, 
ind companied by my wife and daughter, I sailed from 
l nglind in an endeavour to follow is exactly is 1 could the 
toorsteps of the poets Byron and Shelley in their tours abroad 
during the carly years of this century My purpose was a 
simple one to gather and ascertain facts that would provide 
the material tor further scholasuc works, biographies of two 
men whose intellectual passions stood so closely to my own 
precise manner of thought You may be familar with some ot 
my early writings, notably the biographies of Wordsworth 
ind Coleridge, besides that of Percy Bysshe Shelley and his 
tragically charmed cicle Without undue modesty, can sately 
assert that these works are not traditional learned mono- 
graphs, sterile literary mausoleums founded solely on arid 
fact, for L insist that only a sensitive understanding of the 
creative spirit behind the master-works of genius can give us a 
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true perspective of their aestheti. splendour. Though they are 
no longer with us, to me the vital essence of these men lives 
on — not only in the words and thoughts they have bequeathed 
us, but in the places they visited and the very dwellings they 
inhabited It 1s as though the power of their remembered 
genius enables dead stones to live again 

Throughout my investigations into the hidden lives of these 
dead poets, the patience and solmitude of my dear wife 
Elsbeth had been of the utmost satisfaction to me, but on this 
latest expedition a further charming companion was to lighten 
my days of travel and study — our daughter Mary Our only 
child, she was entranced at the prospect of celebrating her 
nineteenth birthday while actively journeying along the more 
secret literary byways of Europe It was a delight to be sharcd 
by all of us, for not only would she be a tender companion to 
her mother, but also an eager vessel into which I could pour 
the distilled experiences of my continuing research Shy, even 
stilted ın the presence of strangers, my dear child almost 
glowed with bright curiosity behind her trim spectacles when 
ever the opportunity arose to discuss the discoveries of the 
day I was pleasurably aware of her restless desire to grasp 
and appreciate new vistas ot truth and knowledge that | 
gladly opened before her, it only she had heen 2 son, what 
even greater afhnities we might have shared! Even so, she was 
very deat to me, the blossoming of her mind, moulded by my 
discreet parental guidance, was in added and continuous 
delight 

By wav of Belgium, then of Trance, we came at list to 
Switzerland and the environs of Genevi, v here we were to 
remain for several weeks at the Villa Diodati Docs the sound 
of thar darkly famahar name reverberate uneasily within your 
mind? The Villa Diodati sinister, disquieting, a place 
haunted by the shadows of unanswered minds questioning the 
unknown Here it was that Byron played host to his fellow 
tallen angel, Shelley, whose eighteen year old mistress Mary 
Godwin was soon to marry him after the suicide of his first 
wife, Harrier Here, revolutions of the soul were barn, shibbo 
leths cast down by thunderbolts of mtellect and passion, and 
new concepts of creation brought forth hke dragons’ teeth 
sown by vengeful cherubim. It was all there still, a grim 
miasma echoing that distant, dismal summer of 1816 Then, 
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to pass the long rainfilled evenings, Byron and his mysterious 
secretary Polidori, Shelley, and the child he had liberated into 
womanhood, amused themselves by competing to invent a 
story based upon some supernatural occurrence It was not to 
prove easy, long hours filled by discussing Frasmus Darwin 
had filed their minds with the grand theme of Man’s challenge 
against the gods - the legend of Prometheus, no less But out 
of those nights’ amusement came a moment of nightmare 
imagination penned into literature by the girl soon to become 
Miry Shelley its title Frankenstein 


The strangely intense atmosphere at the Villa Diodati, added 
to the hours of long study that I undertook there, eventually 
took their toll, I was quite exhausted It was at this point that 
my dear wife, ever concerned for my well being and welfare, 
suggested that before proceeding along our chosen route to 
Italy, we should attempt to restore our health and calm our 
nerves by spending a few idle weeks in a friendly Alpine inn 
or guesthouse The idea of a brief penod of contemplation, 
exercise and rest appealed to me, and l agreed As to why | 
chose the somewhat remote Gasthof Ritterhot, I can give no 
logical reason Could it have been the inevitability of fate, or 
sheer chance? Or hid the sinister spirit of the Villa Diodati 
mesmerized my subconscious into fortuitously selecting what 
appeared to be at first sight such an exceptionally tanquil 
ind inviting establishment? Such questions ire useless now, 
when we frst saw that simple inn, nesthng by the lonely 
mountain road, brightl picturesque amongst the serenity of 
sunlit snow we telt only an enormous sense of case and 
inminent contentment Here was a location so pleasant, so 
open, so unlike the brooding villa we had lett behind us, that 
we each openly smiled in expectation of the homely welcome 
we were sure awaited us, im that, we were not to be 
disappointed 

Inside the inn, all was simplicity and rustu comfort Al- 
though there seemed to be no windows, the plain white walls, 
punctuated by plain wooden doors and stairways leading to 
the upper and lower recesses of the house, imbued the atmos- 
Phere of the place with a soft light all their own Through the 
open door leading to the ‘Stube’ stood a black stove, stark 
against yet more white walls, and rough wooden tables — 


424 THE FRANKFNSTEIN OMNIBUS 


scrubbed, like the floors, spotlessly clean. This limpid white- 
ness was brightened constantly by flowers set on tables and m 
alcoves Heartening though this scene was, a moment of 
puzzlement crept into my mind something was missing, some- 
thing that should be there . and wasn’t In an instant, the 
thought had passed — we were confronted by our host, a 
person of remarkable triendliness waiting anxiously to attend 
to our every requirement 

‘Our modest house ıs honoured, sir,’ announced the inn- 
keeper His voice was kindly and courteous, his bow of 
welcome almost a parody, more suited to the theatre, pei 
haps Mary, I could see, was as taken with our host’s appear 
ance just as much as I was, but she managed to control the 
smile that threatened to broaden into girlish laughter As 
my wife addressed the innkeeper, I studied him more 
closely 

‘We should hike two rooms, declared Elsbeth crisply ‘Onc 
for my husband and myself, and one for our daughter ' Our 
host listened as though hanging on each trivial word, his thin, 
arched evebrows raised it the alert, and in stark contrist to 
the almost unnatural whiteness of his skan His mouth, too 
though thin, stood out boldly and surprisingly red, while the 
final touch of artihuality was supphed by his crop of han 
deep black, and obviously dyed Vanity, perhaps? An unusual 
display for a venue so off the beaten track, | told myselt Not 
far behind our host stood a once handsome but now emaciated 
Frau Worn out by work, white haired, she made no conces 
stons to the passing of time over her ageing face Like the 
innkeeper she smiled a gentle welkome, adding to this a 
simple, open handed gesture that invited our trust and a 
warm response, but for a moment, when her eves fell upon 
Mary, her anxious gaze flicked almost instantaneously away, 
troubled and furtive The furs that Elsbeth and Mary wor 
made it quite clear that we were travellers of no little worth, 1 
rare and welcome source of custom in this remote valley It 
crossed my mind that the Frau was anwous that we might 
consider the inn not suited to our tastes, and I hastened to 
reassure her 

‘Your situation here is both charming and secluded . just 
what we require 

The woman curtsted slightly, obviously pleased, but it was 
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her husband who replied. The near-perfection of his English 
added a quaintness to his dignified speech. 

‘We are simple people, but everything we have is placed at 
your disposal. Your rooms will be homely and warm, just as 
is our hospitality. Our name, sir, is Hubert ...’ A fond gesture 
drew his wife shyly to his side, and she half-curtsied again as 
he introduced her to us. ‘Frau Minna ... my good wife.’ He 
smiled jovially at her, and she blushed as he spoke. ‘You will 
never forget her cooking for as long as you live...’ 


These formalities concluded, our luggage was deftly collected 
to be taken upstairs, and we prepared to tollow the sturdy 
fellow — Hans by name - who was to lead us to our rooms. 
We were still not free of Herr Hubert’s hospitality, however. 

‘Some refreshments, sir?” 

‘Some tea, perhaps ...” interjected Frau Minna, thoughr- 
fully. ‘Or some warm wine - tts cold now, even dunng the 
day ... The sleigh journey - we could sull hear the departing 
jingle of bells - had been most invigorating, and the thought 
of a steaming beverage was to all our tastes. 

‘Tea ...’ cried Fisbeth happily, ‘... how splendid. In our 
room, please. | cannot wait to change my clothes..." 

‘Oh, please.’ trilled Mary, ‘bute F should like some of your 
“warm wine” ...1f itis red, thatis... 

The eagerness of her response both amused and disarmed 
any mild disapproval that Elsbeth or I might have voiced, had 
the occasion been less indulgent; accordingly. | confirmed our 
request for tea and a little Gluhwein, and was thanked eftu- 
sively by our host as he handed me the keys to our rooms. 
While Hans gathered up our various items of luggage, we 
looked about us; in the whole establishment, thete was only 
one other guest - a cheery old peasant seared imn the tar corner 
of the Stube, drinking and watching all that went on with 
twinkling interest. We had barely started co follow Hans 
across to the stairs, with Mary chattering gaily to her mother, 


when the old peasant nimbly rose and intercepted us, glass in 
hand. 


‘Prost? 
T replied in kind, but without encouragement; I had no 


mind for this sore of confrontation, but the peasant was not 
to be put off. 
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‘Englander? he beamed upon me ‘l am Otto! How do 
you-do! Button-my-shoe! Muxed-pickles-on-board! Ahoy? 
Following which display of verbal dexterity, he cheerfully 
raised his glass, maintaining the bravado gesture until we 
were finally out of his sight upstairs Elsbeth, ever prepared to 
admonish such impropriety, was about to put the fellow in his 
place, but I urged her on quickly Lo have addtessed the man 
would have meant running the danger of being perpetually 
buttonholed whenever we met again, ind mide to suffer the 
ordeal of Herr Otto’s linguistic talents ad nauseam Mary, 
less aware of the morc regrettable aspects of such 2 person, 
made no attempt to hide her amusement 

‘Papa they are so quaint =! We shall be happy here, I 
know it It’s so different from that dreadful Villa Diod it 

‘There are many strange things bere, my pet” observed 
her mother, pausing wearily on the st urs 

I glanced at Elsbeth, surprised that she too had noticed that 
missing element that had nagged at the back of my conscious 
ness ever since we'd arrived But as so often betore, I had 
miscalculated her powers of observation 

‘Didn’t you notice too, Howard? The innkeeper - Herr 
Hubert — how badly his hair was dyed” 

‘Perhaps it’s a wig =” suggested Mary, her eyes full ot 
mischief ‘Perhips he comes from a long line of waiters T 
Elsbeth, though tired, joined in Mary’s girlish laughter 
- “Switzerland 1s tull of surprises” she smiled 

We were on the landing now Hans was well ahead, opening 
doors and depositing luggage in cach room 

‘The surprises are not only concerned with people, l re 
marked ‘Perhaps you will have observed that thcre are no 
crucifixes to be seen — not anywhere Nor even the small 
portraits of saints, as is the usual custom 

‘How odd  ’ dutifully echocd Flsbeth ‘Could our inn 
keepers be extreme Protestants, do you think, Howard ” 

‘Or even Israelites ? teased Mary 

‘Swiss Israelites  ” Elsbeth half stifled a giggle ‘Surely 
that’s notso ć? 

‘Oh, Mama ’ laughed Mary out loud, ‘- what fun we're 
going to have! Unleavened bread and Swiss cheese for supper, 
even” It was good to see them both so content with our new 
surroundings While my darling Mary opened the window of 
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her room and stared enchanted at the dancing fall of snow- 
flakes against the gathering darkness outside, her mother 
solicitously unpacked the child’s valise, prior to dealing with 
her own 

I left them there, and entered the adjacent bedroom alone. 
Suddenly I felt very weary, and laid myself upon the massive 
double bed that shared domination of the room with an 
anuent but efħuent iron stove My mind refused to rest, for 
some reason, the shadowy figures F had hunted so assiduously 
at the Villa Diodati insisted on peopling not only the deeper 
crannies of my consciousness, but almost, it seemed, corners 
of the room itself, despite all mv attempts to turn my thoughts 
from them That episode of our expedition was past, ended, 
for Flsbeth’s sake, we were here to indulge in harmless relaxa- 
tion, to free myself trom the intense, secretive and irritable 
mood that had increasingly come to dominate my normal 
affability I knew she dreaded the Continuation of our journey 
onwards to Italy, with all the pressures it would bring, and | 
was determined that this bret sojourn at Gasthof Ratterhot 
should be an idyll one Yet the sensation of unease persisted 
Without reason. unbidden questions began to form in my 
weary mind Why did I feel such an instinctive bond between 
this simple inn and the simister Villa Diodati? A homecoming 

tor whom? For Shelley no, for Mary but why? The 
confusion, far from clearing, intensified into a sharp, throb- 
bing headache My work 1s set aside, | told myself — J am free 
of them all Shelley, Mary, his Lordship allt 

‘My dear, you really mustn't talk to yourself like that And 
remember what we agreed no work? 

It was Elsbeth, returned from Maiv’s room, J could see she 
was upset I should have shown concern, some sign of sympa- 
thy, [know but for a few moments longer the only questions 
m my mind rejected all reality other than my dark obsession. I 
barely comprehended or acknowledged her ught lipped com- 
plaints as, brusquely, she set about transterting our belongings 
throughout the room 

‘I’m afraid Mary is a little over tired I have had to speak to 
her quite sharply > She paused, waiting for me to question 
her about what had happened But 1 was lost, in my mind’s 
eye, I saw only the looming silhouette of the Villa Diodati, 
that treasury of dark knowledge. I had searched out everything 
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of use there, picked every secret clean . and yet . could 
there be something more . ? 

‘Howard ~ my wife’s brittle impatience invaded my mood 
at last. ‘Did you know that Mary keeps a hidden diary? So 
secret that I am not permitted to have sight of what it holds ” 

‘Really, my dear =” She was tn no mood to be reminded 
that such a personal confidant was virtually a romantic neces- 
sity in a girl of Mary’s age, Filsbeth herself must have kept a 
similarly discreet journal when young just as did Mary 
Godwin throughout her rootless wanderings with him 
Suddenly, I grew angry with mvself, why did these ridiculous 
thoughts persist! 

‘It as no concern of mine - none at all? 

Elsbeth troze, shocked by the intensity of my outburst 
Before I could even attempt to explain che impossible, Herr 
Hubert appeared silently at the door and announced that 
dinner was served 


The dining room was at once picturesque and intimate, bright 
curtains drawn against the snow filled might, bold red table 

cloths, meticulously laid for our meal, soft shadows deline ited 
by mellow candlelight We sat and waited I was uncomfort 

ably aware of Herr Orto, scated as ever in his familiar corner, 
observing us shrewdly from behind the emissions of his ornate 
but to me noxtous meerschaum pipe Catching my glance, he 
waved a small wriggle of his fingers, palm flat, a gesture | 
found intensely impudent Inevitably, it was Fisbeth who 
ignored my muttered warning, and addressed the peasant 
eccentric 

‘Do tell us,’ she trilled, placing him firmly in the order of 
things crass, ‘are we the only guests 

‘Please ® came the guttural reply , his face showed a genuine 
surprise at her question 

‘My mother was wondering,’ explained Mary with innocent 
patience, Sf we were the only people staying here at the 
Gasthaus ?” 

The surprise seemed to drain only slowly from Otto’s face 
such a question to be asked! ‘No other people here, no -° he 
affirmed, indicating the emptiness of the room with his meer 
schaum ‘No other people on board only family Hubert No 
guests, oh no — never. P 
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‘Never?’ laughed Mary, certain that she was being teased 
and willing to enjoy such a game Her mother looked no 
further than the immaculate tableware on which to base her 
own comment ‘I xtraordinary It’s very well kept, for so little 
custom 

I had to speak in spite of myself, naked curiosity steeled me 
to face Orto’s rheumy blue eyes through the drift of pipe 
smoke 

‘But how on earth do the Huberts manage ”’ 

He looked towards me, old eyes squinting a shrewd ap- 
praisal of my purpose in asking, but with no reply I was 
forced to explain, as to a dullard child ‘There appears to be 
no farm here - no livestock, even How do they manage to 
exist on so little, the Hubert family = 

His watery eyes grew huge with astonishment, here were 
such innocents, they did not know ? 

‘Die Minonetten — " he finally exclaimed ın a whisper, as 
though this revelation would explain all Then he slumped 
back in his seat, chuckling quietl and shaking his head 
incredulously at the ways of foreigners 

Before we could question Otto further, Herr Hubert had 
entered bearing the soup terrine and hid begun to serve us 
with such style and dexterity that we were totally engrossed 
in his performance 

‘You do that most wonderfully well, Herr Hubert 
complimented my wife 

‘And with such panache, Marv twinkled mischievously, 
‘yust hke a circus balancing trick 

Hubert acknowledged the remarks with a polite smile and 
the merest tile of the head ‘I have served soup for manv 
vears, he sud, ‘and betore that, | was indeed part of the 
world of the arcus Itisin the blood, vou understand ’ 

I said nothing, but I could prture him in my mind’s eye — 
that travesty of a fice, those impossibly gauche movements, 
so delibe rately artificial © and inhuman 

Really” bubbled Flsbeth “How fascinating" 

‘A juggler” Mary laughed, her cyes wild as she pushed her 
spectacles more firmly on to the bridge of her pert nose ‘I 
know a hon-tamer" 

Hubert smiled, thinly, and I sensed his distaste at our 
clumsy hilarity With an easy, almost comic movement, he 
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drew back from the table and in that moment I knew what he 
had been, once. 

‘A clown" I declared, flatly. 

He bowed, smiled, and then was gone 

Made happy by this brief moment of serendipity, we turned 
to our soup — only to find that Herr Otto had scurried to the 
adjacent table and was leaning his ripe face towards us, eager 
with explanation 

‘Die Marionetten’ he blurted out, his pipe happily set aside 
‘It is the Huberts who work the marionettes" Intrigued, we 
had stopped eating, and the soup grew cold 

‘They hold puppet shows here ” queried Elsbeth gently 

‘Punch and Judy with alpenhorns" teased Mary, her eyes 
wondering why I appeared so sober faced ‘When does ıt 
happen ” It was to be this coming Saturday, Orto assurcd us, 
his face sull showing surprise that we did not already know 
Surely this was why we had come to Gasthot Rutterhof? 
Always people came — from far away, by horse and sled, great 
long journeys, just to see the Huberts give a performance 

A pause, as Otto looked at us shyly, convinced we werc 
teasing an old man ‘Ach — } can sce nt m vour eyes" He 
chuckled, and poked his meerschaum at me, playfully ‘You 
have heard! It 1s for the Martonetten you have come 'Eh”?” 

Soberlv, I assured him that our visit was purely accidental 
His face grew shadowed, and he edged back as though awarc 
that he had said too much But fF Isbeth had not yet finished 

‘Truthfully — are you saying that nobody ever stavs here ut 
the inn except to see this puppet show? There must be 
other visitors, surely ?” 

If Otto had ever intended to reply, he had no turthere 
chance Fva, the plump maid of all work who now advanccd 
to clear our soup plates, observed that they had hardly been 
touched, and immediately knew the cause With a flurry of 
skirts, she advanced hercely on Otto and despatched him 
from the room with a volley of brisk, guttural yelps, none of 
them friendly 

‘Weg! Weg! Weg! Alter Trotte' Weg! 

We sat in silence as, with Otto gone, Fva smiled rosily 
upon us, cleared away our dishes, and departed with the 
sweetest of smiles It was Mary, her girlish sense of humour 
ever alert, who bravely broke the still moment 
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‘I do believe ıt really ss a circus, Papa . " She giggled, 
tossing her dark ringlets ‘Hubert the clown, followed by Eva 
and her dancing bear = .' What next, I wonder ?” 


That night, sleep was impossible A shifting kaleidoscope of 
sounds and images flowed through and over me as gently yet 
as insidiously oppressive as the snowfall settling outside the 
inn Fisbeth slept, though uneasily, and for that I was thankful. 
l could neither succumb to her persistent solicitude and dismiss 
my imaginings, nor admit and explain them to her shallow 
mind A map of Europe hovered before my eyes, lines crawled 
maggot-like across its frontiers, charting the progress of Shel- 
ley and Byron’s restless, aimless yournevings But there were 
gaps many breaks in their itinerary that we knew nothing 
of such as where, after the Villa Diodati, did they go? 
Could it be why should it not be here? There was a 
link, a bond, [knew it Could I have come by sheer chance, 
or by even 1a darker thread of fate to the very wellspring of 
my quest, the heart of the labyrinth’ Desperately I struggled 
to consider the logic of such an intuitive possibilty — but the 
sounds the sounds inside my head, the sounds all about me 
cobwebbed the clarity of mv thought A qumetly mad but 
relentless orchestration of keening wind, clattering shutters, 
distint angry vores, countered by a vile percussion of banging, 
hammering, and stamping, choreographed a monstrous dance 
inside my head that ended only at dawn’s first hght It was 
then at last, that I came to the truth Not after their stay at 
the Villa Diodati betore they visited Byron - before! 
Shelley and Mary Here, m this house In a room just such as 
ths before  ' And as always, Mary writing up the day’s 
events, her every thought, in that small, immaculately kept 
diary It would all be there everything Suddenly, all was 
peace I kneu and now I could sleep One last deceptively 
gentle vision dritted across my darkening eyelids Mary, my 
own sweet child, writing in her treasured little book The 
vision pleased me and 1 smiled, as I slipped into deep 
oblivion 


l cannot sleep There are so many mysterious sights and 
sounds in this strange little inn. Poor father ıs greatly dis- 
turbed, I can sense ıt He is too obsessed by the bizarre 
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occurrences that be investigated so unflinchingly at the Villa 
Diodat:, they haunt hım. It ıs as sf, far from pursuing the 
ghosts of Byron and of Shelley, we bave somehow angered 
them, so that now they are pursuing us, in the mind tf not in 


the flesh ... 


Next morning, I discovered Mary in the Stube, waiting pa- 
tently for us to join her tor breakfast. Elsbeth had woken to 
find me already working at my notes, and had objected 
bitterly; but I was not to be dissuaded from my task by a 
woman and the ensuing quarrel had left her close to tears. 
Knowing she would join us when she had sufficiently com- 
posed herself, I had gone downstairs, taking my precious 
book with me. Greeting Mary, however, I found my dream 
broken; she had not slept at all well, and with good reason. 

‘Those dreadful sounds, Papa ~” she exclaimed. ‘It was as 
though we were lodging in a Yorkshire factory” Carefully, I 
pointed out that since we were here out of season, perhaps the 
Huberts were forced to carry out their annual repairs in 
secret. Mary could hardly be expected to believe such a lame 
explanation, and said so with bright candour. 

‘It sounded more hke a drunken clog dance. Surely you 
heard ıt too?” 

‘Dancing ...” | agreed, about to sip my coftee then, hke 
Mary, I froze, listening intently The sound was there again, 
furious and demented. But this ume we could see the perpetra- 
tor and his purpose, in the hallway, Hans was nailing up a 
poster announcing details of the forthcoming puppet show. At 
last he finished, and we laughed, just as Flsbeth entered. She 
paused, puzzled and not a little put out until we cheertully 
explained, our dark imaginings of the mght quite swept away. 
The strange berserk hammerings must have been nothing 
more than the Huberts preparing for the show -- scenery, the 
stage itself — it was only too obvious. Elsbeth was not amused, 
and complaining of a headache, called for a jug of Gluhwein 
instead of morning tea. She cast a quick, disapproving glance 
at the book beneath my hand, but said nothing. Mary noticed 
too, and read the title aloud, mischievously. 

‘Frankenstein ... by Mary Wollstonecraft Shelley 
She frowned, but her eyes showed interest, not disap- 
proval. ‘Really, Papa — you’re supposed not to be working, you 
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know” I chose to say nothing, and her next words surprised 
me Indeed, I felt a flicker of pleasure at so acute a question. 

‘How could she write such a strange story, Papa? A girl 
of only eighteen years - my own age, in fact -° 

‘Nineteen, my dear,’ Fisbeth corrected her ‘Tomorrow 1s 
your birthday, after all 

‘Dear Mama ’ cooed Mary, and kissed her mother’s 
brow, all the while her eyes were on mine — serious, question- 
ing, demanding answers But how could I even discuss with 
her the dark omens coursing through my mind+ What strange 
seciets did that girl of eighteen comprehend nearly seventy 
yours ago, that I could make clear to a child of today, my own 
daughter? Somehow, I knew the hideous answer was there to 
be grasped, but I could not spe ak it 

‘Then I see I must find out for mvsclf,’ smiled Mary, as 
though she understood, perfectly She took the book from me 
und I made no move to prevent her The truth was, I wanted 
her to know, to understand for herself 


Mary retucd to bed carly that mehr, giving the excuse that 
she needed ade quite rest in order to tace the imminent excite 
ment of tomorrow’s anniversary Of course, T realized het 
truc intent, the book which hid becn demed her all day long 
now lav waiting by her bedside, reidy to feed her cager mind 
Fisbeth, herself pleading indisposition and finding a genteel 
solace in increasingly frequent sips of aromate Gluhwein, 
also went to bed early and quickly fell into a fitful slumber 
The opportunity that offered itself was not to be wasted As 
night decpened, those sounds of mghtmare issued forth again 
the hammering, the stamping, the clusive ingr} vores My 
purpose was plam to search them out, discover their tearful 
reason, and contront the terrible truth, tace to face Candle in 
hand, I advanced bravelv through the shadows guarding the 
sturs and landing above, the sounds were louder now, yet 
without a precisely identihable source Door after door opened 
to my touch, only to reveal empty, uninhabited tooms Then, 
just as I came to the hnal bedroom on that seemingly deserted 
floor, every sound ceased — utterly 1 wheeled about, sensing 
some evil presence behind me in that terrible silence — and 
there, crooked and ancient as a fire-blasted tree, stood a wild- 
eyed, dishevelled creature reaching out its trembling, claw-like 
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hand towards me! In the fragmentary moment before the 
candle flame guttered into darkness, 1 saw an incredibly old, 
deep-furrowed face tramed by snake-like wisps of white, 
white hair, above a body enveloped ın a long, greasy apron 
Then the void swallowed us both, and I bolted for the stairs 
in ridiculous, mindless panic 


Stumbling and half talling downwards to the satety of the 
landing below, l found Mary standing there, candle in hand, 
her eyes round and questioning behind her ghinting spectacles 
I gripped her, holding her fast, unable to say anything coher 
ent Her alarmed glance ficked past me towards the darkness 
of the landing above 

‘The sounds, Papa - I had to come and see 

‘No? I commanded hoarsely ‘Go back to your room at 
once, child quickly” I pulled her along with me, desperate 
to find sanctuary trom I knew not what 

‘But what is it?” she begged me ‘What did vou see? [cll 
me Is it the graveyard at the back of the inn” 

Only when I had shut the door firmly behind us did I 
realize that she had no fear, the terror was ail mine Owm 
abrupt arrival had brought Elsbeth sitting up in bed, bemused 
and complaining 

‘That dreadtul banging ° She huddled the bedclorhes 
„about her, shivering ‘It really is too much to bear, Howard 
How am Í to get any rest ° Her vore slurred and faded as 
she fought against sleep and lost Mary helped me settle her 
mother back on to the rumpled pillows In the half darkness, 
she probed my scattered defences with a tense, whispered 
excitement 

‘Ir ais so like the book, Papa A waking mghtmare — " She 
looked at me across the bed, and as she softly quoted that 
other Mary’s words, I suddenly knew she was closer to 
understanding than I had dreamed possible in one so young 

‘My imagination, unbidden, possessed and guided me ” 
I ordered her to cease, but she would not ‘Was it her 
imagination, Papa =? Or was it something more ” 

‘For your mother’s sake,’ | managed to blurt out, ‘we must 
leave this place - tomorrow" | knew her answer even before 
she spoke, it was inevitable, and could not be denied 

‘No, Papa - we have to stay. We have to find out the truth, 
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you and I — together. Besides — her voice commanded me 
lightly but completely — tomorrow is my birthday ...P And 
kissing me fondly, she slipped away to her own room, leaving 
me to face the mght alone 


The next day was not only Mary’s birthday, it was also to be 
the occasion of the marionette theatrc, in the evening The 
pleasure of celebrating our intimate family anniversary allevi- 
ated to some extent the unreasonable foreboding I felt at the 
prospect of the public show, but I had said nothing to Elsbeth 
or Mary about my ecru encounter of the night before How- 
ever, the comcidence of the two celebrations at least gave me 
an excuse to further my enquiries Despite Mary’s declared 
enthusiasm, | was determined not to involve her physically in 
my investigations When I made my way to the mn’s kitchen, 
I went alone Frau Minna was there, preparing vegetables 
with kva They responded with sympathy and delight to my 
request that they might prepare a suitable cake for our birth- 
day child but when | tried to question them about the other 
subject on my mind, their attitude changed completely 

‘Lhe old min ’ I enquired pleasantly enough, ‘- perhaps 
you can inform me of his whereabouts? E wish only to talk to 
him 

‘T know nothing of an old man. rephed Frau Minna, 
stonily f turned to question iva, but she had gone ‘I cook,’ 
stated the innkecper’s wife, bluntly, ‘and I will be pleased to 
bake the «ake you ask for That is all ` 

There was nothing to be gained by defying this honest 
dismissal, I thanked her and left, but her very evasion m- 
trigued and tortured me What was the true mvstery of this 
place? 

In the afternoon I played Mary at chess, but 1 could not 
bung my mind to concentrate Fisbeth, comtortably sipping 
wine against the chilling threat of the snow outside, smiled 
with benign vagueness as Mary detth brought me into check 
again and again, happy in the beltef that I was allowing her a 
birthday victory My undoing was the distractions that I 
suffered firstly the comings and goings of Eva and Hans, 
carrying, benches into the room beyond, and more tnsidiously, 
by a growing sensation that I stood on the verge of a precipice. 
The others were blithely unaware of my secret apprehensions. 


436 THE FRANKENSTEIN OMNIBUS 


Between moves, Mary took a girlish delight in slyly observing 
Hans clumsily manoeuvre items of scenery into the adjoining 
room, soon to be used as a miniature theatre 

‘It ıs all so amateur and naive  ’” complained Elsbeth 
mildly ‘Must we attend, Howard =? I simply cannot abide 
Punch and Judy shows 

‘We do not perform for children, madame 

It was Herr Hubert who had answered He advanced to- 
wards us, skilfully balancing Mary’s candlelit cake, and pre- 
sented it to her with a gauche flourish Mary gasped with 
delight and applauded prettily, but my own gaze was tixed 
firmly on the bland white tace of the innkeeper 

‘This drama of yours, Herr Hubert — I indicated the poster 
in the hallway — ‘I hope ıt ts not too coarse or unsuitable 

‘It is perhaps a hetle primitive, sir,’ he replied, quite unper 
turbed ‘But our iudiences demand old favourites Please see 
it as they do — a fairy tale for adults ` He gestured gallantly 
towards Mary ‘What could be better, to celebrite such 1 very 
specialoccasion =” 

‘Charming  ’ coved Elsbeth, sipping more wine Mary 
spoke more to the point ‘These puppets,’ she queried mno 
cently, — ‘do you work them yourselves? You and vour 
family >” 

The innkeeper did not answer immediately, but watched 
„her unsmiling now, across the candle flames of the prettily 
decorated cake ‘We have not always been innkeepers, he 
said carefully ‘Our httle drama was first created many 
years ago By relatives — now deceased, you understand 

‘The old man,’ I interjected quickly, ‘the one who lives 
upstairs, your father perhaps 1s be ipuppetmaker abo ” 

‘You must be mistaken, sir,” retorted Herr Hubert politely 
‘Ics our sincere hope that you will be adequately entertained 
this evening Until then =” He bowed ingratnungly, and was 
gone 


That evening, summoned by the clamour ot an tron hand bell, 
we entered the rustu, makeshift auditorium — somewhat gin 
gerly, for the small crowd that bustled all about us was little 
better than a peasant rabble, poorly dressed, ribald and vocifer 
ous. The seats were rough wooden benches, the stage no more 
than a small raised platform fronted by simple curtains, the 
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garish lighting came from red and green lanterns hung from 
wall brackets set all about the room The almost childlike 
excitement of the audience subsided at last in response to ‘the 
knocks’ — two ominous raps of a stave on the wooden floor. 
The curtains were then pulled apart, clumsily .. and the play 
began. But the first, unbelievable assault on our senses was 
the stench, sweetish, sickening. corrupting .. something I 
knew, yet could not — dared not identify. Flsbeth 1mmedt- 
ately complained of feeling faint, and | offered her my kerchief 
with which to cover her mouth and nose — a device used also 
hy the ragged audience, casually, as though ıt was an accepted 
hazard, cheerfully undergone without complaint Like them, 
Mary was too enthralled by the sights on stage, to overtly 
register that awful, enervating smell 1] too watched, incredu- 
lous, appalled, yet fascinated The settings, if that they could 
be called, were crudely painted in black and white and grey, 
punctuated violently by great daubs of lurid scarlet The 
awkward hmbed marionettes, when thev appeared, quite 
numbed mv every sensation, not only were they extraordi- 
narily lifelike, they were, startlingly, lfe size The total ettect 
at once mimicked yet mocked reahtv, it was a nightmare 
come to lite Her mghtmare 

The story told by the play was as Here Hubert claimed, 
primitive to the point of melodrama, and quickly stated 

Scene One A Bedroom A temale marionette The White 
Princess struts on stage, and atter taking in the audience, 
hes down upon the bed Arc the window, the leering tace of 
the martonette to be known as the Magician appears, made 
more hideous by the Japanese mask he wears The curtain 
falls, to cnes of fnghtened enthusiasm trom the childlike 
audience 

Scene Two A Cell The third marionette - The Black 
Murderer — rechines, lfeless, in a coffin) The Magician enters. 
and with weud, expressive gestures, mesmerizes the Black 
Murderct into life Rising from his tomb, the hideous zombie 
staggers, club footed and with outstretched arms, first towards 
the shrieking audience, then offstage Curtain 

Scene Three The Bedroom The White Princess ts asleep, 
as the Black Murderer stares in at her from the window 
She sits up as the Black Murderer enters, and 1s drawn by 
him into an obscene Dance of Death - for at its climax, the 
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bride-like sacrifice 15 strangled and flung sprawling limply 
upon the bed Just as the Black Murderer ıs about to stalk 
away, he 1s confronted by the Magician, who, enraged with 
grief, grapples with the vile destroyer and finally stabs him to 
death, urged on by the rabid cries of the now almost hysterical 
audience Thus the play ended, but their rapture continued 
like the baying of wild beasts 

Elsbeth, Marv and I sat transfixed, petrified amongst that 
sickening pandemonium For what we had witnessed, we 
dared not believe the eyes, the very mouths and painted 
lips of those supposed wooden puppets bad moved Not 
only that when the Magician’s kmfe struck home, blood 
flowed' Was this the unholy ritual that these crass, ravening 
ammals had come to see marionettes that bled? Whimper 
ing, Flsbeth sought out a tiny concealed flask and raising ıt 
to her pallid lips, dratned it She shuddered, white faced, 
her eyes shut tight against the dream that howled and 
stamped ,ts feet all about us Mary clung tightly to me, face 
averted, but her bright, feverish cyes still looked eagerly 
towards the stage I could feel the mounting excitement of 
her tense body, the rapid flutter of her breath and thin, 
simultaneously, we both gasped aloud The remaiming 
puppet - The Magician - had stepped forward to acknowl 
edge the orgastic applause and with a flourish, removed his 
mask The face revealed was not that of any puppet if was 
Hubert 


Somchow, we left that amphitheatre of dread, ind between us 
Mary and I brought Elsbeth to our room, where we laid her 
fully clothed upon the bed Fatigue, shock, and the cffects of 
the heady wine had brought her to a state of waking coma, 
she seemed almost totally unaware of who we were or where 
she was — a merciful though temporary imnesia Leaving my 
wife safely at rest, | now escorted Mary to her room, bidding 
her to lock her door until morning We had seen enough and I 
was determined we should leave as early as possible the next 
day But the unquestioned silence that lay between us could 
not endure 

Regarding me with 2 brave, tremulous smile, Mary held out 
the book that we both knew now by heart 

‘Fverything 1s here, Papa ` she murmured ‘Enriched, 
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embroidered ... but only an echo of what we have seen 
tonight. Is ıt not so...” 

I could not deny it. The evil centre of those dark imaginings 
existed here in this simple, terrifying country inn. This was 
the source! 

‘Herr Hubert — the Magician, the Prometheus firemaker ~- 
he has to be the model for the Baron!’ She spoke with 
growing excitement, each thought providing fuel for further 
speculation. I could only agree with her, our minds were so 
finely ın accord 

‘Some other family ancestor,’ | corrected her. ‘Who knows 
for how many tens of years this vile ritual has been 


performed . 
‘And the White Princess °> Mary continued keenly ‘tis 
Flizabeth ... Frankenstein's dear bride, destroyed on her 


wedding mght by his own vengeful creation ~’ 

‘A creature without a name  — * I shuddered at the memory 
of what we had seen, but looking into her face, J saw the 
feverish glow of excitement rising there agam. I sensed that 
this child would dare anything to know the truth, and the 
challenge J expected, even hoped tor, came 

‘Tf the source is here... then so 15 a most terrible secret... 
Mary insisted. 

‘Those sounds ... I had not her courage, I dared only to 
Whisper the thought ‘The making ot those hideous 
puppets 

‘The workshop of filthy creation .. ” 

The words she uttered were trom the book, Marv Shelley's 
own, and we had seen for ourselves the product of that 
mghtmare. Sull she continued quoting, relentlessly. “f suc- 
ceeded in discovering the cause of generation and life, nay - 
more ] became myself capable of bestowing animation upon 
lifeless matter . 

The words came readily to me now, stirred by her eager 
prompting: `. . bodies deprived of life, which from being the 
seat of beauty and strength, baud become food for worms .. 
My throat choked with the memory of that first opening of 
the curtain and the wave of sickeningly sweet putrefaction 
that had greeted us. 

‘Who shall concewe the borrors of my secret toil, as I 
dabbled among the unhallowed damps of the grave, or tor- 
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tured the living animal to animate the lifeless clay * She 
paused, breathlessly, my shining angel of truth ‘Papa - what 
ts ıt that they do? It she saw that, then surely so can we” Her 
spirit Consumed me, and I lost all fear [aking her hand, I led 
the way on to the landing, ind together we trod the shadowed 
stairway upwards 


Hubert was standing there half hidden by the eerie darkness, 
as though long awaiting our coming 

‘Can [ help you, Mr Lawrence =?” His arrogant civility 
took me aback, and tongue tied, I could not frame 1 question 
It was Mary who spoke bravely 

‘The poet Shelley ind his mistress, Mary Godwin ~’ 

I was never privileged to meet them miss, Hubert inter 
rupted blandly 

The old min your father I demanded hoarsely He 
was the puppermaster when they came here just as he ts now 
— admit it man! Such was my confidence that 1 would brook 
no more evasion Hubert s face brooded cruelly betore speak 
ing — harshly now, without any trace of servality 

‘My father docs not merely work the marionettes su he 
creates them! Sec tot yourselves! Wath 1 savage gesture he 
wrenched open the door at his side, ind Mary and I clung 
together, rendered dumb by what we siw in the room bey ond 
Standing there was the old man, grim = dignificd and command 
ing He said nothing but stared out at us with cycs so old so 
infinitely weary that cven in my fcar l telt comprssion§ All 
about him 1 thick, sulphur yellow viporous mist coiled ind 
swirled hki an acthernal snakepte In his hand was 1 butchers 
blade bright with tresh blood, on the bench at his side was 
something that had once been made of flesh and bone from 
which now arose that awful, familiar stench of corruption, 
and behind him, the hulking, inhuman figure of the Black 
Murderer, grotesquely erect In that same split second, 15 nts 
yellow, ghoulish cycs registered and fixed on Mary, Hubert 
slammed the door to, shutting out that hidcous vision Sull 
we could not move fixed by the malice of Hubert’s thin 
ghastly smile 

‘Does it satisfy you, Mr Lawrence, now that you have seen 
our “workshop of filthy creation”? His dry, strangely aristo 
cratie voice commanded us grimly ‘You will ask no morc 
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questions. And you will leave carly tomorrow, of course. For 
now. sleep well” As he returned to the monstrous room 
from which he had come, the spell of fear was broken, and we 
fled 

We regained Mary’s room, and there | would have stayed 
to guard her, but she was adamant we should both rest 
before leaving the next morning I left her fondly, yet as I 
went I observed again that bright flush of fever in her eyes 
and even 19 she closed and locked the door after me, her diary 
was alrcady at hand, open for use Swect, brave girl to be so 
composed that she could commit the mght’s bizarre experi- 
ences to paper! But she was never to delineate the final horror 
that concludes my tale 


I did not expect to sleep, but my mind was utterly dramed 
Obhvion washed over me almost as soon as my head touched 
the pillow, and I shpped into a velvet decp of sheer «exhaustion 
It was Elsbeth who woke me She had cried out, only once, 
but in such decp and genuine alarm that I was fully alert to 
the unscen danger 

‘Maiy mv child" She was sitang bole upright Flinging 
herself at our bedroom door in a fit of desperanion, she cried 
out again ‘She isin terrible danger 1 know it? She struggled 
with the locked door, trantically ‘Howard - for pity’s sake - 
quickly" 

I opened the door and we came to Maty’s room The rest 
wis nightmare Fler bedroom door, smashed fiom its hinges, 
hung loosely open Inside lumbered the vile form of the Black 
Murderer, held in his arms, swooning but not afraid, was 
Mary - her white mghtgown clinging to her loose hmbed 
body, clasped ughtly to thar noxious creature in a bridal 
danse macabre On the floor, crushed bv those massive brute 
feet, were my child's delicate spectacles, alongside the open, 
unfinished diary Elsbeth choked and tainted against me, my 
nerveless hands could not support her collapsing body, and 
she fell unconscious at my feet | reached out, mute and 
helpless, knowing I was unable to prevent the ultimate act of 
horror. But suddenly | was thrust aside, I recall only the dark, 
urgent figures of Hubert and the Old Man mastering the 
monstrous creature, dragging him and his needless, trailing 
strings out of that ravaged room to I know not where. One 
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final image forever haunts me — the living but mindless face of 
a doll that was once my own sweet child, delivered into 
damnation and madness by her father’s corrupting ambition. 
For all the knowledge I had gained, I had lost my very soul- 
and will I ever find forgiveness. ? 


The speaker paused und asked for a glass of water 

‘Are you saying,’ Sir Francis mumbled, first clearing his 
throat noisily, ‘my dear sir, are you saying that the Franken- 
steins really existed? That their heirs exist still” 

‘For all | know, the author replied with surprising bland- 
ness ‘The Huberts as they call themseltes may even now be 
at work manipulating their puppets ’ 

‘Manipulating? Do you mean there lives an mn keeping 
family in Switzerland which fashions marionettes out of 
corpses, the corpses of murdered guests, and imbues them 
with some kind of damned life?’ 

‘| have no evidence that the Huberts have ever killed 


anyone at all; Howard Laurence said ‘There was is no 
need ” He paused and sipped water ‘The proximity of the 
graveyard 


There was silence then Sir tranas looked about him The 
members seemed duly impressed 

‘l have one further question’ A member at the far end of 
the room raised a limp arm ‘What happened to your oun 
family? How did mother and daughter survive their appalling 
ordeal” 

‘As patients, the author replied in a gentle roke, and for 
the first time that night Sir Francis registered the fact that the 
middle-aged uriter’s hair was white, totally u hite, and that 
his skin was that of an old man 

‘Professor I awrence,’ came the voice from the back, and Su 
Francs realized that tt was that of the Chairman ‘In our 
opinion, your story ts a pack of les The whole world knows 
that the book Frankenstein 19 an invention, a novel based on 
the nightmares of a wretched, over-tmaginative young girl 

Once again, the teller of the tale grinned 

‘What my poor daughter and I have seen, we have seen,’ be 
said in a hollow voice. ‘What we have heard, we have heard ' 
He paused and his smile vanished. 

‘What we have dreamed, we have dreamed ...’ 


The Dead Man 


By FRITZ LEIBER 


As im the theatre and cinema before, krankenstein quickly 
proved to have a continuing appeal to each new generation of 
televiston audiences, and adaptations of the original novel as 
well as stories mspired by the concept have been regular 
features on the medium ever since the Fifties There have been 
at least three feature length versions of the book TVM’s 
Frankenstein The Truc Story (1873) with leonard Whiting 
and Michael Sarrazin as experimenter and creature, Yorkshire 
PV's dramatization in 1984 with Robert Powell and Dawid 
Warner, and trankensten = The Real Story (1892) with 
Patrick Bergin and Randy Quard Amongst the anthology 
senes Uhuh have draun on the tdea with commendable 
success have been Suspense, Thriller and Night Gallery — 
while the same cannot be satd for a trio of spim-offs Franken- 
stein Jnr and the Impossibles, a dreadful cartoon series from 
Hanna-Barbera m 1866, Suuck by Lightning, an unfunny 
comedy series screened in 1879 unth Jeffrey Kramer as a 
descendant of Di Frankenstein and Jack Flam as the monster, 
and Dr Franken (1880) in unsuccessful attempt to transplant 
the story to New York with Robert Vaughn and Robert 
Perrault 

The Dead Man from a story by Fritz Leiber which was 
adapted for the prime time Night Gallery series m December 
1970 ts undoubtedly the most memorable of all the television 
tartations The series bad been devised by Rod Serling, creator 
of the famous Twilight Zone, and ran for a total of 95 
episodes. It also achieved a little piece of Hollywood history 
as the shou which gave Steven Spielberg hts directortal debut. 
The stones which were featured in the series ranged from 
tales of atmospheriu suspense to some quite grisly horrors — 
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few more so than the walking cadaver seen in Fritz Leber's 
contribution I esber (1910—-) who came to prominence u riting 
for Weird Tales — u hitch happened to be based in his native 
Chicago — says be first read Frankenstein when it was serial 
tsed in the magazine and as a writer who enjoyed putting his 
fantasies into modern settings, this gare him the baste idea for 
The Dead Man Appropriately, therefore the story first ap 

peared as the lead item in Notember 1950 Douglas Heres 
adapted and directed the telet tston tcrston which starred ( arl 
Bettz as Dr Max Redford and Michacl Blodgett as the unbappy 
soul over uhom he has power of life and death It was Rod 
Serling s practice to mtroduce cach episode of Night Gallery 

and he described the following story m his unmistakable dry 
uhisper us An interesting meting betucen flesh and bon 

betu een that u hich walks and that u huh (vou should excuse 
the expression) gets buried 


Professor Max Redford opened the frosted gliss door of the 
reception room and beckoned to me I followed him ¢ agerly 
When the most newsworthy doctor at one of Americ vs tore 
most medical schools phones a popular science writer and 
asks him to drop over, but won’t tell him why there 1s 
cause for excitement Especially when that doctor’s re 
searches though always well founded, have tended towards 
the sensational I remembered the rabbits so allergic to light 
that an open shade raised blisters on thar shaved skins, the 
hypnotized heart patient whose blood pressure slowly 
changed, the mould that fed on blood clots in a living 
animal’s braim Fully half my best articles with a medical 
slant came from Max We had becn rather close friends for 
several years 

As we hurried along the hushed corridor he suddenly 
asked me, ‘What 1s death ~ 

That wasn’t the sort of question | was expecting I gave 
him a quick look His bullet shaped head, with its shock of 
close-cropped grizzled hair, was hunched forward The eyes 
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behind the thick lenses were bright, almost mischievous. He 
was smiling. 

I shrugged. 

‘l have something to show you,’ he said. 

“What, Max?’ 

“You'll see ’ 

‘A story?’ 

He shook his head. ‘At present I don’t want a word 
released to the public or the profession ° 

‘But some day - ?’ I suggested 

‘Maybe one ot the biggest ’ 

We entered his office On the exanunatton table lay a man, 
the lower half of his body covered by a white sheet. He 
seemed to be asleep 

Right there I pot a shock For alrhough I hadn’t the faintest 
idea who the man was, I did recognize him I was certain that 
l had seen that handsome face once before through the 
French windows of the living room of Max's home, some 
weeks ago It had been pressed passionately to the tace of 
Velda, Mivx’s attrictive young wife, ind those arms had been 
cridling her back Max and I had just arrived at his lonely 
suburban place after a long evening session at the laboratory, 
and he had been locking the car when J glanced through the 
window When we had got inside, the man had been gone, 
and Max had grected Velda with his usual tenderness. 1 had 
been bothered by the madent, but of course there had been 
nothing [could do about it 

I turned from the examinatuon table, trving to hide my 
surprise) Max sat down at his desk and began to rap on it 
with a penul. Nervous excitement, I supposed 

From the man on the examination table, now behind me, 
came a dry, hacking cough. 

‘Take a look at him,’ said Max, ‘and tell me what disease 
he’s suffering from ’ 

‘Tm no doctor,’ I protested. 

‘YT know that, but there are some symptoms that should 
have an obvious meaning even to a layman’ 

‘But I didn’t even notice he was all,’ I said. 

Max goggled his eyes at me, ‘You didn’t” 

Shrugging my shoulders, I turned - and wondered how ın 
the world I could have missed ıt at the first glance. I supposed 
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I had been so flustered at recognizing the man that I hadn’t 
noticed anything about him — I had been seeing the memory 
image more than the actual person For Max was right 
Anyone could have hazarded a diagnosis of this case The 
general pallor, the hectic spots of colour over the cheek bones, 
the emaciated wrists, the prominent ribs, the deep depressions 
around the collar bones, and above all the continued racking 
cough that even as I watched brought a bit of blood-specked 
mucus to the lips — all pomred at an advanced stage of 
chronic tuberculosis I told Max so 

Max stared at me thoughtfully, rapping again on the table 
I wondered if he sensed whit I was trying to hide from him 
Certainly I felt very uncomfortable The presence of that man, 
presumably Velda’s lover, in Max's office, unconscious and 
suffering from a deadly disease, and Max so sardonic seeming 
and full of suppressed excitement, and then that queer ques 
tion he had asked me about death — raken all together, they 
made a peculiarly nasty picture 

What Max said next didn’t help either 

‘You're quite sure it’s tuberculosis ? 

‘Naturally I could be wrong,’ I admitted uneasily It might 
be some other disease with the same symptoms or ” | hid 
been about to say, ‘or the effects of some poison, but I 
checked myself ‘But the symptoms are there, unmistakably, | 
hnished 

‘You’re positive ” He seemed to enjoy drawing 1t out 

‘Of course” 

He smiled ‘Take another look 

‘I don’t need to’ | protested For the first time tn our 
relationship I was wondering 1f there wasn’t something ex 
tremely unpleasant about Max 

‘Take one, just the same ’ 

Unwillingly I turned and for several moments there was 
room in my mind for nothing but astonishment 


‘What kind of trick 15 this” I finally asked Max, shakily 


For the man on the examination table had changed Unmuistak 

ably the same man, though for a mument I questioned even 
that, for now instead of the cadaverous spectre of tuberculosis, 
a totally different picture presented itself The wrists, so thin 
a minute ago, were now swollen, the chest had become so 
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unhealthily putfy that the ribs and collar bones were lost to 
view, the skin had a bluish tinge, and from between the 
sagging lips came a laboured, wheezy breathing 

I still had a sense of horror, but now ıt was overlaid with 
an emotion that can be even stronger, an emotion that can 
outweigh all considerations of human personality and morals 
the excitement of scientific discovery Whoever this man was, 
whatever Max's motives might be, whatever unsuspected 
strain of evil there might exist deep in his nature, he had bit 
on something here, something revolutionary I didn’t know 
what it was, but my heart pounded and little chills of excite- 
ment chased over my skin 

Max refused to answer any of the questions I bombarded 
him with All he would do was sit back and smile at me and 
say, ‘And now, after your second look, what do you think’s 
wrong with him ” 

He finally badgered me into making a statement 

‘Well of course there’s something fishy about it, but if you 
insist, here’s my idea heart disease, perhaps caused by kidney 
trouble In any case, something badly out of order with his 
pump ’ 

Max’s smile was infurratingly bland Again he rapped with 
his penal, like some supercilious teacher 

‘You're sure of that?’ he prodded 

‘Just as sure as I was the first nme that tt was tuberculosis ° 

‘Well, take another look and meet John Fearing ’ 

l turned, and almost befor: I realized it, my hand had been 
firmly clasped and was being vigorously shaken by that of one 
ot the finest physical specimens 1 have ever scen I remember 
thinking dazedly, ‘Yes, he’s as incredibly handsome and beauts 
fully built as he seemed to me when 1 glimpsed him kissing 
Velda And along with it a strange sort of smoothness, like 
you felt in Rudolph Valentino No wonder a woman might 
find him irresistible ’ 

‘I could have introduced you to John long ago, Max was 
saving ‘He lives mght near us, with his mother, and often 
drops over But, well ° he chuckled.‘ Tve been a htele 
jealous about John 1 haven't introduced him to anyone con- 
nected with the profession I’ve wanted to keep him to mvselt 
until we got a little further along with our experiments 

‘And, John,’ Max went on, ‘this 1s Fred Alexander, the 
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writer. He’s one science populartzer who never strays a hairs- 
breadth into sensationalism and who takes infinite pains to 
make his reporting accurate. We can trust him not to breathe 
a word about our experiments until we tell him to. P’ve been 
thinking for some time now that we ought to let a third 
person in on our work, and I didn’t want 1t to be a scientist or 
yet an ordinary layman. Fred here struck me as having just 
the right sort of general knowledge and sympathetic approach. 
So I rang him up - and I believe we've succeeded in giving 
him quite a surprise.’ 
‘You certainly have,’ I agreed fervently 


John Fearing dropped my hand and stepped back I was still 
running my eyes over hts marvellously proportioned, athletic 
body. I couldn’t spot a trace of the symptoms of the two 
dreadful diseases that had seemed to be racking ıt minutes 
ago, or of any other sort of ill health As he stood there so 
coolly, with the sheet loosely caught around his waist and 
falling in easy folds, it seemed to me that he might well be the 
model for one of the great classical Greek statues His eves 
had something of the same tranquil, ox-lke, *all-body’ look 

Turning towards Max, I was conscious of a minor shock | 
had never thought of Max as ugly It Pd ever thought of him 
at all in regard to looks, ıt had been as a man rather youthful 
for his middle age, stalwart, and with pleasingly rugged 
features 

Now, compared to Fearing, Max seemed a humped and 
dark-browed dwarf 

But this feeling of mine was immediately swallowed up in 
my excited curiosity 

Fearing looked at Max ‘What diseases did 1 do this ume,’ 
he asked casually 

‘Tuberculosis and nephritis,” Max told him They both 
acted pleased. In fact, mutual trust and affection showed so 
plainly in their manner towards each other thar I was inclined 
to dismiss my suspicions of some sinister underlying hatred 

After all, I told myselt, the embrace I had witnessed might 
have been merely momentary physical intoxication on the 
part of the two young and lovely people, if ıt had been even 
that much Certainly what Max had said about his desire to 
keep Fearing a secret from his friends and colleagues might 
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very well explain why Fearing had disappeared that night. On 
the other hand, if a deeper and less fleeting feeling did exist 
between Max’s pretty wife and protege, Max might very well 
be aware of it and inclined to condone ıt. I knew him to be a 
remarkably tolerant man in some respects In any case, I had 
probably exaggerated the importance of the matter. 

And I certainly didn’t want any such speculations distracting 
my thoughts now, when I was bending all my mental efforts 
to comprehend the amazing experiment that had just been 
conducted before my eyes 

Suddenly | got a glimmer of part of it 

‘Hypnotism ” I asked Max 

He nodded, beaming 

‘And the pencail-rappings were “cues”? I mean, signals for 
him to carry out instructions given to him in an earlier stage 
of the trance ” 

‘That's right’ 

‘I seem to recall now,’ Esad, ‘that the raps were different in 
each case l suppose each combination of raps was hooked up 
with a special set of instructions you'd given him ’ 

‘Exactly, sud Max ‘John wort respond until he gets the 
right signal lt seems a rather complicated way of going about 
it, but it isn’t really You know how a sergeant will give his 
men a set of orders and then bark out “March! ? Well, the 
taps are John’s marching signals It works out better than 
giving him the instructions at the same time he’s supposed to 
be carrying them out Besides, and he looked at me rogunshly, 
“ts alot more dramatic ' 

‘Pil sav aitis C I assured him ‘Max, let’s get to the important 
point How inthe world did John tike those symptoms 7” 

Max ra.sed his hands ‘Pll caplam everything 1 didn’t call 
you m just to mystify vou Sit down” 

I hurmedly complied Fearing etfortlessly lifted himself onto 
the edge of the examination table and sat there placidly 
attentive, forearms loosely dropped along his thighs 

“As you know,’ Max began, uts a well-established tact that 
the human mind can create all sorts of tangible symptoms of 
disease, without the disease itself being present in anv way. 
Statistics show that abour half the people who consult doctors 
are suffering from such imaginary ailments.’ 

‘Yes,’ I protested, ‘but the symptoms are never so extreme, 
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or created with such swiftness. Why, there was even blood in 
the mucus. And those swollen wrists — 

Again Max raised his hands ‘The difterence 1s only one of 
degree Please hear me out’ 

‘Now John here,’ he continued, ‘is a very well adjusted, 
healthy-minded person, but a few years ago he was anything 
but that.’ He looked at Fearing, who nodded his agreement 
‘No, our John was a regular bad boy of the hospitals Rather, 
his subconscious mind was, tor of course there is no question 
of faking in these matters, the individual sincerely believes 
that he is sick At all events, our John seemed to go through 
an unbelievable series of dangerous illnesses that frightened 
his mother to distraction and baffled his doctors, until it was 
realized that the illnesses were of cmotuonal origin [hat 
discovery wasn’t made for a long ume because of the very 
reason you mentioned - the unusual severity of the symptoms 

‘However in the end it was the extraordinary power of 
John’s subconscious to fake symptoms that gave the show 
away It began to fake the symptoms of too many diseases, 
the onsets and recoveries were too fast, it jumped around too 
much And then it made the mistake of taking the symptoms 
of germ diseases, when laboratory tests showed that the germs 
In question weren't present 

‘The truth having been recognized, John was pur in the 
hands of a competent psychiatrist, who eventually succeeded 
in straightening out the personality difficulties that had caused 
him to seek refuge in sickness Jhey turned out to be quite 
simple ones — an overprotective and emotionally demanding 
mother and a jealous and unaffectionate father, whose death 
a few years back had burdened John with guilt feelings 

‘It was at that time - just after the brilliant success of the 
psychiatrist’s treatment - that I ran across the case It hap 
pened through Velda She became friends with the Fearings, 
mother and son, when they moved into our neighbourhood, 
and she visited with them a lot ’ 

As he said that, I couldn’t resist shooting a quick glance at 
Fearing, but I couldn't see any signs of uneasiness or smugness 
I felt rather abashed 

‘One evening when John was over at our place, he men- 
tioned his amazing history of imaginary illnesses, and pretty 
soon I wormed the whole story out of him I was immediately 
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struck with something about his case that the other doctors 
had missed. Or 1f they had noticed ıt, they hadn’t seen the 
implications — or the possibilities. 

‘Here was a person whose body was fantastically obedient 
to the dictates of his subconscious mind. All people are to 
some degree psychosomatic, to give it its technical name — 
you know, psyche and soma, mind and body But our John 
was psychosomatic to a vastly greater degree. One in a 
million. Perhaps unique. 

‘Very likely some rare hereditary strain was responsible for 
this. I don’t believe John will be angry with me if I tell you 
that his mother used to be - she’s really changed herself a 
great deal under the psychiatrist's guidance — but that she 
used to be an excessively hysterical and emotionally tempestu- 
ous person, with all sorts of imaginary ailments herself, though 
not as extreme as John’s, of course. And his father was 
almost exactly the same type.’ 

‘That's quite night, Dr Redford,” Fearing said earnestly 

Max nodded ‘Apparently the combination ot these two 
hereditary strains in John produced fat more than a doubling 
of his parents’ sensitivities 

‘Just as the chameleon mberits a colour-changing ability 
that other animals lack, so John has inherited a degree of 
psychosomatic control that 15 not apparent m other people - 
at least not without some kind of psychological training of 
which at present | have only a glimmering 

‘All this was borne in on me as I absorbed John’s story, 
hanging, on every word. You know, | think both John and 
Velda were quite startled at the intensity of my interest ° Max 
chuckled ‘But they didit realize that I was on to something. 
Here, nght in my hands, was a person with, to put it popu- 
larly, only the most tenuous of boundaries between his mental 
and material atoms - for of Course, as you know, both mind 
and matter are ultimately electrical in nature. Our John’s 
subconstous mind had perfect control of his heart-beat and 
urculatory system. It could flood his tissues with fluids, 
producing instant swellings, or dehydrate them, giving the 
effect of emauiation. It could play on his internal organs and 
ductless glands as if they were musical instruments, creating 
any life-time it wanted. It could produce horrible discords, 
turn John into an idiot, say, or an invalid, as it tried to do, or 
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perhaps an acromegalic monster, with gigantic hands and 
head, by stimulating bone-growth after maturity. 

‘Or his subconscious mind could keep all his organs in 
perfect tune, making him the magnificently healthy creature 
you see today.’ 


I looked at John Fearing and realized that my earher impres- 
ston of the excellence of his physique had, if anything, fallen 
short of the mark. It wasn’t just that he was a clear-eyed, 
unblemished, athletically built young man There was more to 
it than that - something intangible It occurred to me that if 
any man could be said to radiate health, in the literal meaning 
of that ridiculous cliche, it was John Fearing 1 knew it was 
just my imagination, but | seemed to see a pulsating, faintly 
golden aura about him 

And his mind appeared to be in as perfect balance as his 
body He was wonderfully poised as he sat there with just che 
sheet pulled around him Not the faintest suggestion of nerves 
Completely alive, yet in a sense completely impassive 

It was only too easy to imagine such 1 man making love 
successfully, with complete naturalness and conhdence, with 
out any of the httle haltings and clumsinesses the jarrings of 
rhythm, the cowardices of body, the treacheries of mind that 
betray the average neurotic - which ts to say, the average 
person. Suddenly ıt hit me, right between the eyes as they say, 
that Velda must love John, that no woman could avoid 
becoming infatuated with such a man Not just a football star 
or a muscle maniac, but a creature infinitely subtler 

And yet, in spite of all this, | was conscious of something a 
shade repellent about Fearing Perhaps it was thar he seemed 
too well-balanced, too smooth-running, hke a gleaming 
dynamo say, or a beautiful painting without that little touch 
of ugliness or clashing contrast which creates individuality In 
most people, too, one senses the eternal conflict between the 
weak and indecisive tyrant Mind and the stubborn and rebel- 
hous slave Body, but in Fearing thé conflict seemed com- 
pletely absent, which struck me as unpleasant. [There was a 
kind of deep-seated toughness about him, a suggestion of 
indestrucnbility. One might have said, ‘He’d make a nasty 
ghost.’ 

Of course all this may just have been envy on my part for 
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Fearing’s poise and physique, or some sort of jealousy I felt 
on Max’s account. 

But whatever the sources of my feeling of revulsion, I 
now began to believe that Max shared it Not that Max 
had slackened in his genial, affectionate, almost fatherly 
manner toward John, but that he was so etfortful about 1. 
Those elephantine ‘our Johns,’ for example I didn’t get the 
feeling that he was concealing a jealous hatred, however, 
but that he was earnestly fighting an irrational inward 
aversion. 

As for Fearing, he seemed completely unaware of any 
hostile feeling on Max’s part His manner was completely 
open and amiable 

bor that matter, I wondered if Max himself were aware of 
his own feeling All these thoughts didn’t take much time I 
was Intent on Max’s story 


Max leaned across the desk He was blinking excitedly, which, 
with his glasses, gave an odd effect of flashing eves 

‘My imagination was stirred,’ he went on ‘There was no 
end to the things that might be learned from such a super- 
psychosomatt. individual We could study disease symptoms 
under perfect conditions, by producing them in controlled 
amounts in a healthy individual All sorts of physiological 
mysteries could be explored We could trace out the exact 
patterns of all the nervous processes that are normally beyond 
the mind's reach Then tf we could learn to impart John’s 
ability co other people - bur that’s getting a bit ahcad of mv 
Story 

'I talked to John He saw my point, realized the service he 
might render mankind, and gladly agreed to undergo some 
experiments 

‘But at the first attempt a snag appeared John could not 
produce any symptoms by a conscious etfort, no matter how 
hard he cried As I said before, you can’t consciously fake a 
psychosomatic illness, and that was what I was asking John 
to do And sme he'd undergone psychiatric treatment his 
subconscious mind was so well behaved that it wouldn’t yield 
to any ordinary blandishments 

‘At that point we almost gave up the project But then | 
thought of a way we might be able to get around the snag 
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suggestions given directly to the subconscious mind through 
hypnotism 

‘John proved a good hypnotic subject We tried ıt — and it 
worked’ 

Max’s eves looked bright as stars as he said that 

‘That’s about how matters stand today,’ he finished off, 
sinking back in his chair ‘We've started a little special work 
on arterial tension, the lymphatic glands and their nerve 
supply, one or two other things But mainly we've been 
perfecting our set-up, getting used to the hypnotic relationship 
The important work still lies ahead.’ 

I exhaled appreciatively Then an unpleasant thought struck 
me. I wasn’t going to voice it, but Max asked, ‘What is 11, 
Fred ” and I couldn’t think of anything else to say, and after 
all it was a thought that would have occurred to anyone 

‘Well, with all this creation of extreme symptoms,’ | began, 
‘isn’t there a certain amount of —’ 

Max supplied the word ‘Danger ” He shook his head ‘We 
are always very careful ° 

‘And in anv case,” Fearing’s bell like vore broke in, ‘the 
possibilities being what they are I would consider almost any 
risks worth running ° He smiled cheerfully 

The double meaning I momentarily fancied in his words 
nettled me I went on impulsively, ‘But surely some people 
would be apt to consider it extremely dangerous Your mother, 
for instance, or Velda ’ 

Max looked at me sharply 

‘Neither my mother nor Mrs Redford knows anything of 
the extent of our experiments,’ Fearing assured me 

There was a pause Unexpectedly, Max grinned at me, 
stretched, and said to Fearing, ‘Hlow do you feel now ” 

‘Perfectly fit ’ 

‘Feel up to another little demonstration ” 

‘Certainly ’ 

‘That reminds me, Max,’ I said abruptly, ‘out in the corridor 
you mentioned something about ~’ 

He shot me a warning glance 

‘We'll go into that some other time,’ he said 

‘What diseases are you going to have me do this time?” 
Fearing queried 

Max wagged his finger ‘You know you’re never told that 
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Can’t have your conscious mind messing things up. We’ll 
have some new signals, though. And, Fred, | hope you won’t 
mind waiting outside while ] put John under and give him his 
instructions — acquaint him with the new signals I’m afraid 
we still haven’t got far along enough to risk the possibly 
disturbing, presence of a third person during the early stages 
of in experiment One or two more sessions and tt should be 
all right, though Understand, Fred, this ts just the first of a 
large number of expermments I want you to witness I’m 
asking a great deal of you, you sce The only tangible compen- 
sation l can offer you 1s exclusive rights to break the story to 
the public when we teel the timc 1s npe ’ 

‘Believe me, | consider it a great honour,’ I assured him 
sincerely as | went out 

In the corridor J ht a cigirette, puffed it a moment, and 
then the tremendous implications of Max s experiments really 
hit me 

Suppose, as Max had hinted that it proved possible to 
impart Fearing’s ability to other people - 

The benefits would be incalculable People would be able 
to help their bodics in the fight against disease and degenera 
tive processes For instance they could cut down the flow 
of blood trom a wound, ot cven stop it completely They 
could marshal all the body's resources to fight local infec 
tons and stop disease germs before they ever got started. 
Conceivably, they could heal sick organs, get them working 
in the right rhvthm, unharden arteries, avert or sulle 
cancers 

It might be possible to prevent disease, even ageing, 
altoge ther 

We might look forward to a face of immortals, immune to 
time and decay 

A happy race. untroubled by those conflicts of body and 
mind, of instinct and consyence, thar sap Mankind’s best 
energies and are at the root of all discords ind wars 

There was literally no limit to the possibilities 


l hardly telt ld been in the corridor a minute, my mind was 
soaring so, when Max softly opened the doos and beckoned 
to me. 

Again Fearing lay stretched on the table His eyes wete 
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closed, but he still looked every whit as vibrantly healthy as 
before. His chest rose and fell rhythmically with his breathing 
I almost fancied | could see the blood «oursing under the fair 
skin. 

I was aware of a tremendous suppressed excitement in 
Max 

‘We can talk, of course,” he said ‘Best keep it low, though ° 

‘He's hypnotized ” I asked 

‘Yes ’ 

‘And vou’ve given him the instructions ?” 

‘Yes Watch’ 

‘What are they this time, Max?’ 

Max’s lips jerked oddly 

‘Just watch ’° 

He rapped with the penal 

I watched For five, ten seconds nothing seemed to happen 

Fearing’s chest stopped moving 

His skin was growing pale 

There was a weak convulsive shudder His cyeltds fell open, 
showing only the whites [hen there was no turther movement 
whatever 

‘Approach him,’ Max ordered, his voice thick ‘Take his 
pulse ` 

Almost shaking with excitement, f complied 

To my fumbling fingers, Fcaring’s wrist felt cold I could 
not find a pulse 

‘Fetch that mirror,’ M1ix’s finger stabbed at a nearby shelf 
‘Hold it to his lips and nostrils 

The polished surface remained unclouded 

I backed away Wonder gave pliue to fear All my worst 
suspiuions returned intensified Once again [ seemed to sense 
a strain of submerged cvil in my friend 

‘I told you I would show you something with a bearing on 
the question, “What is death?’ Max was saying husktly 
‘Here you sec death perfectly counterteited death in hfe 1 
would dety any doctor in the world to prove this man alive ` 
There was a note of trrumph in his votce 

My own was uneven with horror ‘You instructed him to 
be dead »” 

‘Yes’ 

‘And he didn’t know ıt ahead of time?’ 
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‘Of course not.’ 

For an interminable period perhaps three or four seconds 
— I stared at the blanched form of Fearing Then Í turned to 
Max 

‘I don’t hke this,’ | said ‘Get him out of it ’ 

There was something sneering about the smile he gave me 

‘Watch? He commanded fiercely, and rapped again. 

It was only some change in the light, I told myself, that was 
giving kearing’s flesh a greenish tinge 

Then I saw the limp arms and legs stiffen and the face 
tighten into a sardonic mask 

‘Touch him" 

Unwillingly, only to get the thing over with as swittly as 
possible, I obeved Fearmy’s arm felt stuff as a board and, if 
anything, colder than betore 

Rigor Mortis 

Bur that taint odour of putrescence I knew that could 
only be my imagination 

‘For God’s sake, Maa,’ I pleaded, ‘yvou’ve got to get him 
out of it” Then, throwing aside reserve, ‘I don’t know what 
you're trying to do, but you can’t Velda 

Max jerked as l spoke the name Instantly the territying 
shell that had gathered around him seemed to drop away It 
wis as if that one word had roused him from a dream ‘Of 
course,” he said, in his natural vore He smiled reassuringly 
and rapped 

Fagerly | watched Fearing 

Max rapped again three one 

It takes time, I cold myself Now the muscles were beginning 
to relax, weren’t they ? 

But Maa was rapping agam The signal printed itself indel- 
ibly on my brain three one 

And yet again Three one Three one FHREE -ONF 


l looked at Max In his tortured expression I read a ghastly 
certainty. 

I wouldn’t cver want to relive the next few hours I imagine 
that in all history there was never a tnck conceived for 
reviving the dying that Maw didn't employ, along with all the 
modern methods - injections, even into the heart itself, electri- 
cal stimulation, use of a new lightweight plastic version of the 
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iron lung, surgical entry into the chest and direct massage of 
the heart 

Whatever suspicions I had had of Max vanished utterlv 
during those hows The frantic genuincness and inspired 
ingenuity of his efforts to revive Fearing couldn’t possibly 
have been faked No more could his tragn, rigidly suppressed 
grief have been simulated I saw Max’s emotions stripped to 
the raw during those hours, ind they were all good 

Onc of the first things he did was to call in several of the 
other taculty doctors They helped him, though T could tell 
that from the first they looked upon the case as hopeless, and 
would have consider: d the whole business definitely irregular, 
if it hadn’t been for their extreme loyalty to Max, far beyond 
any consideriuon of professtonal solidarity Their aturude 
showed me, ws nothing else ever had, Maa’s stature as a 
medal man 

Max was complhetely frank with them and cveryone clse 
He made no ctforr whatsoever to suppress the slightest det ul 
of the cvents leading up to the tragedy He was bitter in his 
self accusations, rusisung that his judgment had Dren unforen 
ably at fult in the final experiment He would hive pone 
even further than that if it hadnt been tor his collcagucs It 
was they who dissuaded him from resigning from che faculty 
and desunbing his experiments m such maccuritely hush 
terms as to invite criminal prosecution 

And then there wis Mav's praiseworthy be haviour tow ard 
Fearmg’s mother While they were still working on I caring 
though without any real hope, she buise in Whatever re 
forms the psychiatrist may have achieved in ncr personality 
were washed out now I sull can close my eyes and visualize 
that hateful, overdressed woman stamping around hke an 
angry parrot, screaming the vilest accusations at Max at the 
top of her voice and talking about her son and herself in 
the most disgusting terms But although he was near the 
breaking point, Max was never anything but compassionate 
towards her, accepting all the blame she heaped on his 
head 

A little later Velda joined Max If ld still had any of my 
early suspicions, her manner would have dissipated them She 
was completely practical and self-possessed, betraying no per 
sonal concern whatsoever in kearing’s death If anything, she 
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was too cool and unmoved. But that may have been what 
Max needed at the nme. 

The next days were understandably difficult. While most of 
the newspape1s were admirably reserved and judicious in 
reporting the case, one of the rabloids played up Max as ‘The 
Doctor Who Ordered a Man to Die,’ featuring an exclusive 
interview with kearmg’s mother 

The chorus of wild bleats trom various anti-sctence cults 
was of course to be expected. It led to a number of stories 
that crept into the fringe of print and would have becn more 
unpleasant if they hadn't been so ridiculous One man. evi- 
dently drawing on Poe’s story, ‘The Facts in the Case of M. 
Valdemar, demanded that a ‘death watch’ be maintamed on 
Fearing and, on the morning of the funcral, hinted darkly that 
they were interring a man who was somchow still alive 

kven the medical profession was by no means wholly 
behind Max A number of local doctors unconnected with 
the medical school, were severe in their criticisms of him 
Such sensavional experiments retketed on the protession, we re 
of doubtful value un any case, and se forth Though none ot 
these cuntas, were rele ed to the public 

Lhe funeral was held on the third day I attended n out of 
tnendship for Max, who felt tr his duty to be present Pcaring’s 
mother was there, of course. dressed im a blick ourhe chat 
somehow maniped to look Joud and common Since the 
tabloid interview there had been a complete break between 
her and our group, so that her wathng trades and nauseous 
subbing cndeuments could only be directed ar the empty ur 
and the bronze-fitred casket 

Max looked old Velda stood beside him, holding his arm 
She was as impassive as on the dav of Fearing’s de ith 

There was only one odd thing about het behaviour She 
insisted that we remain at che cemetery until the casket had 
been placed in the tomb and the workman had fixed in place 
the marble slab that Closed it She watched the whole process 
with a disp issionate imtentness 

l thought that perhaps she did it on Mavs account, to 
impress on him that the whole attan was over and done with. 
Or she may concenably have feared some unlikely final 
demonstration or foray on the part of the wilder antt-science 
groups and felt that the presence of a few intelligent witnesses 
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was advisable to prevent some final garish news item from 
erupting into print 

And there may actually have been justification tor such a 
fear Despite the efforts of the cemetery authorities, a number 
of the morbidly curious managed to view the interment and as 
I accompanied Max and Velda the few blocks to their home, 
there were altogether too many people roaming the quiet, 
rather ill kempt streets of the scantily populated suburb Un 
doubtedly we were being followed and pointed at When, 
with feelings of considerable relief, we finally got inside, there 
was a sharp, loud knock on the door we had just closed 

Someone had thrown a stone at the house 


For the next six months | saw nothing of Max Actually this 
was as much due to my friendship for him as to the press of 
my work, which did kcep me unusually busy at the time I felt 
that Max didn’t want to be reminded in any way, even by the 
presence of a friend, of the tragic accident that had clouded 
his life 

I think, you see, that onlv I, and perhaps a few of Max's 
most imaginative colleagues, had any inkling of how hard 
Max had been hit by the experience and, especially, u hy it 
had hit him so hard It wasn’t so much that he had caused the 
death of a man through a perhaps injudicious experiment 
That was the smaller part It was that, in so doing, he had 
wrecked a hne of research that promised tremendous benefits 
to mankind Fearing, you sec, was irreplaceable As Max had 
said, he was probably umque And their work had ben 
barely begun Max had obtained almost no results of a 
measured scientihe nature and he hadn’t as yet any ideas 
whatever of the crucial thing how to impart Fearing’s ability 
to other people, if chat were possible. Max was a realist To 
his clear, unsuperstitious mind, the death of one man was not 
nearly so important as the loss of posable benefits to milhons 
That he had played fast and loose with humanity's future 
yes, he'd have put it that way was, l knew, what hurt him 
most It would be a long time before he regained his old 
enthusiasm 

One morning I ran across a news item stating that Fearing’s 
mother had sold her house and gone fer a Furopean tour 

Of Velda I had no information 
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Naturally I recalled the affair from time to time, turning it 
over in my mind. | reviewed the suspiwions [I'd had at the 
time, seeking some clue that might have escaped me, but 
always coming to the conclusion that the suspicions were 
more than wiped out by Max’s tragic sincerity and Velda’s 
composure after the event 

I tried to visualize the weird and miraculous transformations 
I had witnessed in Max’s office. Somehow, try as I might, 
they began to seem more and more unreal I had been excited 
that morning, [ told myself, and my mind had exaggerated 
what [ had seen. Ihis unwillingness to trust my own memory 
filled me at times with a strange poignant grief, perhaps 
similar to what Max must have felt at the breakdown of his 
research, as if some marvellous imaginative vision had faded 
from the world 

And occasionally I pictured bearing as Fd seen him that 
morning, so radiantly healthy, his mind and body so unsh aike- 
ably kmt It was very hard to think of a man hke that being 
dead 


Lhen, atter six months, [received a brief message from Max 
[f | were free. would I visit him at his home that evening? 
Nothing more 

[ felt a tholl of elanon Perhaps the period of thrildom to 
the past was over and the brillant old mind was getang to 
work agam { had to break an engagement, but of course | 
went 

It had just stopped runing when | swung down from the 
mterurban. Remnants of davlight showed a panorama ot 
dripping trees, weed bordered sidewalks, and gloom invested 
houses Max had happened to build in one of those subdivı- 
sions that doesn’t quite make the grade, while the unpredict- 
ible pulse of suburban life begins to bear more strongly 
farther out 

I passed the cemetery in which Fearing had been imterred 
Phe branches of unpruned trees brushed the wall, making 
sections of the sidewalk a leaty tunnel | was glad I had a 
tlashhight im mv pocket for the walk back It occurred to me 
that it was untortunate Max had this unnecessary reminder 
almost on his doorstep 

I walked rapidly past houses that were more and more 
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frequently separated by empty lots, and along a sidewalk that 
became progressively more cracked and weed-grown. There 
popped into my mind a conversation | had had with Max a 
couple of years ago I had asked him if Velda didn’t find ıt 
lonely out here, and he had laughingly assured me that both 
he and Velda had a passion for being alone and liked to be as 
far away as possible from spying neighbours. 

] wondered ıt one of the houses I had passed had been that 
belonging to the Fearings 

Fventually I arrived at Max’s place, a compact two-storey 
dwelling There were only a tew more houses beyond ıt on the 
street. Beyond those, | knew, the weeds reigned supreme, the 
once hopeful sidewalks were completely silted and grown 
over, and the lamp-posts rusted lhightlessly Unsuccessful subdi- 
visions are dismal spots 

In my nostrils, all the way had been the smell of wet cold 
earth and stone 

The living room lights were on, but I saw no one through 
the French window where I had once ghmpsed Velda and 
Fearing The hall was dark I rapped at the door It opened 
instantly I faced Velda 


I haven’t described Velda She was one of those very beautiful, 
dignified, almost forbidding, yet quite sexy girls that a success- 
ful, cultured man is apt to marry if he waits until he’s middle 
aged Tall Shim Small head Blonde hair drawn tightly across 
it Blue eyes Compact, distinguished features Sloping shoul 
ders, and then a body that a cynic would call the main 
attraction And perhaps with partial maccuracy, because an 
alert, well-informed, quite courageous mind went with ıt 
Fxquisite manners, but not much apparent warmth 

That was Velda as I remembered her 

The Velda I faced now was different She was wearing a 
grey silk dressing gown In the dim fight from the street 
lamp behind me, the tight drawn hair looked, not grey, but 
brittle. The tall beautitul body somehow seemed sterile, 
weedlike. She crouched like on old woman. The distin- 
guished features in the face she lifted towards mine were 
pinched The blue eyes, white circled, were much too 
staring. 

She touched a finger to her thinned lips, and with the other 
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hand timidly took hold of the lapel of my coat, as if to draw 
me away to some place where we could talk secretly 

Max stepped out of the darkness behind her and put his 
hands on her shoulders She didn’t stiffen In fact, she hardly 
reacted except to softly drop her hand from my coat She may 
have winked at me, as 1f to say, ‘Later, perhaps,’ but I can’t 
be sure 

‘You'd hetter be getting upstairs, dear,’ he said gently ‘It’s 
ume you took a little rest’ 

At the foot of the stairs he switched on the light We 
watched her as she went up, slowly, holding on to the rail 

When she was out of sight Max shook his head and said, 
rather lightly, ‘Too bid about Velda Pm afraid that in a httle 
while — However, I didn’t ask you out here to talk about 
that ’ 

I was shocked at his seeming callousness A moment later, 
however, he said something which give me i hint of the 
philosophy that underlay 

‘We're so mysteriously fragile, Fred Some slight change in 
ı gland’s function, some taint shadow falling on a knot ot 
nerve ussue, and pouf And there’s nothing we can do 
about it, because we don’t know, Fred, we simply don’t 
know If we could trace the thoughts in their courses, if we 
could set thar healing magic radiating through the brain 
but that’s not to be for awhile yet Meanwhile there's nothing 
we can do about it, except to face it cheertully Though it ts 
hard when the person whose mind gocs develops 1 murderous 
hatred of you it the same time However, as I said, | don’t 
want to talk about that, and you'll please me if vou don’t 
either ’ 

We were sull standing at the bottom of the stairs Abruptly 
he changed his manner, clapped me on the shoulder, steered 
me into the living room, insisted that I have a drink, and 
busied himself starting a fire in the open grate, all the while 
chatting loudly about recent domgs at the medical school and 
pressing me for detatls of my latest articles 

Then, giving me no time whatever to think, he settled 
himself in the opposite chair, the fire blazing between us, and 
launched into a description of a new research project he was 
getting started on It concerned the enzymes and the mecha- 
nisms of temperature-control of insects, and seemed to have 
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far-reaching implications in fields as diverse as insecticide 
manufacture and the glandular physiology of human beings. 

There were times when he got so caught up in his subject 
that it almost seemed to me it was the old Max before me, as 
if all the events of the past year had been a bad dream 

One he broke otf momentarily, to lay his hand on a bulky 
typescript on the table beside him. 

‘This is what I’ve been keeping myself busy with these last 
few months, Fred.” he sud quickly ‘A complete account of 
my experiments with Fearing, along with the underlying theo 
ries, as well as I can present them, and all pertinent material 
from other fields. J can’t touch the thing again, of course, but 
I hope someone else will, and I want him to have the benetit 
of my mistakes Pm rather doubttul it any of the journals will 
accept it, but ut they don’t PH publish it at my own expense.’ 

lt really gave me a pang to think of how much he must 
have sutfered pounding out that typescript, meticulously. of 
course, knowing that it wasn’t his job any more or ever could 
be, knowing that it was the account of a tulure and a 
personal tragedy, knowing that it wouldn't be at all well 
received by his profession, but fecling duty-bound to pass on 
information that might some dav kindle another mind and 
prove of scientific value to mankind 

And then the tragedy of Velda, which I hadn’t yet been able 
to properly assimilate, with its faint, last twist of-the-screw 
suggestion that it Max had continued his research with Tearing, 
he might conceivably have learned enough to be able to avert 
the cloud shadowing, her mind. 

Yes, I thought then, and 1 sull think, that Max’s behaviour 
that night, especially his enthusiasm about his new research 
project, into which he’d obviously thrown himself wholeheart 
edly, was an inspiring and at the same time heart rending 
example of the sort of unsentimental courage you find in the 
best screntists 

Yet at the same time I had the feeling that his new project 
wasn’t the real reason for his summoning me. He had some- 
thing very different on his mind, I felt, and as an unhappy 
person wall, was talking himself out on other subjects as a 
preliminary to getting, around to it. After a while he did. 


The fire had died down somewhat. We had temporarily 
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exhausted the top of his new project I was conscious of 
having smoked too many cigarcttes TF asked Max some inconse 
guential question about 1 new advance in aviation medicine 

He frowned ait the crawling flames as if he were carefully 
waghing his answer Then abruptly he sud without looking 
towirds me Fred there s something 1 want to tell you, 
something I felt I must tell vou bur something I haven’t been 
ible to bring myself to tell you unal now TE hated John 
Fairing because PE knew he was having a love affair with my 
Wife 

[looked down it my hinds Atter ı moment I heard Maxs 
voice agun Tt wasn t loud but it was rough with emoron 

Oh come on Fred dont pretend you didn t know You 
saw them through the window thu might Youll be surpriscd 
to know bred how hard it was for me not to oid you or 
pick some quire! with vou atter thu happened Just the 
thous ht that vou knew 

Jhats all T did sec or know I assured him Just thar one 
glimpse b turned and looked at him His cyes were bright 
with te us 

\nd sct you know Fred he went on this the teal 
reason | picked you to sit m on our experiments F tele that 
knowing what vou did you would be better able than anvone 
else to check on my relinenship with John 

There wis one thing I had to siy You are quite certam 
Max thit your suspans of Walda and Fearing were 
yustihed ? 

One look at his tice told me I needn't press that ling ot 
questioning any further Max sat fora while with his head 
howed Jt was very quet The wind had died which carher 
hid splattered 1a few drops trom nearby branches ig unst the 
window pines 

Finally he sad You know Ered its very defticule to 
recapture lost emouons ather jealousy or scientific zeil And 
vet those were the iwo main ones in this drama Lor of course 
it wasn t unul I haid begun my eaperments with Fearing that I 
found out about him and Veldi He paused then went on 
with difficulty Pom afrud Im not i very broidmindcd man 
Fred when it comes to scx ind possession EP think that it John 
had been some ordiniry person or if I had found out erhet, I 
would hive behaved differently Rather brutally, perhaps I 
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don’t know. But the fact that our experiments had begun, and 
that they promised so much, changed everything 

‘You know, | really try to be a suientist, Fred,’ he went on, 
with che ghost, or cadaver rather, of a rueful smile. ‘And as a 
scientist, or just as a rational man, I had to admit that the 
possible benefits of our experiments infinitely outweighed any 
hurt to my vanity or manhood It may sound grotesque, but 
as a scientist I even had to consider whether this love affair 
wasn’t necessary to keep my subject cooperative and in a 
proper state of mind, and whether | shouldn't go out of my 
way to further it As it was, I didn’t have to vary my routine 
in order to give them plenty of opportumtes, though | think 
that if that had been necessary, I might even have done it’ 

He clenched his fst ‘You see, so very much depended on 
those experiments of ours Though it’s awfully hard for me to 
remember that now The feeling’s all gone the tremendous 
vision this typescript here 15 just dead stuff an 
obligation 

‘I teel ditferently about a lot ot things now About Velda 
and John, too Velda wasn't exactly the girl I thought I was 
marrying Ive realized lately that she had a tremendous need 
to be adored, a kind of cold lust tor beauty and ecstasy, hike 
some pagan priestess And | cooped her up here the old 
story — and tried to feed her on my enthusiasms Not exactly 
the nghe diet And yet, you know, Fred, my life’s work was 
inspired by Velda to an extent that you might find hard to 
believe Fven betore ld met Velda Ihe expectancy of her 

‘And John? I don’t think anyone will ever know the truth 
about John I was only beginning to understand him, and 
there were sides to his nature I couldn’t touch A remarkable 
creature In one sense, a true superman In another, a mindless 
animal Astonishing weaknesses, or blind spots The influence 
of his mother And then the way his instincts and conscience 
went hand in hand f teel that John may have been completely 
sincere both about his desire for Velda and his desire to help 
me aid mankind It may never have occurred to him that the 
two desires didn’t exactly go together. It’s quite possible he 
felt that he was being very nice to Loth of us 

‘Yes, and if John and Velda’s affair were something that 
could happen now, | think I would feel very differently about 
it. 
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‘But then —? God, Fred, it’s so hard to think truthfully 
about them! Then there existed in me, side by side, every 
moment of the day and night, the highest pinnacles of scientific 
excitement and the deepest pits of jealous rage. The one 
strictly subordinated” A note of passionate anger came mto 
his voice ‘kor don’t think I was weak, Fred Don't think I 
ever deviated so much as a hairs breadth from the course that 
was scientifically and humanistcally night I kept my hatred 
for John in absolute check And when I sav that, I mean that 
Pm no ignoramus, Fred, | know that when one tries to 
suppress feelings, they have a way of bursting out through 
unsuspected channels, due to the trickery of the subconscious 
nund Well, | was on the watch for that I provided every 
conceivable safeguard 1 was fantastically cautious about each 
experiment I know it may not have looked that way to you, 
but even that last one - heavens, we had often done experi- 
ments twice as dangerous, or as seemingly dangerous, testing 
every step of the way Why, Soviet scientists have had people 
technically dead for over five minutes With John te couldn't 
have been one! 

‘And yet 

‘Thac’s what tormented me so, don’t you sec, Ered, when | 
couldn't revive him Jhe thought that mv unconscious mind 
had somehow tricked me and opened a channel for my all 
too-conscious hatred, tound a chink in the wall that I'd 
neglected to stop up, a doorway unguarded for a second As 
he lay there dead before my eyes, L was tortured by the 
conviction that there was some httle thing that would revive 
him at once if only | could remember what it was 

‘Some little mistake or omission ld made, which only had 
to be thought of to be corrected, but which my subconscious 
mind wouldn't let me remember I felt that it only I could 
have relaxed my mind completely but of course that was the 
one thing | couldn’t do 

‘l tried every way I knew to revive John, I reviewed every 
step ld taken without finding a flaw, and yet that techng of 
guilt persisted. 

‘Everything seemed co intensify it. Velda’s trozen, suicidal 
calm, worse than the bitterest and most tempestuous accusa- 
tions. The most childish things — even that silly occultise with 
his talk of a deathwatch on John. 
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‘How John must hate me, ld tell myself irranonally. Com- 
manded to be dead, tricked into dying, not given the faintest 
hint of what was intended 

‘And Velda. Never a reproachful word to me Just freezing 
up, more and more, until her mind began to wither. 

‘And John. That miraculous body rotting m the comb. 
Those magnificently knit muscles and nerves, falling apart cell 
by cell.’ 

Max slumped in his chair exhausted. The last flame in the 
grate flickered out and the embers began to smoke The 
silence was deadly. 

And then I began to talk. Quietly Nothing brilliant | 
merely reviewed what I knew and what Max had told me 
Pointed out how, being the scientist he was, he couldn't have 
done anything but what he did Reminded him of how he'd 
checked and double-checked his every action Showed him 
that he hadn't the shred of a reason for feeling guilty any 
longer 

And finally my talk began to take ettect, though. as Max 
said, ‘I don’t think it’s anything vou’ve sud Pye been all over 
thar. Its rhat ar last Pve unburdencd myselt to someone But | 
do teel better’ 

And I’m sure he did. For the first ame I truly sensed the old 
Max in him. Battered and exhausted of course, and deeply 
seared by a new wisdom, but something of the old Mas, 
nevertheless. 

‘You know,’ he said, sinking back m his ch ur, ‘Ee think Pcan 
really relax now for the fust time in six months.’ 


Immediately the silence settled down again. | remember think 
ing, queerly, that it was dreadful that a place could be so 
silent 

The fire had stopped smoking. Its odour had been replaced 
by that seeping in trom the outside + the smell of cold wet 
earth and stone 

My taut muscles jerked spasmodically at the sudden grating 
of Max’s chair against the floor His face was ghastly. His hips 
formed words, but only choking sounds came out. Phen he 
managed to get contro! of his voice. 

‘The cue! The cue for him to come alive again! I forgot I 
changed the signals. | thought st was still -° 
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He tore a pencil from his pocket and rapped on the arm of 
the chair. three — one. 

‘But it should have been ” And he rapped. three — two 

It is hard tor me to describe the feeling that went through 
me as he rapped that second signal. 

The intense quiet had something to do it. | remember 
wishing that some other sound would break in - the patter of 
raindrops, the creaking of a beam, the hollow surge of the 
interurban 

Just five httle raps, unevenly spaced. but imbued with a 
guahtv, force, and rhythm that was Max’s and nobody else’s 
in the world as individual as his fingerprint, as mimitable as 
his signature. 

Just five httle raps voud think thev’d be lost in the walls, 
gone in a second. But they say thu no sound, however faint, 
ever dies It becomes weaker and weaker as it dissipates, the 
agitations of the molecules less and less, but salle goes on to 
the end of the world and back, to the end of eternity. 


I pictured that sound struggling through the walls, bursting 
into the mght air with an caget upward sweep, like a black 
insect, darting through the wet tangled leaves, soaring crazily 
into the morst tattered clouds, perhaps dipping :nquisitively to 
circle one of the rusted lamp-posts, before it streaked purpose- 
fully off along the dank street, up, up, over the trees, over the 
wall, and then swooped down toward wet sold carth and 
stone. 

And I thought of kearing, not yet quite rotted in his tomb. 

Max and I looked at each othe: 

Phere came a piercing, blood-chilling scream from over our 
heads. 

A moment of paralysed silence. Then the wild clatter of 
footsteps down the stairs in the hall. As we sprang up together, 
the outside door slammed. 

We didn’t exchange a word. I stopped in the hall to snatch 
up my flashhghe. 

When we got outside we couldn't see Velda. But we didn’t 
ask each other any questions as to which direction she'd 
taken. 

We started to run. I caught sight of Velda almost a block 
ahead. 
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I’m not in too bad physical condition. I slowly drew ahead 
of Max as we ran But | couldn’t lessen the distance between 
myself and Velda I could see her quite plainly as she passed 
through the pools of light cast by the street lamps With the 
grey silk dressing gown flving out behind her, she sometimes 
looked like a skimming bat 

I kept repeating to myself, ‘But she couldn’t have heard 
what we were saying She couldn’t have heard those raps.’ 

Or could she? 

I reached the cemetery I shone my flashhght down the 
dark, leafy tunnel [There was no one in sight, but almost 
halfway down the block I noticed branches shaking where 
they dipped to the wall 

l ran to that point The wall wasn’t very high I could Jay 
my hand on its top But | felt broken glass I stripped off my 
coat, laid it over the top, and pulled myself up 

My flashlight showed a rag of grey silk snagged on a 
wicked birb of glass near my coat 

Max came up gasping I helped him up the wall We both 
dropped down inside The grass was very wet My flashlight 
wandered over wet, pale stones I tricd to remember where 
Fearing’s tomb was [couldn't 

We started to hunt Max began to call, ‘Velda! Velda" 

I suddenly thought | remembered the lay out of the plice | 
pushed on hurnedly Max lagged behind, calling 

There was 1 muffled crash It sounded some dist ince away 
Į couldn’t tell the direction [looked around uncertainly 

I saw that Max hid turned back and was running Fie 
vanished around a tomb 

I hurried after him as fase as I could, but I must hive taken 
the wrong turning, I lost him 

I raced futilely up and down two aisles of tombstone and 
tomb I kept flashing my light around, now near, now far It 
showed pale stone, dark trees, wet grass, gravel path 

Í heard a horrible, deep, gasping scream Max's 

Í ran wildly I tripped over a headstone and sprawled flat 
on my face 

I heard another scream — Velda’s It went on and on 

I raced down another aisle 

I thought I would go on for ever, and forever hearing that 
scream, which hardly seemed to pause for inhalation 
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Then I came around a tangled clump of trees and I saw 
them 

My flashlight wavered back and forth across the scene 
twice before I dropped it 

They were there, all three of them 

I know that the police have a very reasonable explanation 
for what l saw, and I know that explanation must be right, if 
there 1s any truth in what we have been taught to believe 
about mind and body and death Of course there are always 
those who will not quite believe, who wall advance other 
theories Like Max, with his experiments 


The only thing the police can’t decide for certain is whether 
Velda managed to break into the tomb and open the casket 
unaided ~ thev did find a rusty old screwdriver nearby — or 
whether tomb and casket hidn’t been broken into at an 
earher date by some sort of cultists or, more likely pranksters 
msptted by cultists They have managed to explain away, 
almost completely, all evidence thir tomb and casket were 
burst trom the inside 

Vilda can't tll them) Her mind 1s bevond reach 

[he police have no doubts whatsoever abour Velda’s ability 
ro strangle Max to death After all it rook three strong men 
to get her out of the cemetery And it is from my own 
tesumony that the police picked up Mav's statement that 
Veldi hated him murderously 

lhe odd position of Fearing’s remains they attribute to 
some imsane whim on Velda’s part 

And of course. as Isay, the polite must be nght The only 
thing against thar theory as the raps And of course | cant 
make them understand just how tremendously significant 
those raps of Mas, that diabolic three two, seemed to me at 
the ume 

[cin only tell what L saw. in the flashlight’s wavering 
gleam 

The marble slab Closing Fearing’. tomb had tallen torv ard 
The tomb was opein 

Velda was backed against a tombstone opposite ıt Her 
grey silk dressing gown was wet and torn to mbbons. Blood 
dubbled from a gash above her knee Het blond hair screamed 
down tangledly Her features were contorted She was staring 
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down at the space between herself and Fearing’s tomb She 
was still screaming 

There before her, in the wet grass, Max lay on his back 
His head was twisted backward 

And across the lower part of Max’s body the half fleshed 
hngers stretching towards hts throat, the graveclothes clinging 
in tatters to the blickened, shrunken body, was all that was 
lett of Fearing 


The Curse of 


Frankenstein 


By JIMMY SANGSTER 


One projected Frankenstein TV series uith a notable pedigree 
that should have had great potential but, curiously, never got 
beyond the pilot episode, was Tales of Frankenstein u hich 
wus made in 1858 by Britain's Hammer Films in conjunction 
with Columbia Pu tures’ Sereen Gems The pilot was filmed in 
the immediate u ake of Hammer's huge box office success the 
previous year when they had revived the original story for the 
cinema as The Curse of Frankenstein starring Peter Cushing 
and Christopher Lee Though the same scriptwriter, Jimmy 
Sangster, hud been assigned to u rite four episodes for the IV 
sertes, new actors were cast the German-born Anton Diffring 
to play Baron Frankenstem and the Amertcan strong man, 
Don Megouan, as the monster As it turned out, only the one 
episode, The Face inthe Tombstone Muror, m which Franken- 
stein revived the creature using a sick man’s brain, was eter 
shot, and thts failed to find a sponsor on either side of the 
Atlantı It has remamed forgotten in the caults of Hammer 
Pie tures ever since 

The film The Curse of frankenstein proved a very different 
proposition mdeed Michael Carreras at Hammer bad made 
the dectsion to revu e the creature u ho had been lying dormant 
since the demise of the Unwersal series a decade earlier and, 
almost at a stroke, Hammer assumed the mantle of the 
world's leading makers of horror films During the vears 
which followed, they repeated the formula just as frequently 
and successfully as the American studio bad done earher. 
However, the formula which Carreras and Jimmy Sangster 
devised differed fundamentally from that of Universal im that 
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greater emphasis was now placed on Frankenstein instead of his 
creation, and the restrained horror of the earlier pictures was 
replaced by lashings of blood and gore us well as plenty of 
rolence and sexual titillation Ut proved hugely successful with 
the public and made a star of Peter Cushing who u ent onto play 
Frankenstein in half a dozen sequels He has, in fact, become as 
thoroughly identified with the role as Karloff did with the 
monster, and confessed to one mtervietver a few vears ago, ‘| 
have a tremendous amount of affection for Baron Frankenstein 

Í based the ortginal character on Mary Shelley s novel, which Vd 
naer read until l kneu I uas dome the film Tater onl used Dr 
Robert knox the famous anatomist uho uent to terrible 
troubli tiying to get the medical profession to allow bhim to use 
cadavers’ (The Curse of Erankenstein also made a star of 
Christopher lee as the creature, though he never repeated the 

role instead becoming famous as Hammer's Dracula \ 

The author of that landmark script, Jimmy Sangster (1827 ) 
has been described as one of the most important influences 
behind Hammer bilo in the Fifties and Sines Le actually 
began his career u ith the company us aclipper boy and at ty 
became the youngest assistant director m the British film 
midustyy In 1855 be broadened bis actnities to include script 
u ritme and a year later produced the stomntine which made 
his reputation He wrote several of the seguels too, mcliudiie 
The Revenge of Trankenstein (1854) and The Horror of 
Frankenstein (68-0) which be aso directed, before deciding to 
move to Hollyn ood where be continues to wark on telettston 
specials Appropriately im this adaptation of hmmy's scrtpt, 
the events are also recounted by Lrankenstern honsclf 


Today the priest came to my cell to offer what he considered 
comfort and to see af 1 wis in repentant mood Ihe imperti 
nence of it! OF what should | repent | was glad to see him, 
but not because of any hopes he might hold out to me of the 


The Curse of Frankenstein 475 


next hfe. It 1s this hife in which I am interested. | am in no 
hurry to leave it. I wanted understanding and practical help 
from him, not pious platitudes. Fo him [ would tell the whole 
story and ask him to pass it on. People trusted him: they 
listened to what he told them. 

He was a drab, unimaginative litte man. It was appalling 
that the survival of a mind such as my own should be at the 
mercy of a creature like this. Yet thad to try Tomorrow they 
propose to execute me lt is monstrous, unthinkable. | am 
Baron Frankenstem, and there is soll so much work which | 
must do. 

Tm sorry if you think my word will carry any authority,’ 
he bleated at me. ‘Pm atratd vou're mistaken.’ 

I insisted that he should listen, and listen most caretully. 
Unless I could convince him thar what Ewas about to tell him 
was the absolute truth, mi the morning I would dk Yet how 
could anyone so fixed in his ways understand a word of the 
complexities tor which Land I alone was responsible? He was 
as limuted as the old teol who had been my teacher in Geneva 

Genya m those early vears of the nineteenth century was a 
lively atv, a forum for bnihant debate and philosophical 
argument Fven as a boy I wis a keen student of natural 
philosophy and I think I may sav without undue pride that I 
had a bent for reseach and logical analysis of problems. Ir 
was unfortunate that my mother, who knew hede of such 
things, should have sent me for tuition to a bumbling old 
ior who knew even less. He had been teaching the same 
dreary rubbish for thirty vears. 1 doubted whether he had 
read a new book or considered a new idea for at least twenty 
of those. 

[he studies which counted were those | carried out on my 
own. While my triends - and l had tew of them, tor 1 found 
most of my contemporaries dull - were out carousing, | 
worked late into the mght. With the few resources at my 
disposal I carried out small experiments which one day would 
have to be done on a larger scale. I read voraciously. | 
imbibed screntific theories in the way that my acquaintances 
imbibed wine. They thought that I was the dull one, and 
laughed at me for not knowing how to live. But what they 
meant by hfe and what 1 meant were two very different 
things. 1f they imagined I was not interested in lite, they were 
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absurdly mistaken. Life was just what interested me most — 
life, and how to create tt. 

It was something I didn’t speak of to others There were 
too many sceptics, and too many bigots anxious to suppress 
every manifestation of true progress 

When my mother died I inherited the Frankenstein fortune. 
This would enable me to begin the work and life I had always 
planned I went back to the great house on the slopes above 
the pretty, trivial little village which had for centuries provided 
servants for the Frankenstein family and labourers to work in 
its fields, and here | endured the irmtating formalities of the 
funeral, the condolences, and the family ritual before I could 
be left alone to concentrate on things which mattered. 

My uncle trom Basle commuserated with me and offered his 
assistance should I ever need it in my financial affairs He 
thought I was rather young to be handling everything myself 
If I wished to return to Geneva to continue my studies, he 
would make himself personally responsible tor the estate | 
was sure that he would — but I was not too happy about the 
possible future of the estate in such hands 

My Aunt Sophie had a delicate matter which she wished to 
broach It was indeed so delicate that she could nor bring 
herself to speak of it outright, and after some movements on 
her part as stately as a minuet but less conclusive, | was 
forced to sav bluntly 

‘You are concerned about the allowance my mother made 
you?’ 

‘Oh Victor, I would not wish to ~ 

‘You need have no fears, Aunt Sophie I shall continue to 
pay it.’ 

‘Youre a good boy, Victor Your mother would have been 
proud of you The digmty with which you have handled 
everything 

‘Yes,’ | said. I wanted her off the premises so that I could 
relax and savour my new freedom and the taste of my riches 

But Aunt Sophie had every intention of declaring her over- 
whelming gratitude and at the same ume of insinuating an 
other possibility into my mind. Her daughter Flizabeth had 
been waiting demurely in the background. Now she was 
brought forward. 

‘Elizabeth, chank your cousin.’ 
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‘There’s really no need,’ I said. 

She was adamant. ‘Come along, Elizabeth, say thank you 
properly ’ 

The poor girl curtsied, blushing most becomingly as she did 
so 

‘She’s a good girl, Victor, said Aunt Sophie in what she 
supposed to be a conhdential aside ‘She'll grow into a fine 
woman one day ’ 

‘Tm sure she will ` This at least | could say with conviction, 
for Flizabeth already had the makings of that tair, smooth- 
skinned, graceful woman she was soon to become 

‘She'll make someone a fine wite ` 

t held out my hand ‘Goodbye ’ 

Aunt Sophie herself almost contrived a curtsy It was amaz- 
ing that so gauche and insensitive a creature should have 
produced such an attractive daughter 

[was glad when at last they had all gone The house was 
mine [he future was mine All the resources of the Eranken- 
stein estate were mine At the back of the house were servants 
who would look after my every need without ever obtruding 
themselves In the real sense ot the word I was alone, and 
dehphted to be so 

These pleasant musings were interrupted by the deep thud 
of the knocker on the mam door I was stil not accustomed 
to having 1 tull statt to attend to such matters, and msunc- 
rively Prose from mv chair and went to the door A serving 
irl, hetk more than a child) was already Coming up the steps 
trom the basement She stopped when she saw me She had 
bold dark eves ind a strangely impertinent, inscrutable htele 
smile that was older than her years | hesitated, nor wanting 
to seem foolish by turning back and leaving her to answer the 
door Ihen I waved her away ind went to open it 

A young man stood on the step g uing out over the magmih- 
cent panorama of the valley He turned to tace me and mide 
a polite bow in which there was no undue subservience 

‘Good morning My name is Paul Krempe I have an 
ippointment with Baron Frankenstein ’ 

l had been ready to dismiss the newcomer without delay, 
but now I stood back to let him in He had come more swittly 
than I had expected in answer to my summons This was a 
good sign I hked his shrewd, inquiring expression l needed 
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a man with a mind as relentlessly inquiring as my own — and I 
approved the speed with which he had got here. 

‘You must be Victor,’ he said as he entered the hall and 
looked frankly around ‘I’m to be your tutor’ 

I led him towards the salon in which my mother had once 
received visitors in that eternal round of courtesies and conven 
tions which I proposed to abolish ‘Surely it isn’t settled yet?’ 
I said ‘I thought this was just an interview to decide whether 
you were suitable tor the position ` 

‘| have had some correspondence with the Baron, and he 
seemed quite satished with my qualifications ’ 

‘That’s nght* | was deriving some amusement from this 
‘He did, didn’t he ” 

Paul Krempe gave me 1 swift sidelong glance He was 
trying to assess just how difficult a charge I was hkely to be 

He said ‘Wall vou tell your father that I'm here ’ 

‘My father ts dead ` 

This took him aback ‘But thits ridiculous I had 1 letter 
from him 

‘He has been dead for manv vears It was T who advertised 
for a tutor It was I who wrote to vou ’ 

‘You are the Baron ” 

‘And have been since I was five veus old ` TE smiled 

‘Yet you wrote to me saying that you wanted 2 tutor tor 
your son’ 

I had thought it would save a lot of cxplination af | made 
the man come for a personal interview In a letter he might 
have read things awry and been dubious abour dealing direct 
with one as young as myself He might have decided that the 
long journey was not worth while mercly to sausfy what 
might be a rich voung idler’s whim Now that he was here we 
could talk frankly 

We did talk, and at great length. | admired che wav in 
which he reacted to what must at first have been a somewhat 
disturbing situation He had a wry sense of humour and 1 
keen apprectation of most of the points I made about my 
education so far and my requieménts tor the future We 
talked as equals, yet he paid just the appropriate respect to 
my position, while | found it easy to defer to the wider range 
of his knowledge 

Thad no intention of leaving this house and the estate in the 
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hands of any of my relatives. I had no intention of completing 
my studies in Geneva, since | was convinced that under such 
conditions they never would be completed. What I wanted 
was a man like Krempe, a scientist and a scholar, who would 
live here and fill in the lamentable gaps in my knowledge. A 
general education was not what I sought I was happy enough 
with my general background, and wished to concentrate now 
on the specialized work for which I felt I was destined 

‘You were engaged as my tutor, | said at the end of our 
long discussion, ‘subject to the Baron’s approval’ We both 
smiled it had now become an agreeable yoke between us ‘I 
may tell you that the Baron approves Do you snill want the 
position ?’ 

‘Ishall be honoured, Herr Baron,’ sud Paul with a trace of 
respecttul mockery which I tound most refreshing after the 
hypocetsics and servilicv of my relatives 

And so we began. 

There were times when I grew impatient Paul turned out 
to be an admirable tutor, and in two ve urs I had learned all he 
had to teach Bur those two years dragged abominably. Of 
course. the groundwork was essential, but 1 wanted to move 
on to the subjects which really obsessed me 

It was Paul who taught me patience Now, when he has 
torsaken me and repudiated all that we worked on together, I 
wonder if he realizes just how much of my doggedness and 
unwearying, application can be attributed to his personal 
example? We spent the davs. the weeks. the months together, 
probing into the unknown, investigating, recording, searching 

always searching, until gradually the great sweep of our 
research began to narrow down to a single direction 

To this we finally turned all our energics We had explored 
biological byways, had even studied alchemy in the hope of 
finding grains of truth in the dross, but now we saw how 
recent discoveries in the held of magnetism opened up possibih- 
ves of a samulus which might provoke the reaction we 
sought It took us years of unrelenting work to approach even 
the tringe of what we longed to find. 

During those years Paul lived in the house and rarely went 
out We needed no outside distractions. He paid a few visits 
to some agemg uncle many miles away, bur was always cager 
to return. Sometimes he went down to the village and I 
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refrained from asking what entertainment he found there. For 
myself, 1 observed with a by no means dispassionate interest 
the development of the young serving girl on my staff, and 
when I fancied some frivolous relaxation I coaxed her into my 
bed. She required little coaxing For all the splendid firmness 
of her body and the burning promise of those restless eyes, 
there were few in the neighbourhood who could satisfy her, 
and we spent some rewarding hours together Justine was her 
name, and | will confess that there were many times when I 
murmured the syllables lovingly into her ear in such a way as 
to persuade her that she meant everything to me There 1s 
httle pomt in pursuing any pleasure, however fleeting it may 
be and however easily discarded it may later be, unless one is 
wholehearted about it at the moment of its Consummation 
There would come a time when | regretted the romantic 
glibness of my tongue 

Justine, after all, was merelv a diversion I summoned her 
when | was in the mood for her, and if she had understood 
the responsibilities and limitations of her employment in my 
household there would never have been any trouble I was 
Baron Frankenstein, and my life was consecrated to life itself 

Of the activities of Paul and myself she knew nothing Or 
so we believed Our efforts were applied out of sight and 
sound of the rest of the house Nobody was allowed into the 
laboratory When the place required cleaning we cleaned it 
ourselves When there were things to be disposed of things 
better concealed from the prying eyes of ignorant servants 
we destroyed them in various wavs 

And at last, after years of application, we were rew ardcd 

We had been experimenting on a dog which Paul had lured 
away trom the village There had been a small outcry about 
Its disappearance as it was a great pet with the tamil} to 
which it belonged, but nobody suspected that it had found a 
resting place in the Frankenstein home [hey ought to have 
been honoured Possibly one day, when the whole story ts 
told, they will indulge themselves in some petty pride their 
dog made history, though the hiscory 1s sull to be written for 
the world to see 

l had killed the animal pamlessly and then lowered it into 
the tank. It floated for two days in the viscous fluid with 
which we had already dosed or injected some hundreds ot 
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rats, mice, and birds At the end of two days we began to 
apply the magnets. charges which jolted through the system 
and beat out an imperious rhythm in the anımal’s heart A 
hundred minor adjustments were necessary The frequency of 
the heartbeats and the intensity with which these could be 
simulated were delicate matters 

We reached the crucial stage late one night There had been 
so many failures that I was not unduly optimistic The most I 
allowed myself to hope was that we should learn something, 
some tiny additional piece of knowledge, that would make the 
next step clearer I opened the tank and dramed it Paul, as 
engrossed in the task as myself, was impatient to reach in and 
take out the dog but I waved him awav Ihe body needed 
thoroughly washing before we could allow ourselves to touch 
it I drew on my gloves and sluncd the dog down until I was 
sure it was safe to approach the final investigation 

[he dog lay asat had Jain the day I killed it Its cyes were 
open but glazed and unscemng The paws lay flit ind lifcless 
[here was no sign of breathing 

Paul stood beside me 1s E applied the stethoscope He too, 
might well have been lifeless he was atrud to breathe or 
mike a move IT listened, ind he watched me 

The throb might be in my Own head I wanted so much to 
hear at that } could be che ating my selt 

But no there could be no mistake | stood upright and 
tried to control my trembling exultation 

Paul at's ahve! I scooped the dog up in my arms It wis 
ı hmp weight, but I laughed madly over it and felt a wild 
desire to give it a pet name because it hid behaved so well 
Good dog good dog'I sud ‘We ve done it’ 


2 


There was a considerable lag between the cardiac reaction 
ind the frst visible signs of hfe Paul took the dog from me, 
wanting to share m my jubilation just as he had so devotedly 
shared in my work, and carried it downstairs to the sitting 
room He laid the dog on the floor, and we drank a glass of 
brandy while waiting for it to get up on its fect I was alarmed 
by its continuing stillness, but Paul pointed our that some 
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time would be necessary for the first heartbeats to circulate 
life through the body once mote 

‘In itself,” he said eagerly, ‘this opens up magnificent possi- 
bilines Suppose that we could delay or prolong that period in 
which the body presumably remains dead while the heart is 
alive - then we'd hive a hving body with only the barest hfe 
spark present Think what that would mean when it came to 
performing major surgery! It would save hundreds of lives, 
reduce shock to a minimum — no loss of blood ° He was 
beside himself with yoy ‘Victor, the medical federation mects 
in Berne next month Can we have our piper ready by then” 

Ac our teet the dog stirred It shuddered along its whole 
length and then lazily hited its head As we watched. ar 
thumped its tail twe Phen u began to stagger to its fect 

‘Do you think we can?’ Paul persisted 

‘We could, Isad, but we're not going to’ 

‘But why nor? There isn’t another meeting of this scale for 
another veat Why wut thir long? 

I was consctous of a twinge of disappointment He had 
been a tuthtul ally and had shirked nothing, but now that 
success was within our gasp he showed himsclt too muve in 
his enthustism Whit we had done so tir was nothing to 
what we could vet do We had only just started Phe doos 
was open now was the time to go through ind find what Hay 
beyond I had had my own moments of impatience, but these 
were now conguered I knew what came nest and I knew thit 
it required care and concentration We had discovered the 
source of life itself and had used it to restore 1 creature that 
was dead It was a tremendous discovery which was not ready 
co be shared We must move on to the next stage 

‘It’s not enough just to bring a dead animal back to hfe, J 
said The dog snifted ar me and then went to Paul, who 
patted it affectionately as though he had owned it for years 
‘We must create from the beginning. We must build up ow 
own creature build it up from nothing, if necessary Other 
wise we have accomplished only half the task we set 
ourselves ° 

‘Build ? He was baffled ‘Build what” 

‘The most complex thing known to man,’ [ sad ‘Man 
himself. Lers not concern ourselves with side issues such as 
operational techniques. We must create a human being.’ 
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‘Victor, this has gone to your head. Let’s talk tomorrow 
and -~ 

‘A man with perfect physique,’ I said. ‘With the mature 
brain of a genius. Everything planned and perfect. We can do 
it. Don’t you see ?’ 

In all these years I had seen no indication that he was 
anything but a devoted man of sctence. Now he revealed 
unsuspected doubts - the doubts of an ordinary superstitious 
mortal. 

‘What you're saying is madness - a revolt agaist nature. 
Such a thing can end only m evil.’ 

‘Come now, Paul.’ | forced myself to be patient with him. 
‘You haven’t shown any scruples up to now. As for revolting 
against nature, haven't we done so already and succeeded? 
Isn’t a thing that’s dead supposed to be dead for all time? Yet 
we brought it back to hfe.’ 

Phe dog confirmed this by hiking his band. Paul looked 
down. Phe rasp of that rough tongue seemed to convince him 
more than my words did. He nodded to himself. 

I went on: ‘We hold in the palms of our hands such secrets 
as have never been dreamed of Nature puts up her own 
barriers to confine the scope of man, but over and over again 
these barriers have been surmounted or thrust farther back. 
We have pushed them back. We are in a great tradition, Paul. 
Chere’s nothing to stop us now.” 

With that wry smile l knew so well, admitting rueful 
defeat, he asked: ‘What do vou want to do? 

‘First,’ | said, ‘we need the framework the body. Whatever 
adaptitions may be necessary. that basic material i$ our 
starting pont. Last week they hanged a man in Inglestadt. He 
was a highwayman who'd been terrorizing the countryside tor 
months. As a warning to others his body has been left on a 
gibbet just outside the town. Tell stay there until it rots... or 
untilit’s stolen.” 

For a moment | thought Paul was about to protest again, 
Then he raised his glass. We were partners again imn our 
splendid enterprise. 

It would have suited me very well to ride out at once and 
claim the body of the robber, but we had worked deep into 
the night and were both exhausted. Paul made up a comfort- 
able bed for the dog from an old blanket in the corner of the 
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laboratory, and then we made our own way to bed I lay 
awake for a long time, too tired and, at the same time, too 
ecstatic to sleep 

The following day my thoughts were occupied entirely by 
the next crucial step Rising late, I checked that the dog was 
still alive and healthy, and decided that in a day or two ıt 
must be turned loose Let it go back to its startled owners if it 
wished! Having a dead dog concealed in my house was no 
great problem, having a live one padding about the place 
would certainly arouse some conjecture I wondered, with 
excitement rather than apprehension, how we would cope 
with the problem of a newly created man when that arose 

Justine tried to fondle me as I passed along the first floor 
landing during the course of the afternoon I brushed her off 
She was growing much too forward for my liking She be 
longed to the darkness and to the hours of my choice I was 
disturbed to sce signs of a brash familiarity and even arrogance 
in her manner 

The rebuff brought a dark frown to that usually pert, 
provocative fice Then she laughed none too agreeably 

‘You'll be more friendly comghr, Pll be bound 

‘Tonight I’m busy," I said 

‘Busy? She was alert at once ‘You and your fiend are 
bringing village girls into the house 1s that it?’ 

‘No, Justine,’ I said ‘No We shall be working And now 
go and do the same '’ 

The sulky pout of her lower lip, so cntrancing at the right 
moment, now had the sinister quahty of a threat Bur she still 
knew the sound of an order when she heard it tn my voice 
She flounced away 

She was beautitul — yet not, deplorable as it may seem to 
some, as beautiful in my eyes as the corpse that swung from 
the gibbet by the roadside that night 

Paul and I took a horse and cart by 1 roundabout route to 
the scene of the execution We had a ladder in the cart. and it 
was a matter of minutes to set this up and for me to climb up 
and cut through the rope from which dangled the robber, 
twisting gently in the cool mght breeze [he body fell neatly 
into the cart, where Pau! straightencd it out and covered ıt 
with sacking We drove back to the house 

In the brightness of the laboratory the dead rogue was not 
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an attractive sight. I was delighted to have him, but far from 
impressed by his appearance The birds hadn’t wasted any 
time they had started on his eyes and then demolished one 
side of his face 

The head was of no use anyway My idea was to create a 
perfect human being, and it had never been part ot the plan 
that we should use the defective head and brain of a subnormal 
personality I reached for a knife and turned the body over on 
the table 

‘What arc you going to do?” asked Paul 

I showed him Our recent experiments had given me some 
surgical skill, and it wis a comparatively simple matter to cut 
off the head of the corpse Once I glanced up to see if Paul 
was interested in my anatomical knowledge, and caught him 
with a mixture of horror and amazement on his tace 

With the same knife E sheared off a piece of sacking and 
wrapped the hiad in it F held it away trom me so that blood 
would not seep through and drop on to my clothes, and then I 
crassed the laboratory and dropped the head into the wad 
tank The empty evo sockets sawned at me as the head rolled 
over ind settled on the bottom 

It would not take long before skin and bone were eaten 
way Less ome than it would have taken the birds In a few 
minutes there would be no trace 

‘Now, Paul’ PE had to yar him out of his trance *1 hand 
with his clothes af vou please ’ 

| was cager to see the Condition of the rest of the body Paul 
was rather fasudious about it all, and I sensed his reluctance 
s we stripped the filthy rigs trom the stinking cadaver lo 
me this was still a glorious object not because of its present 
deplorable state but because of its potentialities 

Together we washed down the body and then wrapped it in 
bandages from head to roe o1, rather from neck to toe As 
we lifted it into the specially prepared tank, | could not help 
shuddering My shudders were ditferent trom Pauls hts were 
those of a squeamish sentmentalist, mme arose trom aesthetic 
considerations The brute s hands were really too Coarse to be 
contemplated With such clod-hopping hands he could hardly 
have been anything other thin ı robber, except perhaps a 
gorilla, 

We lowered the swathed form into the fluid and 1 studied 
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the splayed fingers and venous discoloration with mounting 
distaste. This was not how I had visualized my creation. But I 
had been prepared for deformities and the need for alterations. 
A head, new limbs — carefully chosen, they would contribute 
to the final unity of which I would be master. 

Paul said: ‘Victor, I don’t think we should continue with 
this. We should wait and discuss our findings with the Federa- 
tion. If anything ~’ 

‘Hands,’ 1 sard. | wanted him to concentrate on the essential 
things and forget his ludicrous scruples. ‘Where shall we find 
the right hands ?” 

‘Listen to me, Victor.’ 

But I had no intention of listening. I was not to be deterred. 
After so many frustrations, everything was going well for us 
now. Only a coward would turn back. | hurried him out of 
the laboratory and sent him off to bed with instructions to lie 
awake and think about the difficulties presented to us by this 
unsuitable corpse. I tried to make a joke of it, but hts usual 
reluctant smile was not forthcoming. 

In the morning I sull knew that | was right. And among my 
correspondence was an item which | could take only as an 
omen. It was the printed announcement of the death of 
Bardello, the world’s greatest sculptor, in Dresden. He had 
been a great friend of my father, who had helped him with 
two or three commissions carly in his career. A memorial 
service was to be held tomorrow. It would undoubtedly be a 
magnificent affair, complete with florid eulogies, and [ decided 
that I would not go; then, after a brief reflection, 1 decided 
that { would go. 

It would be a tragedy should the hands of the most gifted 
sculptor of our ume be left to rot below ground, 

There was another communication announcing a death. 
This was less formal. It was a letter from my cousin Elizabeth 
telling me that her mother, my Aunt Sophie, had passed on. 
To this funeral ceremony I was also invited. I could not 
combine the two of them, and I knew which was the more 
important to me. | therefore wrote to Elizabeth before [ set 
out for Dresden, expressing my grief at my aunt's death and 
regretting thar it would be impossible for me to attend the 
interment, dearly as { should have loved to do so. I also 
invited Elizabeth to come and stay with me. It would be a 
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good thing to have her in the house ıt had been taken for 
granted from our childhood that we would one day marry, 
and if this were made tactfully clear to Justine ıt would go 
some way to diluting that arrogance of hers Besides, it was 
time I married With so many more absorbing problems in my 
mind, I devoted little time to the running of the household, 
and ıt would be a good thing for the staff to have a woman tn 
the place organizing such matters 

Now I was in a hurry to leave There was no time to 
explam every detail to Paul and in any cise I felt it would be 
wiser not to tell him too much in advance 

‘Better not touch our friend in the laboratory while l'm 
gone,’ I said ‘Let him rest in peace while he can’ 

And then I lett Paul was bewildered by the speed of all 
this If he thought to ask why [ was going to Dresden, it was 
not until after I had gone 

lhe business took me longer than I had anticipated T had 
to proceed from one little bit of bribery to another and the 
more protracted the operation, the more danger there was of 
someone talking The pomp surrounding the occasion did not 
help One might almost have thought that a resagning monarch 
had died At last however. when the fuss had died down and 
the attunuon of the publi turned from the dead Bardello to 
some new fad, | was tble to accomplish my mussion At dead 
of mght two men went out ind returned with the hinds of 
Bardello 

l hurried back to Switzerland 

l triod to imagine Paul's face when | broke the news to him 
But more than that, I tried to imagine the corpse in the tank 
ind how very different it would look when these magnificent, 
sensitive hands had heen grafted to its arms 

Phe last mile was the longest I urged the coachman on 
With a tiring journey behind me 1 was nevertheless eager to 
get co work at once [ft it meant staving up all night I wanted 
to set things in train 

With the precious parcel under my arm I marched across 
the hall and threw open the door of the salon ! was very 
nearly tempted to unwrap the parcel and throw the hands 
down triumphantly before Paul 1 was glad I had restrained 
myself, for he was not alone A beautiful young woman was 
sitting by the window As I burst in she was saying 
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‘Yes, Pve come to live here. This is to be my home.’ 

‘Live here ” gasped Paul. ‘But that’s... 

Then they both turned towards me. 

‘Victor. Flizabeth rose and crossed the room. She was as 
graceful as I had predicted she would be. Her beauty had the 
fragile yet firm quality of fine porcelain, but whereas porcelain 
1s fixed, set, hard-surtaced, she was alive and volatile. 

‘Tm glad you gor here safely,” [sant We shook hands very 
formally. I fancy she expected me to kiss her cheek, but | was 
already thinking and moving beyond her. ‘Paul, you must 
come and see what I’ve got A treasure, | assure you - a real 
treasure! 

Elizabeth tell back a step, disappointed I gave her a quick 
smile and she tried to seem at case. My social graces had 
perhaps suffered in the years of seclusion and devotion to the 
task in hand With Justine | had needed no social graces bor 
this reason as well it would be good to have my cousin here 
With Elizabeth I could learn again she would, I flattered 
myself, hnd me a charnung companion when | chose to be so 

But now there were more urgent demands on my time 

‘We'll see you at dinner, my dear,’ I said. 

Paul glanced at her as though unsure of his own responsibil- 
ity - whether to stay and provide her with socal chit chat or 
whether to come with me 

I left him in no doubt [said “Shall we go to the laboratory, 
Paul” 

With an apologetic smile he left Flizabeth and tollowed me 
up the stairs. When we were in the laboratory U indicated that 
he should lock the door, and then | unwrapped the parcel. 

‘What about these” Have you ever seen anything so 
beautiful ”” 

He started as the long, powerful fingers were revealed. yet 
even as he stared at them there was a certain remoteness in 
his manner. He appeared to have something more important 
on his mind. But what could be more important than this? 

‘Where did you get them ?’ he asked abstractedly. 

I told him, without giving too urcumstantial an account of 
the methods I had employed. When I had fimshed he said - 

‘Victor, do you realize what this means ?’ 

‘It means,’ I said, ‘that our friend in the tank will be reborn 
with the finest hands ever possessed by any man.’ 
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‘I was referring to the arrival of your cousin We can’t 
continue with this experiment not here anvway 

‘Whit are you talking about ? 

‘Hlizabeth She might find out ’ 

‘What if she docs” Pcould see no cause for alarm in this 

‘She's young Her mind will be incapable of standing up to 
such a shock Victor, you don’t realize the horror of what 
vou re doing At first | was blind to it myself 

And now ? 

‘While vou wate awav I decided that [ would not continue 
with this capermment hope oan convince vou thar Pm right 
ind make you change vour mind too 

His chance of doing that was small T trned to make him sce 
roson ‘Iin six months’ cme vou I rogorc in the fact that you 
hdped me present this ichicvement to the world Yow ll 
become as famous as FE wall 

‘No Victor be sud Infamous I wont help vou an 
mote And I bescech vou to give this up oat not for your own 
sake ther tor the sake of chat girl 

fe was cvident thit my dchehttul cousin had made 1 strong 
impression on ham f had not resed that he could be so 
succpuble Jn an cade vout to shike him out of this mood | 
sud 

Come dong Pi help me to gratt these hinds on ft will 
be Pisaniuup te see how they rake 

Hie made no move to follow me te the tink Cant you 
understand, Em nor going to help you my mere And I shall 
us to maike Elyabeth le ive here ` 

He was really disappointing! nuse With his bourgeois 
background, he could of course not understand how such 
matters were arranged in famthes hke ours Elvabeth would 
listen to me rather than to him and she would certainly not 
leave here Lhere were some cxphinaitioas which would soon 
have to be made to Paul, bur u this moment 1 was in no 
mood for dissertitions of that hind Tsiid 

‘It vou really mean chat vou re not going to help me, vou d 
better leave me lone 

He went to the door, then hesttated 

‘Victor 

‘It ’'m to work on my own’ [ said, ‘shart have time to 
spare for dinner Every hour that’s wasted means a possible 
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deterioration in these hands Make my excuses to Flizabeth, 
will you?” 

He went out I took off my jacket and turned towards the 
bandaged shape in the tank I half expected Paul to return 
How could he posstbly resist ? But he didn't come back 

I wondered what he and Fltzabeth would find to talk 
about. 


It took me the better part of two hours to make the first 
attachment and submerge it in the tank The speeded-up 
revivification of the tissues brought about by the fluid would 
now establish a firmer growth, and in due course the magnetic 
process would stimulate the entire organism But that must 
wait there were many faults yet to be corrected in this body 

Letting myself sink on to the laboratory stool after that 
concentrated effort over the tank, I realized that | was dizzy 
with exhaustion If | was to go on working into the mighr, I 
needed coffee I could go tor a long time without food, but 
not without the stimulus of black coffee 

Flizabecth and Paul should have finished dinner by now It 1 
went down l would be in time to take a cup from the tray 
And perhaps when he saw the gleam in my eves Paul would, 
after all, find himself making excuses to follow me back to 
the laboratory 

I went along the landing and down the stans The door of 
the dining room was open and J could hear the murmur of 
voices as I descended Suddenly Paul’s rose in a plea that 
brought me to a halt 

‘Leave this house at once It won’t be safe here ’° 

‘Not safe?” came Flizabeth’s quiet but surprised response 
‘But Victor will be here ’ 

‘It’s because of Victor Pm asking you to leave He 1s 
conducting a series of experiments which could be extremely 
dangerous ’ 

I was on the verge of hastening down the rest of the flight 
and into the dining room to cut short this disloyalty Then I 
heard Elizabeth’s calm voice, and noted with approval the 
tinge of reproach in it 
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‘I don’t think Victor would have invited me here if he had 
thought I would be in any danger ’ 

‘He doesn’t realize himself just what risks he is taking ’ 

‘What are these experiments ”” 

‘You wouldn’t understand them ’ 

‘Tm sure | would I could try, anyway Please tell me ’ 

‘Tcan’t’ 

‘Then I shall have to ask Victor If lam to marry him ~ 

‘Marry him" Paul’s reaction was an absurd shout 

‘We are engaged, said Flizabeth coolly I foresaw that she 
was going to make an admirable wife Her dignity and tranguil- 
lity would suit me very well ‘It was agreed years ago between 
Victor and my mother ’ 

‘But you've hardly seen him in recent years You can’t 
know anything about him ° 

‘It has always been my dearest wish to marrv him,’ she 
said, ‘and 1 shall do all that is in my power to be a worthy 
wife to him `° 

There was a silence Paul broke it with an appeal that had 
lost all its force ‘I still say that vou must leave here 

He heard footsteps along the passage just as IE did Justine 
walked into the dining room I stayed where I was, now more 
gratified than angered by what [ had just overheard 

‘Shall I take the master’s dinner up, do vou think, sir? 
Justine asked 

‘He may be ready for something by now,’ Paul agreed 
‘Leave n outside the door ` 

‘Of course, Herr Krempe | always do ` 

I turned and went swifth back to the laboritory When 
Justine ame to the door some minutes later, she rapped 
twice, but I refused to answer She stood there for a few 
minutes It was not the first time she had done this Whether 
she eapected me to come out to her or whether she wanted a 
glimpse into the laboratory | could not tell whichever it 
might be, she obtained no satisfaction 

That night I worked until dawn and then stole a few hours’ 
sleep With some reluctance | forced myself to spend part of 
the afternoon with Elizabeth discussing our future The reluc- 
tance faded somewhat after I had confirmed my orginal 
opinion that she was a serious, intelligent, well-balanced 
young woman She made no stickily romantic protestations, 
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and expected none ın return In her face I read both affection 
and respect, mingled in what I considered the ideal propor 
tions. We had no need to discuss family or financial problems 
since we were both familar with all the cumifications of the 
Frankenstein lineage and estates We were two sensible adults 
it had been established vears ago that we should marry and 
we had no quariel with this arrangement A decent penod 
would be allowed after her mother’s death, and then we 
would have a simple ceremony to which, unfortunately, it 
would be necessary to mvite one senile uncle and two remote 
cousins Elizabeth would then be mistress of the household I 
made it plain that, so far trom objecting to her rehearsing this 
role betore we were married, | would take it as a favour It 
would take the weight off my shoulders and enable me to 
concentrate on my own work 

‘This work of yours,’ she sud tentatively ‘is at very 
unusual?” 

I knew that, provoked by Paul she had been about to use 
another word, but wis too noble to do so 

‘Very unusual,’ [said 

‘You are not in any danger ¢ 

I swear that she phrased che question sincerely Tt was the 
possibility of danger to me rither than to herself that con 
cerned her 

‘None,’ Foard ‘And when the work is completed, you shall 
be the frst to share in my triumph ’ 

She accepted this sweetly, without demur 

Acceprince did not, howeves, come casily to Justine Ip 
Elivabeth’s presence she grew surly, though was never so 
insolent as to necessitate her dismissal Elizabeth assumed 
that the girl had been uscd to taking many decisions for 
herself and was finding it difficult to adjust to a new regime 
She was patient with her 

Bur Justine was not patient One night when I had worked 
late in the laboratory and was on my way to my bedroom, she 
materialized suddenly from the shadows in a corner and fling 
her arms round me They were strong, demanding arms She 
wore only a flimsy shift, and when I touched her I felt a 
tremor of urgent desire run through that body which I knew 
so well 

She breathed ‘Victor 
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‘How many times must Í tell you -° 

‘Baron, then,” she whispered derisively ‘Herr Baron ’ 

‘That’s better’ I had made it a rule that she should always 
address me this way The last thing I wanted was for her to 
tall so much into the habit of using my Christan name that 
she would one day blurt it out when others were present 

She said ‘How much longer is this to go on” 

Her hinds were digging into my neck and vet she was 
holding herselt away from mi, not so much tantalizing me as 
waiting until something issi ntnl was sud between us 

Iwasan no mood tor her tonight Isud ‘How long is what 
going on?’ 

Mecting hke this in dark corridors Making love in secret 
Treating me as a servant, beneath vour nonce m daylight 
When are vou going to marry me? 

It was m ourragcous question I sufled 1 contemptuous 
laugh She had given me many hours ot pleasure and I had no 
wish to be discourteous But this w as really too rbsurd 

I end to tree myself from her arms, but she held on ‘W hat 
mikes vou think I would contemplate marrying vou” 

‘Things vou have sad to me In the night And’ nov she 
pr ssed herself against me this 

Only the most strong willed man could hive resisted that 
wom Her cvety movement wis so well known to me that 
t immediately suggested all the tollowmg movements and I 
knew from experience that my memories of her never lived up 
to the reality I was helplessly drawn on I kissed her Our 
mouths tought savagely together, ind she laughed Then, with 
i typical change Of mood, she weenched her he id away and 
sud tartly 

‘Herr Baron Victor This woman -what is she doing here > 

‘Are you palous ” I asked 

‘No’ [hen she snorted and sud ‘Yes ves, | im jealous 
She 1s not your mistress, that pale creature? No, she could not 
le It I thought she was 

‘On the contrary, Justine,” Esad ‘she is to be your mistress 
It is your duty to serve my cousm Flizabeth and see to her 
every need just as thoroughly as you have mine ’ 

I expected an explosion, but what 1 had just said struck her 
as being funny, and at once she was warm and laughing 

‘Oh, no,’ she spluttered ‘I think not, Herr Baron’ 
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‘In a different way, of course,’ I said, bringing on further 
laughter. 

‘Of course,’ she said. 

And we fumbled our way to my bedroom, where she 
proved to me that I was not as tired as I had thought 

Elizabeth suspected nothing of this She had led a formal, 
somewhat restricted life, and took ıt for granted that life 
elsewhere - ın her own soual circle, at least followed the 
same prescribed pattern Gently and with admirable tact she 
took over the reins of management Nothing was said about 
her eventually ceasing to be merely my cousin and becoming 
my wife This was no business of the servants They would 
be told when it was appropriate to tell them For myself, | 
was not looking forward to breaking the news to Justine 
Whatever she might suspect, she was stil mercifully con 
scious enough of her own position to keep her curiosity 
within bounds Once or twice she began to edge towards 
some awkward questions, bur | silenced her in the most 
effective way I knew which was pleasurable for both ot 
us. 

There were no people in our own circle to Whom we made 
any announcement or even gave any hints Ihis was simply 
because no such circle existed Paul had left the house, still 
firmly refusing to assist me im any further developments, and 
had settled in the village This perturbed me shghtly It was 
amusing that he should have a quixotic desire to watch over 
Elizabeth, but not so amusing that he should be, as it were, on 
my doorstep, ready to give away our secrets to others if the 
mood took hım [here was nobody else to pry into my 
personal or working hfe We visited nobody and invited 
nobody I could manage happily without company If Fliza 
beth felt lonely, she did not complain. Since her mother had 
never been able to afford to entertain lavishly, the girl was 
probably used to occupying herself without the need for the 
chatter of others 

Her only complaint was that she saw so httle of me | 
spent what time I could with her, but f could not have been a 
very gay companion All my thoughts were wrapped up in 
my experiments, and of these I could not speak to Elza- 
beth. There must be no false alarms raised at this stage. Only 
when the creature was complete and I could present it as an 
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accomplished fact, justifying all my labours, would I let her 
into all my secrets 

I had discovered that the robber had had a defective right 
ankle, and as his feet were over large in any case this meant 
replacing both of them to get a decent result I made a trip to 
a charnel house in a canton many miles away I was taking 
no chances near home Then there was the question of the 
head It took me several weeks to find a good specimen — and 
a specimen which was accessible - and then the eyes were in 
poor condition A lot of intensive work was still to be done 

Leaving the house for anv length of time worried me I took 
the most stringent precautions to ensure that no one could get 
into my laboratory, but at the back of my mind was always 
the fear that some accident would happen there would be a 
hre and someone might break the door down or find traces of 
my work inthe ruins and the mere idea of 1 fire destroy ing 
all that work was in itself a nightmare 

One day I received word from the keeper of a charnel 
house whom I hid promised to pay well tor such a notifica- 
uon thar af | made haste F could chum 1 pair of eves before 
deterioration st in E hastily took my small bag and madc 
reidy to set out 

‘Youre going away again’ said khizabeth wisttully 

‘Pil be back tomorrow evening, I assured her 

‘Twas hoping you would help me in checking the household 
acounts ’ 

“They re your department, I said, winting to make it clear 
that [had complete tuth m her I'm sure vou'll handle them 
idmirably ` 

‘Bue ld like you to see them I'd hke your assistance with 
them 

‘You'll be asking soon if vou can help me with my 
experanments ` 

It was a rash thing to siy Her tace brightened ‘I would,’ 
she said ‘Td hhe that more than anything in the world ° 

Perhaps one day she would be the helper I needed. It was a 
fascinating concept She looked so teminine and so fragile, yet 
there was a toughness in her loyalty and devotion that could 
make her worthier than Paul had been 

The mere thought of Paul irritated me He was a coward. 
Petty though it might seem, there were times when | felt that 
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above all else I wanted to prove to him that I had been right 
all along and, furthermore, that I had been able to attain my 
goal without his assistance. 

I went to collect the eyes. 

They made a beautiful pair. The man who removed them 
from the corpse had done so with skill. They were just what I 
needed. 

‘Not often we get them perfect in here,’ the keeper confided. 
‘Eyes is generally the first to go.” He looked at me anxiously. 
“Well, sir - what do you think ?' 

‘They'll do,’ I said. He was still watching as | took coins 
from my pocket. ‘Ten. we said, didn’t we ”” 

‘Each, he nodded. 

I was grateful to him for finding these excellent speci- 
mens, but not so grateful thar I was prepared to be 
cheated. 

‘The pair, I said. 

He shrugged. ‘The pair, just like you said.’ 

I packed them very carefully, and headed back to my home 
and that laboratory under the roof where the miraculous was 
soon to be made feasible. 

It was dark when I arrived. I was glad of this. It made ıt 
easier for me to go straight to work without having to make 
polite excuses or waste time in conventionalites. 

Two days later I was unable to resist the impulse to send a 
message to the village asking Paul Krempe to call. 

He came up at once. When he was shown in I saw that he 
was prepared for some alarming news. There was possibly a 
trace of disappointment in his expression when he saw that, 
far from wishing to give him news of a disaster or of a change 
of mind on my part, }] was in a cheerful, confident frame of 
mind. 

‘You wanted to see me?’ He was curt, immediately on the 
defensive. 

Nothing would have given me greater pleasure than to have 
us both back on our old footing. ‘It’s been a long time since 
you’ve been to see us, Paul,’ I said affably. “You know you're 
always welcome here.’ 

‘I told you f wouldn’t help you.’ He wasn’t gomg to give an 
inch. 

‘Then why continue to live in the neighbourhood ?’ I could 
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not restrain the gibe: ‘Do you think you’re better qualified 
than I to keep watch over Elizabeth ” 

He refused to rise to this, but said simply ‘What 1s it you 
want?’ 

| suggested that he came upstams to the laboratory It was a 
long time since he had set foot in it He hesitated, but his 
curiosity was too great for him Together we went upstairs. 

As I opened the door and waved him tn, I said ‘Haven't 
vou found it difficult keeping away, just guessing what I was 
doing, never knowing how well I was getting on? I've decided 
to let you see my progress You can judge for yourself 
whether I shall succeed or not’ 

With obvious trepidation he approached the tank He was 
longing to be confronted by a failure He was scared not of 
suicntific mysteries but of the chance that | was on the right 
lines He of all people should have known how hitle doubt 
there was of this 

Mv robber lay in the fluid, no longer as he had been when 
Paul left but with 1 head, new hands, and new feet His head 
was turned towards our side of the tank, and his eyes, perfect 
but sull sightless, stared fixedly our at us Soon they would be 
animated Soon there would be emotion and recognition in 
them 

Sall Paul said nothing At last I asked ‘What do vou think 
ot him ” 

‘Ies horrible, he muttered 

I was surprised that he should be so unsuentific about the 
whole aftair I had to admit that my creature's tace was not 
very pretty yet there had been a great deal of gratung and 
stitching involved, and the scars were not vet healed But the 
features were not important What mattered was that | had 
created a being which would hve and breathe 

‘Victor,’ said Paul earnestly, ‘l appeal to you once more to 
stop what vou're doing before it’s too late ’ 

‘But what am I doing? Nothing wrong, ’ 

He looked at the suspended, floating creature with revul- 
sion. “You see nothing wrong in that that assembly? That 
concoction of fragments, culled from God knows where .. ’ 

[ said: Tm harming nobody by robbing a few graves. What 
scientist or doctor doesn’t? How else are we to learn the 
complexities of the human animal?’ 
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‘Doctors rob for the eventual good of mankind. This can 
end in nothing but evil ° 

‘Look’ ~ I was patient with him because it was important 
to me that he above all others should understand and apptove 
— ‘| admit he isn’t a particularly handsome specimen at 
present But the facial expression 1s Conditioned by the «charac 
ter which hes beneath at A benevolent mind will gradually 
soften the outlincs and show through An evil mind creates an 
evil face What we have here is nothing yer But it will be 
something soon something splendid For this a bram of 
gemus will be used, and when the brain starts to function 
within the tiame then the fertures will assume wisdom and 
nobility I'm at the last stage but ome, Paul the bram A 
brain of supenor intellect, with a lhfetime of knowledge al 
ready behind it Imagine it my creature will be born complete 
with a fund of knowledge such as tikes decades of arduous 
study to acquire ’ 

‘Victor, where’s this braim to come from” 

Esav that he was, alas, nor to be musted At this final stige 
[ would have welcomed his help But it would not be offered 
and so | must not say too much of my plins 

Toad ‘Pi getat? 


4 


Elizabeth was overjoyed when L suggested that we should 
break our austere rouune by inviting a distinguished guest for 
a few days’ stay She laughed when I went on to say that I 
was referring to Professor Bernstein. Europe's greatest living 
physicist, and accused me of offering this hospitality only 
because I wanted to drag the old man off to my laboratory 
and pick his brains I thought this was a singularly unfortunate 
way of putting it, but did not say so l merely assured her that 
Í had no intention of asking the Professor into the laboratory 
We worked in different fields 1 wanted to talk to him on 
general topics, and since I had heard from many mutual 
fnends that he had lost none of the charm and breadth of 
interests which I remembered from a meeting some vears 
previously, I thought Elizabeth, too, would find him a stimulat 
ing visitor 
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Professor Bernstein certainly showed no signs of age. He 
was a spry, twinkling little man with a massive head of spiky 
white har His conversation ranged frecly and effortlessly 
over every subject known to civilized man, and on every topic 
he was both witty and protound J also envied him his 
unforced courtesy he had a gift for enchanting a woman, and 
bhivabeth glowed in his presence Once or twice he shook his 
head enviously at me I was pleased by this and by picturing 
the well matched Couple which Flizabeth and ] would make 

I pled the old man with wine unul his tongue wagged more 
and more animatcdly tf lizabceth sull enjoyed every word, but | 
saw that she was a trifle perturbed by the amount I had given 
our guest 

He begin to make rather arch teferences to the joys which 
awaited a voung couple hke us fo my sutprise Lhzabeth 
neatly turned these remarks against me The snmulus of 
having another man, even an cldedhy one. being so irtentive to 
her had evidently given har courage 

Tfr, she sad? ‘thar the only time we spend together will 
be umes like this, when we have 1 guest ’ 

"My dear young lady 

‘Your presence at dinner tonight, sard Flizabeth, ‘ensures 
Victor's presence It vou were not here he would be in his 
laboratory He stays thet. for hours on end Often he doesn’t 
cat, and l'm sure he doesnt sleep I for one think the world 
would be a better plice without research at least, my world 
would ` She took the edge off her words by a gentle smile in 
my direction, but there was no doubt that she meant them 

Protessor Bernstein sat back and looked at me with owlish 
gravity “She may be right, Baron One can spend too much ot 
one’s hte locked in stuffy rooms seeking out obscure truths - 
searching, researching, until one 1s too old to enjoy life.’ 

Fhzabeth was delighted. ‘You sce, Victor! Lhe Protessor ts 
on my side.’ 

l had to take it in good part ‘You’ve let me down badly, 
Professor Now I shall have } livabeth quoting you every time 
she wants me to leave my work and idle away the time with 
her ’ 

‘Indeed you shall.” vowed Elizabeth. ‘I shall say, “Victor, 
you’re only a little suentist and I’m not going to listen to you. 
On the authority of the greatest brain in Europe you must 
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leave your stuffy laboratory and come out into the sunshine 
with me ””’ 

She, too, was growing somewhat light-headed I didn’t 
want this to go too far, but at the same time I had no wish to 
appear churlish 

‘You see, Professor,’ I said, ‘how women twist our words 
to suit their own ends She will be happy only if | give up my 
work entirely ’ 

‘Is the world ready for the revelations her scientists make?’ 
Seriousness struggled through Bernstein’s genial manner All 
at once he was verv sober and very intense ‘There 1s 1 great 
difference between knowing that a thing 1s so and knowing 
how to use that knowledge 1o use it for the good of mankind 
The trouble with us scientists is that we quickly tire of our 
discoveries We hand them over to pcople who are not ready 
for them because we are in a hurry to get on to the next thing 
~ which will be mishandled in just the same way, when the 
time comes ’ 

This struck me as being an irrationally pessimistic view 
Taken to its logical conclusion it would lead to the abandon 
ment of research altogether 1 hoped Professor Bernstein 
wasn’t getting senile I wanted a great mind, not a decaying 
one 

Gradually the conversation slowed and took on a drowsy 
note Flizabeth, playing the part of hostess to perfection, 
knew exactly when to say ‘I fed we have cxhausred the 
professor ` 

‘No, no’ It was a sleepy protest ‘| have enjoyed every 
minute of this delightful evening ` But he suppressed a yawn 
— ‘I must contess that old age does bring with it an attendant 
weariness ° 

I got up ‘PH show you to your room ’ 

The Professor said goodnight to Elizabeth I escorted him 
out of the room and up the stairs He went very slowly, 
holding the banister rail 

‘Most enjoyable evening,’ he murmured as we mounted the 
stairs 

‘I really am most honoured to have you here, sit ’ 

‘Most grateful to you, my boy ’ He stopped tor a moment, 
breathing hard ‘You know I'm alone in the world To be a 
guest in someone’s home ~ especially such a charming home 
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as this ... such a wonderful atmosphere ... very precious to 
me.” 

‘You’re too kind, sir.’ I took his arm and helped him up the 
last few steps. Then I halted him, facing the painting at the 
top of the staircase. It had been bought half a century ago by 
my father, and illustrated the grisly anguish of a very early 
operauon | had thought it would interest the old man, and 
indeed he stooped and blinked to get a better view of it. ‘If 
you step back,’ I said, ‘you'll see it better ’ 

He stepped back. 

I got him firmly by the arm and flung him against the rail 

It was old, and I had ensured that it was none too secure at 
this point 

Professor Bernstein tried co shout, but I} was already yelling. 
‘Look out, Professor’ ~ my vore rose so that even at the back 
of the house they must have heard it - ‘look out! 

The rail gave way. Bernstein seemed to hang over the drop 
for an imrterminable second, and then he plunged to the 
marble floor below There was a crack as his head struck, and 
his arms and legs splayed out like those of a broken doll. He 
lay quite sull as Flizabeth rushed out and moaned with 
horror 

I hoped the impact had not dim aged hts br un 

Of course we were desolated by such a ghastly occurrence 
l wrote to Bernstem’s more distinguished colleagues, who 
were most sympathene and tully understood our grief The 
least Lcould do was to arrange a suitably noble tuncral for the 
great man, ind as he was the last of his tamily, with no living 
relatives, I suggested that his body should find its last resting 
place im the Frankenstein family vault: It was a gesture which 
met with gieat approbanon trom the visiting mourners 

I ensured that all these famous scholars and lecturers from 
Dresden should be sent on thar homeward way immediately 
after the ceremony I spared no expense they travelled in the 
greatest Comtort in the finest coach my stables could provide. 
They were overwhelmed. poor penurious pedants. The luxury 
of it blinded them to the fact that they were being rushed with 
unbecoming haste off the premises 

That night, when all was sull, I made my way to our family 
vault in the graveyard, complete with the tools | should need. 
I stood a lantern on a coffin which contained all that was left 
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of my great-grandfather, and began to prise open the newest 
coffin in the vault. It came away after a couple of minutes 
with a shriek of nails, and I looked down on the placid face of 
Professor Bernstein. Whatever contortion of fear might have 
twisted his face as he fell, it was smoothed away now. 

He could not have lived much longer in any case. Better 
that he should be dead and useful than alive and doddering 
cowards senility. 

I would have been able to work more efficiently in my 
laboratory, but I did not fancy carrying the corpse all that 
distance. I had come prepared for operations here, on the 
spot. In the steady hight of the lantern I set to work with a 
scalpel and carefully laid bare the Professor’s brain. 

It was fascinating to speculate how much of the actual 
personality would carry over with the brain itself. So much of 
our character 1s conditioned by outside stimuli and by the 
limitations, great or small, of our bodies and their functions, 
that one finds it hard to think of the brain as a detached, 
separate entity. Yet here it was. I lifted it reverently from the 
skull — a storehouse of knowledge, a hoard of wisdom from 
which the body of my creature would draw all chat it needed 
for further development, for developments so far undreamed- 
of. 

In my bag I had brought a jar. I lowered the brain into tt. It 
looked flabby and inanimate; but I knew what brilhant poten- 
tualities lay locked in it, and I was confident that I had the 
key. 

As I was putting the jar and my tools back in the bag, there 
was the faint scrape of a footstep on the stone treads down 
into the vault. I reached for the lantern, but it was too late. 
There was nowhere I could run. 

Paul Krempe came down the steps. 

‘I thought I'd find you here.’ 

‘Very intelligent of you,’ I said. ‘Now you've found me, 
what do you want?’ 

He stared at the open coffin I tarned towards the hd and 
began to settle it back in place. Paul said: ‘You killed the old 
boy, didn’t you? You killed him, and now you're mutilating 
his body.’ 

‘Mutilating 2’ [ scoffed. ‘I've removed the brain. There’s no 
question of mutilation.’ 
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‘I can’t prove you murdered him’ — Paul took a menacing 
step towards me - ‘but I can stop you using his brain.’ 

‘Why ? He has no further use forit He’ll be proud when ~’ 

Paul made a grab for the bag. ‘Give it to me’ 

I swung away from him, protecting my precious haul He 
tried to hold me with one hand while tugging at the bag with 
the other Without dropping the bag I was not free to fight 
back adequately — and I did not dare to drop such a fragile 
load 

‘Be careful, you fool" [cried ‘You'll damage tt’ 

He was 1 senseless, raving vandal He forced me back 
towards the wall of the vault As I rricd to beat him off with 
my free hand he seized me and shook me to ind tro The bag 
swung out, and then smacked back against the cdge of a stone 
shelf [There wis the sound of breiking glass 

[ struck Paul so furiously across the face that he rottcred 
backwards Ihen I looked down at the big Liquid oozed 
through n 

‘Get away from me,’ | shouted ‘Get out! Leave me alone 
Get off my land! And if you've damaged this if you've 
damaged ıt 

Phe thought was too appalling to contemplate F let out 1 
sob of rage Paul Krempe backed away He was really fright 
ened He stared at me fcartully as though I ind not he were 
the irresponsible maniac 

When he had gone I toished naihng down the coffin 
hurriedly, and then made my way as quickly as possible back 
to the house Fevarshly I unpacked the bag and lifted the 
brain trom the debris within It was so soft and malleable 
that one could hope it had escaped damage Then I found 
two Shivers of glass embedded in it The gashes were not deep 
All | could do was trust that thes had nor iffected essential 
tissue 

I worked almost unul dawn on the preparatory stages, and 
then slept tor a few hours I was iwakened by vores under 
my window One of them was Flizabeth’s I could visualize 
her strolling as she usually did in the gardin, breathing tn the 
morning air and adding a new decorative beauty to the 
garden She had ambitious plans tor that garden Perhaps 
even now she was giving instructions for a major reorganiza- 
tion here, a fresh splash of colour there 
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Then I identified the other voice. Ir belonged to Paul 
Krempe 

‘I’ve come to appeal to vou to leave here ’ 

The insolence of the man — coming up here from the village 
to poison the mind of my betrothed! I got out of bed and 
stood by the window, debating whether to ring for a lackey to 
throw him oft the land. 

‘Why should I leave here ” asked Elizabeth 

‘Now — this very minute, before it’s too late ’ 

‘Paul,’ she said in a troubled tone, ‘we've been through this 
before ’ 

I was pleased by the way she so firmly kept him in his 
place, but a little less pleased by a note of what I could onlv 
describe as intimacy in her voice, as though she were tond of 
the man and had cnjoyed many casy, pleasant hours in his 
company Perhaps 1 had neglected her [here had been too 
many opportunities in the past for them to be together 

‘Won’t you understand you’re in real danger?’ the traitor 
was urging her ‘What Victor is doing ts dangerous to cveryone 
in this house — perhaps to the whole nughbourhood ° 

‘Then why do you stay in this district?’ said Elizabeth 
‘You're not helping him any longer ` 

‘PH cell vou why I stay here T can’t bear to think of you in 
this house with him, unprotected When something gocs 
wrong 

‘Paul, belive me, vou're wrong about Victor’ 

‘Am I” he said bleakly 

‘You must be [know him so well - 

‘What do you know about his work? Have vou ever been 
in his laboratory ? No, you can’t possibly conceive the dreadful 
thing he’s proposing to do ’ 

What are you trying to sav to mc?” she challenged him 
‘That Victor is wicked insane” 

I looked down as they cmerged from the shadow of the 
house and stood on the lawn Ihe slanting sunlight struck 
flecks of gold from Elizabeth's hair She was standing, very 
stitfly and proudly 

Paul said ‘He 15 just so dedicated to his work that he can't 
see the terrible consequences that must result” He reached out 
and tred to touch her, but she drew herself away ‘I can’t 
bear the thought of any harm coming to you Fd do anything 
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not to hurt you both — Victor means more to me than perhaps 
he understands — but he ts so wrapped up 1n his experiments 
that —’ 

‘Stop it, Paul’ [here were tears in her voice ‘Please leave 
me Tthink — I think it would be better for you not to come 
here again ’ 

Paul, stricken, looked at her From where I stood I could 
not make out his expression, but I had few doubts about what 
i would show The presumptuous fool was in love with 
Fhzabeth His petty slurs on me were all designed to win her 
away from me He understood neither Elizabeth nor myselt 

Ehzabeth stood quite sall and warched him as he walked 
towards the drive and on to the main gates When he had 
disappeared, her shoulders sagged and there was a dejection 
in her whole manner which made me uneasy She must not let 
herself fecl too ready a sympathy tor the vbsurd min 

[ater that morning she asked me in a roundabout way 
what stage my experiments had reached I could have been 
innoved, knowing what had provoked this curiosity, but she 
spoke in such 1 wav thit there was nothing to wh h one 
could tike exception | assured ber that all was going well and 
that | was nearly finished At the end of the wech perhaps she 
would be able to see what I had been doing | was, m tact, so 
exhilaratcd by the prospect of forthcoming success that my 
happiness infected her, and she laughed without quite knowing 
why she was laughing The morning sunshine ind my obvious 
cheerfulness banished the dark forcbodings which Piul had so 
unscrupulously cucd to plant in her mind 


In the atternoon the skies grew darker Beyond the peaks 
there was a slow barrage of thunder The threat ot rain was 
suthcient to keep Elizabeth indoors She occupied herself with 
her embroidery while J, too, did a great deal of stitching 
though on somewhat ditferent material 

I worked through most of that mght and through the next 
day, when a sullen greyness lay on the mountains and the 
valley was sunk in gloom. Lightning flickered pale im the 
daylight, but rook on a new harshness as might began to fall. 
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Elizabeth and I dined together by candlelight She was glad 
that I was in a gay mood really, it was touching that she 
should depend so much on my smiles and approval Her only 
disappointment came when I said that I proposed to do 
several hours’ work ın the laboratory after coffee 

I was tempted to invite her to accompany me She should 
have the privilege of watching the final stages Then I decided 
against it Without deferring to any of Paul Krempe’s melodra 
matic accusations, I realized that an ordinary person might be 
shocked at first by the magnitude of what I was attempring 
Better to win the victory before boasting too loudly ! 

There was a vast difference between those two faces - the 
gentle face of Flizabeth and the seamed, unresponsive face in 
the tank Indeed, the contrast between the rooms themselves 
was a striking one Downstairs was the graciousness of a long 
tradition, the panelled beauty of high craftsmanship from a 
bygone world, here in my laboratory was a tangle of appara 
tus under a sloping roof, an accumulation of litter, all the 
suentific brashness of the new world — but one in which 
craftsmanship must still count 

There was a set of controls on the side of the tank itself, 
and a set which governed the magnetic impulses from a 
sparking wheel against the outer wall of the laboratory 
Originally the entre layout had been planned with a view to 
dual operation, but now that Paul was no longer playing a 
part I would have to manage on my own Some of the finer 
settings would be tricky However, I had enough confidence 
in my own alertness to feel that | could cope 

The creature lay there, passive, waiting Ihe body was 
strong, the hands and feet admirable, the head splendid in 
spite of the still unhealed scars And in that head one of the 
greatest brains in Europe was about to function again 

l slowly switched on the feed pipes to the tank, and a gentle 
bubbling began 

There was a flash of lightning It made me start back, 
fearing for a moment that there was a tault in the apparatus 
A clap of thunder, so far from alarming me, rcassured me | 
left the tank and set the generator wheel in motion so that the 
electro-chemical reaction could began 

I seemed myself to be vibrant with electric forces Whatever 
new avenues are opencd up in the future, whatever progress 1s 
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made ın the physical sciences, and whatever may come from 
work which I know 1s going on in England, for example, at 
this very moment, history must acclaim me as the true pioneer 
in the application of magneto-electriaty Without Davy’s theo- 
ries and demonstrations of galvanism I admit I could not have 
got so far in such a short time, but without my own discover 
ies of the relationship between the life force and magnetic 
force, further developments would not be possible 

Now began the delicate business of balancing the various 
adjustments I darted to and fro between the tank and the 
controls of the sparking generator wheel It was infuriating A 
sight increase at one could mean the most minute alteration 
to the other The dual controls ought to hive been operated 
by Paul and myself, snapping instructions to and fro Unless I 
could maintain 1 perfect balance, the experiment would not 
succeed 

The chemical input was surging and bubbling remorselessiv 
now There was no turning bach At least two hours of 
intense concentration lay ahead of me The power pulses had 
to be injected with unfaltering regularity I had to turn myself 
mto an automaton but in automaton capable of checking 
ind rechecking, thinking fist and acting without hesitation, 
going, from one control to the other, studying the body in the 
tank, pacing to and fro across the labor uory 

Lhe tind in the tank grew viscous, and the features were 
blurred Slowly the body rolled over like 1 man lazily, content 
cdlv swimming, 

But the reaction was not whit at ought to have been From 
our work on the dog I knew that at this stage there ought to 
he an appreciable convulsion there ought to be 1 sequence of 
minor jolts, as the body was stimulated by successive punches 
of power 

The timing was not exit enough No, thit is an unsientific 
way of capressing it There was no question of being ‘exact 
enough’ it had to be evact 

I made a swift, anguished caluulation The process could 
not be reversed or stopped But given thirty minutes - forty 
minutes at the outside ~ I could cut off the pulses and keep 
the chemical reaction at its lowest while I went for help 
[There was no other way [ had to have another pau of hands 
here. Once more the idea of Elizabeth crossed my mind, this 
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tıme as an assistant But even after the preliminary explana- 
tions and reassurances, | would still have to teach her the 
innumerable details It would be too late. The only man who 
could tall into the routine with the skill of long practice was 
Paul Krempe He had to be persuaded Faced with a crisis of 
this kind, surely I could rely on his scientific spirit ? 

I cut down the input and slowed the wheel to a stop Then 
I went swiftly but silently downstairs and out into the night 

The storm was drawing closer Lightning flickered along 
the mountain crags, its stabs of brightness as jagged as the 
peaks themselves I seized a cape and flung it over my shoul 
ders, then hurried down the footpath to the village 

I pounded on the door ot Paul’s lodging with a force that 
should have wakened the dead I felt that I was hammering 
life into that creature of mine I wanted to pick it up and 
shake it, beat vitality into ıt 

Paul, swathed in a heavy dressing gown, opened the door 
and stared 

Before he could speak, Isad ‘You've got to help me ’ 

‘You must be mad ’ 

‘The apparatus was constructed for dual operation You 
know that I thought | could work it myself, but I can’t ` 

‘Tm delighted,’ said Paul A flash of brightness trom behind 
me fell across his face, etching stern lines into it ‘That means 
your experiment will not succeed ’ 

‘It's got co succeed Paul, you're going co help me You 
must ` 

He shook his head 

I kept my vore down although I wanted to shout to the 
heavens It was intolerable that my years of application should 
go to waste now because of the stubbornness of this one man 

‘With so much at stake 

He turned as though to go back into the house I was 
desperate I would have to make whatever terms I could with 
him 

‘Paul,’ | implored him, “f you help me I promise that once 
I’ve proved my theories [ll dispose of this creature ’ 

He stopped ‘How long will that be” 

‘A mon.h or two at the outside.” 

‘And have that thing alive up there all that time? No, 
Victor.’ 
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‘If you don’t help me’ — I could not suppress my fury, ın 
spite of my need of him — ‘then | make no such promise 
Somehow Pl manage on my own. However difficult, PIHE do 
It.” 

‘Very well, he taunted ‘Go back and do tt.’ 

And then it came to me It was my last chance [I said ‘Or 
else PI train Flizabeth to help.” 

‘You wouldn’r dare You wouldn’r be so 

‘Pll meroduce Flabeth to the world of science,’ | said, ‘and 
sec haw she likes it ` 

If he could have killed me with a look he would have done 
so ‘You wouldn’t be so wicked, Victor Even 1 fanatic hke 
you. youcouldn’t’ 

‘Phere is nothing do you hear me, nothing — more 
important to me than the success of this expenment PIH do 
ansthing to conclude it properly Its what I've worked tor all 
my life? 

‘Vary wely he said bitterly “PH help vou ’ 

‘Thnew Tcould rely on vou’? Ps ad 

He mide an meohercnt contemptuous sound [hen he 
sud ‘PH yee dressed You go on ahcad and set up the 
preliminartes PI be no more than ten minutes behind you ’ 

‘Tuan trast vou to come ? Tsar 

‘Yes, you can trust me fo come ’ 

That was suthernt tor me PE walked briskly back up the 
hillside It would have been easy to lose one’s footing the 
htful hightning illuminated the path in bursts of glarmg inten- 
sity, followed by a blackness more Stygian thin that ot an 
ordinary might But I knew every inch of the way This was 
my home, my property, the scene of my childhood rovings 
and now to be the scene of my mature triumphs 

The house was abruptly a black silhouctre against the sky, 
and then was lost again. 

I qguickcned mv pace, tager to get back to that magic room 
at the top of the house 

Suddenly there was a stab ot lightning so savage that | 
raised my arm to cover my eves It was tollowed by a crack 
that was not the crack of thunder When I dared to look, | 
saw brightness hke a malevolent will of the-wisp running 
along the eaves of my home. The window of the laboratory, 
high up under the roof, seemed to be ht from mside. It must 
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have been an optical sllusion, but it was terrifying in that split 
second of its occurrence, ternfying because of the uncanny 
blaze in that square, blank eye, and because of my fears for 
what lay inside An electrical disturbance of that magnitude 
could easily affect the delicate balance of my experiment 

l hurried into the house The whip-like crack of the lightning 
still stung my ears, but indoors there was tranquilhty Nobody 
surred Either none of them had heard the sound or they were 
all cowering tn their beds, praying 

For once in my life | was trembling My knees felt unsteady 
I went into the salon and took a bottle of brandy from the 
wine cupboard I poured myself a large drink and gulped ıt 
down with a haste which was unworthy of the brandy 

Then I went upstairs 

At the first landing I stopped There was no sound from the 
direction of Elizabeth’s room I went on mv way 

As I approached the door of the laboratory | heard an 
impossible sound Faintly, through the heavy door, came the 
intermittent splutter of the wheel as it turned ind sparked 
Bur it had no business to be turning | hid switched it off 
before leaving Nobody could have entered the laboratory in 
my absence 

Filled with foreboding, 1 thrust che kev into the lock It chat 
lightning had somehow triggered otf the process and it wis 
working ag un, the whole balance could have been wrecked 

I flung open the door 

Standing erect in the middle of the room was my creature 
The bandages dripped with fluid The arms hung slackly, but 
as I stood there, aghast, they tightened ind fought ag unset the 
bandiges There wis 1 tearing of cloth The groping hands 
went up to the fice 

In the flickering light cast by the madly rotating wheel, the 
creature bared its teeth in a snarl it was a wide, savage 
grimace such as I had never seen or ever wished to sce in my 
life It was urter bestrality unleashed 

I sll had my hand on the door The sight had robbed me 
of all power to move [could neither go in nor retreat 

Suddenly the creature lurched towards mc Its legs were stili 
impeded by the bandages, which made tts shambling gait all 
the more horrible [turned to run and it was too late 

Ihe heavy arm, with torn bandages drooping from it, 
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curled round my neck. I was jerked back into the laboratory. 
The smell of the chemicals which impregnated the creature 
and its swathing bit at the back of my throat and in my 
nostrils. I tried to cry out, but the pressure was tightening. | 
kicked vainly against the padded, well-protected figure. 

The lights in the room began an insane dance They blazed 
in and out of a kaleidoscope of other lights, sparking not only 
before my eyes but somehow inside my head. A great hammer 
began to pound from within my skull 

I twisted round, trying to get a grip on the creature Its 
distorted face was a slavering nightmare, a few inches from 
my own I struck out, but the blow was fecble and useless. 

To have come so far, and now to be dustioyed by what I 
had created to be killed bv a grotesque mischance, a 
wayward jest of the elements 

Then suddenly I was falling sideways The creature had 
relinquished its grip As I went down, I was dimly aware of 
Paul springing over me ind lashing out again and again. I 
tred to push myself up, to come to his aid, but the roaring in 
my ears and the pain that ran through me were coo much. I 
saw the feet of the creature trample towards me and then 
stagger away at a tangent Paul litted one of the laboratory 
stools and bear the creature back into a corner 

As I finally got myself up to my knees, with the floor 
reeling bencath me Paul swung the stool against the creature’s 
head. It emitted 1 cloaking, feral sound that rasped hideously 
through the room, and then it collapsed mto a stained, ragged 
heap 

Paul dropped the stool and hurried to me He got his arm 
round my shoulder and helped me to my feer I leaned against 
hin for a tull minute, gasping and vainly retching, 

And then, as the pain ebbed away, | was conscious of the 
most fantasuc elation. It was as though, purged of irranonal 
fear, | could see things not just as clearly as betore but with 
an added vividness 

‘Paul oat hurt me to talk, but I was laughing the words out 

‘T did it! I did it. 

‘Yes’ He was not really listening He helped me to the only 
chair in the room there had never been time tor relaxation 
in this part of the house — and lowered me gently mto tt. 

l put my head back. I had succeeded The glow of 
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accomplishment warmed me through, driving out the memory 
of those few terrifying minutes when things had gone wrong 
It was not my fault that they had gone wrong Paul himself 
was largely to blame Obviously there had been damage to the 
brain during that undignified scuffle in my family vault Thar 
could soon be rectified Also the process had been dangerously 
speeded up and my equipment had run wild after the lightning 
stroke Next time there would be no such mistakes Next time 
all my calculations would be strictly observed 

The important thing was that I had done it 

Paul was dragging the creature on to the bench and strap 
ping it securely down I neither helped him nor interfered It 
was undoubtedly a good thing that the creature should be 
restrained until I could get to work on it 

Paul drew the last strap ught and then turned back to me 

‘You must destroy it mght away before it regains 
consciousness ’° 

1 could hardly believe what I heard Already I was wonder 
ing which of the seams in the hcad to open in order to get at 
the brain without involving too much further damage to the 
features 

‘Did you hear, Victor ” Paul insisted 

‘What did you say *” 

‘You must destroy this ching now ’ 

I was grateful tor his intervention, but I was not going to be 
dictated to in this way I tried to make him sec reason Don’t 
you realize, Paul — I’ve succeeded 

“You nearly succceded in getting yourself killed Another 
ten seconds and —’ 

‘This 1s my creation ’ I was sull marvelling at it Of course I 
had known that all would come right, but it was still splendid 
to have it proved beyond all doubt 

‘Your creation,’ said Paul ‘a criminal lunatic It tned to 
kill you ° 

‘That was due to the brain damage When you attacked 
me,’ I reminded him, ‘it was damaged That makes the respon 
sibility very largely yours, Paul It’s your fault that it ran wild 
Your fault that it’s not what I intended ıt to be I can repair 
the brain It’s what I’ve done that counts I’ve created a 
living, sentient being ’ 

‘You promised to destroy it, Victor ” 
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‘Never.’ 

‘When you came to ask me for help, he said, ‘you said that 
once you had proved your theories you would destroy it.’ 

But the fool could not see that I had many more things to 
prove, many more things to demonstrate. This was only the 
beginning. I said ‘When I’ve finished my research.’ 

‘Don’t you see — you’ve created a monster.’ 

‘I shall operate on the brain tomorrow,’ I said. ‘It shouldn’t 
take too long ’ 

The bast. prinuples were sound. From now on the difficul- 
ties Could only be minor ones 

Paul looked from me to the prone figure strapped to the 
table. He touched one of the straps to make sure it was 
secure. Then he shook his head sadly 

‘You won’t listen to me?” 

‘When we worked together.’ I said, ‘I was glad to listen to 
vou You have contributed a great deal to this discovery, Paul. 
If you'll continue with me ~ 

‘Nov he said, vou won’t hsten And you're too powerful in 
this district for me to have any chance of opposing vou here ’ 

‘Opposing me * 

‘For your own sake, Victor, and for the sake of mankind I 
think you should be stopped ’ He turned away At the door he 
said ‘I shall pack my things and leave the village tomorrow |] 
can see theres nothing [can do here ’ 

I was sorry that we had to part in this way, but I could not 
let my resolve be weakened There have always been oppo- 
nents of new developments in all science and philosophy. 
Every great advance has been made in the teeth of ignorant 
opposition Fyen the pioneers themselyes, such as Paul might 
have been, cften falter and turn back 

kor me there would be no taltering 

It would be foolish to apply myself to the task in hand 
tonight, though My body had taken a considerable battering 
and my fingers would lack the firmness and precision which 
were essential for che brain examination | tested the straps 
holding the unconscious creature to the bench, disconnected 
the apparatus so that there should be no further mishaps, and 
went down to bed. I had to he on my left side, as my right 
shoulder was heavily bruised, but I slept wirhout difficulty. 

The morning, was clear and the storm clouds had moved 
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on I awoke refreshed, and breakfasted with Elizabeth A dull 
bruise along the line of my jaw attracted her attention, and I 
had to improvise some silly little story about walking into a 
door She did not know whether to laugh or to reprove me. 
Once again she referred with mild but genuine disparagement 
to my cherished laboratory, and threatened to come up and 
inspect it ‘My rival,’ she called it I did not think that the 
sight of the creature with its torn bandages strapped to the 
bench would be the most edifying one to greet her 

As soon as possible | made my excuses and escaped to the 
top of the house At the end ot the first landing I caught a 
glimpse of Justine staring at me curiously She made a move 
as though to intercept me — to ask me pertly, no doubt, what I 
was doing with my nights and why I had neglected her 
charms recently — but I waved her off and hurrnd up to the 
laboratory 

I hesitated briefly betore opening the door My experience 
of the previous night was not one which I would wish 
repeated 

Bur it was absurd The creature could not have burst its 
bonds It could not be standing there waiting for me again, 
ready to strike 

I opened the door 

There was no creature confronting me There was no 
creature in the laboratory at all Straps and bandages lay ina 
twisted pattern on the bench The floor was sticky with fluid 
from a dozen shattered tubes and bortles, and there was 
broken glass everywhere The window had been torn open, 
smashing two of the pancs When I went incredulously to 
look out of it, I saw a couple more torn strips of bandage 
caught in the heavy guttering The way down to the ground 
was perilous, but the jutting masonry gave enough tootholds 
for anvone determined enough or mad enough - to choose 
such a route 

The creature had gone 
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‘He’s gone,’ I said ‘I’ve searched the house to make sure, and 
then gone all over the grounds. Heaven knows where he’s got to ’ 
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Once more I was standing at Paul’s door. There was a 
certain grim satisfaction in his manner, as though he saw all 
his predictions coming true, but at the same time he was truly 
alarmed 

‘We must call out the village - start a thorough search at 
once.’ 

‘You had better leave that to me,’ I said ‘I have the 
authority here But I want the two of us to set out at once 
We know the creature we are dealing with better than the 
villagers do And we've got to pick up his trail before he goes 
too far If he gets deep into the woods we'll never find him ’ 

Paul went indoors to make ready, while I walked away 
along the village street I nodded to some of my tenants, and 
exchanged civilities with two Army officers trom the garrison 
down the valley I did not, however, sur up any unseemly 
panic There was no reason why the villagers should know 
too soon about my experiments I didn’t want their clumsy 
hands laid on my creation, ind I didn’t want madly inflated 
stories about it to go humming along the valley 

| went back to Paul, and handed over to him one of the two 
rifles I had brought from my small armoury It had been a 
long ume since there had been any use for them im this 
peaceful part of the world I hopcd now that we would 
manage without having to hre them 

We set off into the woods 

In other circumstances it could have been a delightful 
morning Working as I did at mght and spending so many 
mornings asleep before resuming, this work, I had not strolled 
through the woods and glades at this hour for some vears As 
a boy I had known every path through the trecs and every 
Clearing Now it was all strange to me The fresh morning air 
had the taste of a sparkling water, cool ind tangy from the 
stleam. 

When my experiments were concluded and had been ac 
Claimed by the world’s leading scientists | would make a new 
hte for Flizabeth and myself We would walk here often 

But now there was a gum duty ahead of us 1 wanted to 
hind my creature betore some stupid peasant stumbled across 
him He had to be recaptured and taken back to his birth- 
place. For that was what my home was tor him: his 
birthplace. 
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Once the operation had been carried out on his brain, I was 
sure that I would find him a worthy intellectual companion 
He and I might go on to further discoveries, blazing a trail for 
lesser mortals to follow. 

Paul and I exchanged few remarks as we prowled through 
the trees A brisk nod was enough to indicate a new direction, 
one hand held up brought us to a halt when some rustle in the 
undergrowth or the creak of a branch seemed to indicate 
another presence 

At the end of half an hour I was growing apprehensive If 
we didn’t find him soon, others would find him He would 
stray into their tarms or down lanes which led to other 
villages 

Or he would he low in the woods, hidden for as long as he 
chose to remain still, 1 constant menace and perhaps past 
salvation by the time I tound him 

Then we heard a vore It was some distance away, and 
came eerily through the trees like the muffled cry of an animal 
ina trap 

Paul glanced at me We swung off the path and trimpled 
over leaves and snapping twigs without further concern foi 
the noise we were making Once igain there wis a cry, 
causing us to veer slightly to the ktt We broke out after 
scratching our faces on a thin but stinging barrier of trailing 
branches, into a clearing Through the trees on the far side 
was a taint glimmer ot water and when we ¿came to a stop we 
could hear the gentle chatter of a stream 

An old man lay beside a fallen tree trunk in the centre of 
the glade For a moment my bieith caught in my throat Then 
| saw that he was not dead He stirred and groaned, and 
reached out blindly with a gnarled hand He touched the 
trunk and groped over it His hind fell back 

Paul hurried forward to help him up 

At the first touch of Paul’s hands, the old man flinched and 
began to moan 

‘No whoare you — what are you 

Beside him lay two pieces of a stuk as gnarled as himself 
Clearly ıt had been his support, but now it was snapped clean 
In two 

1 advanced into the clearing and stood before him A man 
of his generation should recognize the Frankenstein face when 
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he saw ıt I had hoped to calm him, but he babbled on 
unintelligibly 

‘Whatisit what are you 

Then I understood his groping and the blindness of his 
movements He was indeed blind 

Paul said ‘It’s all right Have no fear We are friends What 
happened to you ” 

‘My grandson where 1s he” 

I rembling fingers clawed at Paul’s sleeve 

‘Your grandson ” Paul spoke as soothingly as possible, but 
he glanced at me urgently 

‘The stream he left me sitting here, in the sun 50 
warm he went to the stream Has he wandered away? Or 
is it after him, too?” 

‘Is what after him’ 

The stream mv grandson,’ the old man raved 

Paul got to his feet “Stay with him,’ he ordered It was not 
his place to give orders, but before | could protest he had 
moved away and was hurrying tow ards the stream 

I wanted co follow, but the old man wavered on the tree 
trunk and once I had tried to hold him steady he gripped me 
and would not let go His story came out in fits and starts 
His grandson had brought him into the woods as he often did 
on sunny mornings It wis good to sit here and reflect The 
boy was a good boy, very patient with his old grandfather He 
would go off and prick mushrooms sometimes went farther 
away than he ought to, but he alwiys came back 

Today the grandfather had thought he heard him coming 
back much more quickly than usual There had been footsteps 

slow footsteps - and then when he had spoken to the boy 
there had been no reply Only the footsteps And all at once 
he had known that this was not his grandson He could not 
tell who it was, and it wasn't right, it wasn't normal 

‘When you're blind as I am, you get to know things - to 
sense things This thing, it ait wasn’t right ` 

He had groped for his stick and then waved it He had 
struck something, and then his stick had been snatched from 
him and he had heard a crack In his blind gyrations he must 
have tallen over the tree trunk and gone down heavily 

‘And it went away I felt ıt going Something lost,’ he said 
hesitantly ‘A pathetic thing a lost soul’ Then his puzzled 
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sympathy was swept away. ‘Where’s my grandson — my httle 
boy?’ 

The crack ot Paul’s rifle resounded through the woods. [he 
old man started against me I freed myself from that biting 
grip, and pulled his hands firmly down to the tree trunk so 
that he would know where he was Then I raced into the 
woods 1n pursuit of Paul 

He had gone some distance along the stream I caught a 
flicker of movement between the trees, and charged straight 
through the undergrowth 

Paul was standing irresolutely with his rifle at the ready As 
I came up he said 

‘Isaw him Making down that way ’ 

‘Did you have to shoot ” 

‘Yes,’ he snapped ‘PE had to shoot Pm taking no chances ’ 

‘It we can take him back without harming him -’ 

‘The villagers should be on their wav by now, surely?” he 
said ‘Where did you tell them to make for” 

‘The south lake shore I said that if we converged on that 
we ought to be able to flush him out’ 

Paul jerked his rifle rowards a gap that hid been smashed 
through some bushes ‘The trail ought to be casy enough to 
follow But where's that bov the old man was talking 
abour ” 

We went on Ihe creature had certainly made no attempt 
to hide its tracks It seemed to possess no cunning, no intells 
gence Or else it simply did not care In etther cise it was 
tragic had Professor Bernstein’s sensitive brain been irrepar a 
bly damaged ? 

‘There breathed Paul suddenly 

We stopped Through a gap tn the trees we saw the stream 
curling round on itself before disappearing down 1 shallow 
slope å small boy bent over it, plucking at something on the 
bank. He carried a rough local basket and was filling it with 
mushrooms 

A larger shape moved across our line of vision [he boy 
was obscured The creature, swaying slightly, began to ad 
vance through the trees 

Paul raised his rifle. 

‘No! I caught at his arm. He tried to shake me off 

Abruptly the boy scuttled away He had not even noticed 
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the creature plodding towards him. His basket was full and he 
was on his way back along the winding edge of the stream. 

‘Grandpa!’ There was a cracked note of fright in his voice, 
but ıt was not because of what he had seen. ıt was simply that 
he had wandered farther than he realized, and was now 
worried about getting back. He began to run. ‘Grandpa. " 

The creature stood still for an instant, then turned slowly 
as though to retrace its steps. It was facing us. A ternble 
rictus convulsed its mouth. The fingers flexed. 

I had let go of Paul Before I realized what he was doing, he 
brought the rifle up again and this time he fired 

The hands the sculptor’s magnificent hands — shot up to 
the face and clawed at it. The creature took a few helpless 
steps forward, as erratic as those of the blind man, and then 
it bent its head piteously back and forth and slowly, in an 
awful sagging surrender, rolled forward and fell to the 
ground, 

fran towards ıt 

‘Be carctul, Victor” 

Paul's warning was unnecessary He was a good shot Too 
good a shot My creation, my painstaking handiwork, was 
dead once more atter having been so laboriously brought to 
hfe 

Paul stood ovet me I gazed up at him accusingly 

He said ‘I did what had to be done We'll bury him before 
the villagers arrive ’ 

‘There's no hurry,’ l said * They won't come ° 

‘TF vou told them to meet us 

‘T didn’t tell chem 1 didn’t want them prying into my work 
and spreading ugly rumours Better for them not to know ’ 

“Lou madman! You tisked just two of us against this We 
might have been killed ° 

‘We might But we werent’ Did it matter, now that he 
wis dead? In my mind I was blurring the distinction be 
tween ‘he’ and uC L wondered what kind of a man he 
would have been ‘It's done. I said. ‘and I hope vou're 
satished ’ 

‘I'm saushed we were able to stop this monstrous act 
before it was too late,’ said Paul. 

l thought that I would never forgive him. Looking back, I 
associate all my troubles with Paul Krempe A loyal assistant 
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turned traitor 1s more dangerous and more destructive than 
an enemy whom you know from the start to be an enemy 

We buried the creature there in the peace of the woods 
Paul scattered leaves over the newly turned ground and we 
made our way in silence back to the village We were dirty 
and sweating from the labour digging even a shallow grave is 
arduous work Even if we had had the breath to speak, I don’t 
think we would have had much to say to each other 

When we parted I held out my hand He was reluctant to 
take it, but finally we shook hands 

He said ‘Ishall leave now You won't see me again `° 

‘As you wish If you chink I owe you anything in the way of 
fees for vour services over the vears 

| let the remark trul way He flushed I could sce that the 
reminder of our relative status hurt him He rephed srutth “I 
think all the debts have been pud 

‘Where will you go what are vou intending to do?’ 

‘T have no idea But it’s no longer necessary for me to stay 
here ’ 

It was on the up of mv tongue to siy that his presence haid 
not been necessary for quite some ame now Then | realized 
what he meant 

‘Ah, I sard ‘Of course Elizabeth vou staved to protect 
her Well you’ve done whit you set out to do You can Ie ive 
with a clear conscience ’ 

He pave one longing glance towirds the pith which Jed 
away trom the village, up to the house J deft him there Hi 
could take his All Ter him look The house and its contents 
werc minc, and Elizabeth was mine 

When I reached the entrince hall Flizaberh wis w uting tor 
me She had been troubled by my absence The sight of the 
rifles alarmed her L sad that I had been through the woods 
and had thought of doing some shooting the second gun 
was one which [had lent to one of my keepers 

‘T hike to think of you in the open air,’ she said You spend 
so much time locked awry I would like to walk with you m 
the woods sometime, if E may ’ 

[ was able to tell her guite honestly that I had been thinking 
of just this while I w. s out 

My life could at this stage, I suppose, have taken a different 
turn Many a man would have abandoned his researches or at 
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least sought new channels It was time to make plans for our 
wedding Fverything else could have been postponed until 
after the ceremony To forget the disappointments and frustra- 
tons which had ended in tragedy, I could have devoted myself 
to Elizabeth and shaped a new existence, not just for myself 
but for the two of us 

It was not to be I was not a man who could forget 1 was 
not prepared to abandon all that had so far been achieved 
Those years could not be discarded it could not all be 
allowed to go to waste 

To Ehabeth’s delight I spent my next two evenings with 
her We made plans for our futurc I promised that we would 
travel and that I would restrict ny working hours to reason- 
able limits This was a sincere promise | was convinced that, 
in spite of all that had happened, there remained very little to 
do Soon I would be able to rest on my Liurels 

On a mght when there was no moon I took a horse through 
the woods to the place where we had buried my creature In 
the gloom the grave was hard to find but I did not dare to 
risk going out on too bright a night Ar last I found the spot, 
ind took the creature from the earth I carried him home 
across the crupper, and over my shoulder up the stars 

Paul’s shot had drilled a hole between the cves I foresaw 
turtcher work on the brain, but thit would have been essential 
In any case 

‘Til give you bft again’ l vowed 


We made no grand proclamations regarding our forthcoming 
marnage T wrote to the few relatives we had, ind was 
rcheved when two of them said that duc to illness im the 
fimily they would be unable to attend the ceremony The 
quiet, frugal hfe which Aunt Sophie had imposed on her 
daughter meant that Elizabeth had no close friends of her 
own, and there was a similar lack in my life due to the fact 
that I had shut myself away with my experiments for so long 
We decided upon a simple reception after the wedding, to 
which we would invite those local digmitaries who would 
expect it. I called upon the burgomaster, who was over- 
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whelmed to see me: my father had contributed greatly to the 
social life of the district, and my own seclusion had given rise 
to a great deal of adverse criticism. The poor man was so 
transparent: he was sure that my marriage to my charming 
young cousin would bring me out more into the world and 
that there would be parties up at the great house, money 
flowing into the village, and heaven knew what else besides. | 
did not disillusion him. My wife should be entertained and 
should build up a circle of friends if she wished, but it would 
not be to these parochial boors that we would turn. 

One evening, two weeks before the date of the wedding, | 
had been working in my laboratory. The need for absolute 
precision in the repairs to the brain meant that for practical as 
well as emotional reasons I was keeping my pledge to Fliza 
beth. I spent less time in the laboratory because it was 
possible to maintain such concentration and steadiness of 
hand for only limited pertods I set myself a target each day, 
but if I found my vision growing blurred or my hands waver 
ing, I stopped at once This evening I had decided to finish 
shortly before dinner. In fact. | made better progress than | 
had expected, and it was with a renewal of my earlier sense of 
triumph that I realized the work was complete | closed up the 
head. The stitches could be taken out later l was impatient to 
see life pulsing through the creature agum to talk to him 
and explain what had happened, to test the re created faculties 
under strict test conditions. 

It was with a sense of impending fulfilment that I closed the 
door of the laboratorv behind me and began to descend che 
stairs 

On the next landing Justine was waiting tor me. 

‘What are you doing here” I demanded ‘We shall want 
dinner served in a few minutes’ ume.’ 

I made to pass her, but she blocked my way 

She said ‘Is it true ” 

‘Is what true?’ 

‘About you marrying that .. that woman ` 

I would not tolerate insolence of this kind. ‘You're torget 
ting yourself,” 

Tm not forgetting that you promised to marry me, she 
said. 

I looked round. Fortunately Elizabeth was already down 
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stairs. I said ‘That’s absurd It would never have entered my 
head to make such a promise ’ 

‘The things you said to me. 

I laughed ‘Justine, my dear, we've discussed all this before 
I thought you had understood the position ’ 

‘Don’t laugh at me" she blazed ‘Stopit, or PIL Pil 

‘What will you do”’ 

‘Til kill you ’ 

] was really in no mood to deal with a serving wench’s 
hysteria She needed the sharp slap of reality to bring her to 
her senses I said 

‘You stupid little fool Did you smagine for one second that 
a man of my standing would contemplate marrying you?’ 

She raised her arm as though to stmke me | gripped ıt 
above the elbow and forced her back along the landing, away 
from the staircase 

‘You’re hurting,’ she whimpered She could change her tune 
very quickly httle Justine 

‘Get back to your work,’ I said 

‘You’ve got to marry me You've got to” As I released her 
she fell back agunst the wall, panting ‘Pm going to have a 
child ` 

I refused to believe it It was like a glancing blow — a 
sudden sting that one instinctively dodges and that ceases to 
hurt immediately 

‘Since when would this be ” I asked 

It doesn’t matter It's true’ 

‘Why choose me as the father? 1 said sceptically Pick any 
man in the village There's a reasonable chance you may 
select the right one ’ 

Hatred burned in eyes which I had seen lit with a very 
different fire Even when her violence and lack ot breeding 
repelled me as they did now, | could not help but observe 
what a splendid specimen of womanhood she was But I was 
not going to be cajoled or intimidated, whatever vatiations 
she might play on her banal theme 

‘She won’t think much of your story about a village man,’ 
hissed Justine ‘Not when I tell her what we've been to each 
other. And Pll tell her a lot more besides FI tell her about 
what you’re doing in that laboratory of yours And then PI 
go to the authorities and tell chem, too ° 


§24 THE FRANKENSTEIN OMNIBUS 


Her threats might be idle, but I felt a chill of foreboding 
She was so silent, Justine, so accustomed to slipping sound- 
lessly along the corridors, entering my room, and leaving 1t 
she could have seen more than she was ever meant to 

‘Tell chem what? [ sud with all the contempt I could 
muster 

‘Oh, [know alot [ff care to tell’ 

‘What do vou know » 

‘You wouldn’t like that, would you? Well, if you don’t 
marry me [ll tell ’ 

‘Tell what” E persisted 

“You know what I’m talking about 

‘No,’ I said ‘1 don’t know And if you intend to make any 
accusations against me, you will need proof Proof, my dear 
that’s all che .uthoritics would be interested in 

| turned ind kft her there Protracting this conversation 
could only result in further petty attacks on my self respect 

She cried after me ‘TIl get proof Oh you'll see theres 
plenty of proot 

‘I want vou out of this house Esaid ‘tomorrow morning 

Atter dinner I told Elizabeth that I had dismissed Justine 
Fortunately she was relieved Justine’s manner to her hid 
always bordered on the impertinent and although Tlizabeth 
had tried to run the household smoothly she had been dis 
turbed by this hostility We would both be happier without 
the girl 

‘Do you think [ should have a word with her before she 
leaves? she isked anxiously 

‘No [am discharging her because of her slovenliness and 
insolence, and if vou were to spaak to her at all I have no 
doubr that she would take the opportunity to vent her spleen 
I have said all thit needs to be said 

Again Flizabeth showed that she was happy about this Shc 
was glad that she had not had to take action and that I hid 
settled the matter of my own accord 

Next morning I resumed work in the laboratory The 
routine was a familiar one by new I had altered the controls 
so that I could operate them single handed, and hid practised 
the sequence several times in order to win complete confidence 
init This time I intended that the creature should come 
gradually to life instead of being rudely jolted into it J also 
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intended that, whatever happened, it should not have the 
opportunity of running loose again until I had talked to ıt, 
reasoned with ıt, and, if necessary, trained ıt 

It or him .. wn a way I was leaving the decision to the 
creature. Let him show himself a man, and we would talk as 
equals, let it be subhuman, and | would train it in whatever 
way was required 

I adjusted the process so that ıt spread over the entire day. 
There were no sudden shocks and no breaks in the procedure. 
I was confident enough to leave the cquipment operating 
while | went down to have lunch with Flizabeth The conf- 
dence was justified when I teturned to the laboratory, the 
creature was moving very gently and languidly in the tank 
l vervthing was going according to plan The head turned, the 
hngers moved shghtly, and the eyes closed against the fluid 

When I lifted the creature from the tank it was like helping 
a man near to drowning Fle appeared to be on the verge of 
collapse, but in point of fact the opposite was the case he 
was on the verge of resuscitation 

I helped him to the one chair and settled him im ait Then, as 
a precaution, | strapped his arms behind him and put a heavy 
stick with a solid silver knob against the bench where I could 
seize it Should F need it 

It was now late afternoon I spent the next hour talking 
quietly to the creature | wanted him co feel safe I wanted 
him to speak tieely tor the two of us to establish a rapport. 

At the end of an hour he made a sound His eves had been 
blankly open all this time, but now I seemed to detect a gleam 
of understanding, and E saw the lips open and begin to work 
Thev twisted, tried to form syllables, and then produced a 
long, meaningless groan 

Isad “It you understand what Pm saying, nod ’ 

Slowly the head nodded, but slackly, like that of a baby 
Who has not vet learned to control it 

“You know where you are ™ 

{here was a pause, then inother top-heavy nod 

‘Are you comfortable ?' 

He shook his head this time and made a jerking motion 
with his shoulders which clearly signihed thar the straps were 
hurting I studied that unresponsive tace There were no signs 
of incipient victousness there. 1 thought I could risk giving 
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him a bit more freedom. Cautiously, with the stick always in 
reach, I loosened his bonds. He raised his arms ın a parody of 
a stretch, and then pushed himself to his feet. It was a painful 
process. | stood well back. It seemed a sensible thing to do, 
but in fact I would have done better to stay close to him He 
took one step forward and then lost control of his legs He 
Houndered about the laboratory, knocking glasses over and 
crashing against the benches I had to leap forward in order to 
steer him away from a delicate mass of equipment, and his 
weight almost carried me oft mv feet 

When J had steadied him he leaned against the wall, panting 
He tned once more to speak, but produced only a sickening, 
gobbling notse 

Of course it would tike time I would have to be patient 
The assembly of different limbs, of a new head and a new 
brain, would take time to settle down as an individual entity 
The normal motor skills would have to be relearned, and 
allowances made tn the brain tor ditferences in physical sensa 
tion and reaction 

It the brain, that is, had not been so deeply damaged that it 
would never be able to assume tull control 

‘Slowly,’ I commanded, as the creature made an attempt to 
move away from the wall ‘Come tome but slowly ` 

I held out my hand He edged towards me, and the sculp 
tor’s hand took mine At first it was as limp as a shy child’s 
Then the grip tightened His hand was hke iron I tried to pull 
away, and at once he clamped down, tn a savage automat 
reaction to the sudden movement 

As gently but firmly as possible I said ‘Tet go’ 

For an instant he was quite sull Then his hand relaxed 

[ stood back. He swayed, and once morc tottered, blundcr 
ing against the chair and bringing his arm round in i wide 
drunken sweep that could have cleared the bench of beakers 
and test tubes if he had been a few inches closer 

It was not safe to allow such an unco ordinated creature to 
roam freely about the laboratory I did not want to restrict 
him too much, but obviously he musr be kept on a leash unul 
he was able to manage himself in a mare civilized fashion 

On a leash, I thougat. Yes, that was it There was, in fact, a 
length of chain in the store cupboard at the end of the 
laboratory It had been used at one stage for hanging dogs im 


The Curse of Frankenstein $27 


various stages of dismemberment from the rafters, and had 
been tossed on to a shelf when we advanced beyond those 
preliminary experiments Now I took it out 

There was no poini in alarming the creature He looked 
uncomprehendingly at the chain as I walked casually towards 
him I attached one end to a hook in the wall, and hammered 
the hook closely over the link He watched, swaying giddily. 
Then, gauging the distance and the necessary speed, I whipped 
the chain suddenly round his waist and secured the links 
behind him He began to struggle and to beat the air, but as 
he turned and reached for me | said 

‘Down Keep your arms down’ 

Slowly they fell to his side 

With such obedience > at would not take long to trun him 
But to what lengths could I go? Where would I reach a full 
stop ” This was not how I had visualized my creation not as a 
missive intant incapable of coherent speech The thought that 
the magnificcnr brain had been damaged beyond redemption 
naigged at me agam ind sickened me 

The tame had shpped by Ehzabeth would be expecting to 
soo me downstans | cleared 1 space round the creature so 
that he could roam in comparanye freedom without damaging 
inysthing, and then went to the door He watched me like a 
dog begging to be taken for a walk 

Lsud ‘PH come buck as soon as can Wo Isoon have you 
ht to show yourself to the world’ As I was about to open the 
door, it occurred to me to idd You will do 15 Esav As Tsay 

ind nobody else Is that understood ¢ 

He nodded 

‘Nobody else will come here, 1 sud ‘Nobody clse is 
lowed in here And you will do nothing unul I come back ’ 

I went out ind locked the door A cloud of depression 
settled on me as I walked along the creaking boards of the 
narrow passage I had a premonition thar things were not 
gomg to work out as mignificenth as I had planned And 
there was something clse that made me uncasy - something I 
couldn't define 

It was the shghtest of movements thit put me on the alert 
A wooden beam thit rose up the entire sturwell made an 
alcove, always sunk in shadow, partly obscured at the top by 
the eccentric slant of the roof Dust and cobwebs accumulated 
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there, for I allowed nobody up to this floor to clean or to pry 
As I passed it on my way to the stairs, my attention was 
caught by a broken, drifting cobweb. And I realized that the 
darkness was more substantial than usual Somebody was 
hiding behind the beam 

I did not falter I went straight on, and down a few steps 
Then I paused, flattening myself against the wall, and peered 
up through the banisters 

Justine emerged from the shadows and scurried along the 
passage. I went back up the steps, keeping low, untl I could 
see her at the door ot the laboratory From her apron she 
produced a key She tried it a few times tn the lock, rattling it 
faintly, and then turned ıt 

I don’t know how she came by such a key Perhaps there 
had been a duplicate hey in the servants’ quarters of which I 
had never known Perhaps she had stolen my only key for an 
hour or so after we had been together and had persuaded one 
of her young village men to make a copy — though I could nor 
recall ever having missed it or having given her such an 
opportunity, and I could not believe that she would be so 
foolish as to put it even for a short ume into the hands of 
some valley vokel 

Wherever the key came from, it worked The door opencd 
and she tiptocd in 

I returned to the landing and made mv way along to the 
open doorway, treading warily so that the squeak of the 
boards should not give me away 

Justine was silhouctred against the atti window, through 
which the twilight cast a famt glow She bumped against 
something, and stopped I saw her grope for the edge of the 
bench, and then she ht the lantern which stoad to one side 
the lantern which had accompanied me on most of my more 
important nocturnal trips 

In the mellow light she looked round the laboratory Í 
waited for her gaze to reach the creature, but she was dis 
tracted by a cage of mice at the end of the room She went to 
them and peered down 

The shadow of a hand fell across her back 

I started forward, then restrained myself She had chosen to 
go in there. Perhaps this was the answer to many things She 
had no business in my house after my clear dismissal, and 
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certainly no business in the laboratory She intended to be a 
nuisance to me. Let her pay the price of her threats and this 
trespass. 

There was a heavy thud which I identified as the sound of 
the creature blundering into some obstruction 

Justine spun round 

In the uncertain light I saw the shadows on her tace form a 
pattern of terror She rammed a fist into her mouth as though 
to stifle a scream ~ very considerate of her, | thought 
ironically 

Ihe dark bulk of the creature loomed over her The chain 
rattled Justine whimpered and turned to run for the door 

I reached it before her I pulled it shut and turned the key 
which she had used and which she had hid no right to use 

Now she screamed Now there wis no hand in her mouth 
she was shrieking hke a soul demented 

She must indeed have been mad A sane person would have 
realized that the creature, on his chun, could not operate in 
more than a restricted arca All the stupid girl had to do was 
stay Out of range But she must hive begun to run to and fro 
like the mice in the cage Suddenly there was a gasp, cutting 
off one of her screams Her fect beat 1 tattoo on the floor 
And there was a dull muttering, and a crunching sound which 
I did not wish to idenuty and then silence 


S 


The wedding invitations, few as they wore, had been sent out 
and the replecs were coming in At breakfast a few days 
betore the ceremony, Elizabeth looked ie me with the first 
sign of awkwardness I had detected in her 

Fimidly she sad ‘Victor Pye invited Paul to the 
wedding ’ 

It was alien to her nature to have any secrets, and I was 
surprised that she should have kept this one, surprised, too, 
that she should have acted thus without consulting me and 
that she should in any case have known Paul’s new address. 

But of course he would have sent word to her somehow. | 
could imagine the florid missive. It would have been evasive 
but manly, in Paul’s best treacherous style, telling her that rf 
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ever she needed help he would be at her service, that he 
wished us both well but that ıf she had any doubts she must 
be sure to consult him and lean on him 

When I said nothing, Elizabeth went on ‘He was a very 
good friend of yours ’ 

The past tense was all too appropriate In recent times he 
had been anything but a friend 

‘I’m sorry if I’ve done wrong,’ she said, her head bowed 
‘He hasn’t accepted yet, so perhaps he won’t come ’ 

The poor girl was so dejected that I had to reassure her 
Although I had no great wish to see the man himself, there 
was something I wanted to show him He should see what I 
had accomplished, and would know what more I could have 
done if ıt had not been for his interference 

I said ‘I hope he does come, my dear I hope he accepts ° 

This put her mind at rest She was able to devote all her 
energies to the wedding preparations 

On her insistence I invited the burgomaster and his wife to 
dinner one evening, together with some other local worthies 
who would be present on the day She was nght, of course it 
was better that she should meet these folk now rather than 
make her first acquaintance with them at the ceremony itself 
I had neglected some of my duties as her betrothed I tried to 
make up for this in a few soctable hours Certainly the local 
dignitaries, becoming rather less dignified and more bucolic as 
the evening were on, had no complaints about their treatment 
A large meal and a plenuful supply of wine speedily washed 
awav any lingering resentment they might have harboured 
from the vears of indifference which the present Baron Frank 
enstein had displayed towards them 

Nevertheless, I was glad to be rid of them I was gracious 
to their plump wives and took their heavy jocularity in good 
part, but beneath this surface amiability 1 was deeply, miser 
ably bored When at last they had all gone I poured myself a 
glass of the brandy which had been too good to offer them, 
and smiled over the glass at Elizabeth, 

She said ‘Gracious, how quiet it $” She patted the couch 
beside her ‘Come and sit with me a moment, Victor ’ 

She was demure yet alluring — a gracious hostess yet also, | 
saw, a woman with a latent fire of her own who would be an 
entrancing wife I would allocate a reasonable amount of my 
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precious tıme to her. I would be well repaid. lt was good to 
know that the tattered remains of Justine were safely buried 
in the woods and that there would never be any fear of her 
malicious tongue speaking evil of me to Elizabeth 

But | must not allow her to assume that I was going to 
change into a sentimental courtier and abandon all my more 
serious occupations 

I said ‘I think I must tidy up some loose ends ın the 
laboratory ` 

She came as near to pouting as I had cvcr seen her On 
other women it would have been irritating, on her it was 
rather charming 

‘Victor, I thought that for just one evening ~ 

q have to conclude one or two processes before the wed- 
ding,’ [said ‘I must leave everything tidy - and safe’ 

She acknowledged this with a resigned sigh Then she 
asked ‘May I come and watch you at work ” 

‘Not vet, my dear One day very soon, | promise ’ 

‘You’ve promised that betore I rhought you were going to 
show me whit you had done a few weeks ago ` 

‘Trin into some difficulues When they are resolved, you 
shall sce ` T fmished my brandy and set the glass down ‘A pity 
we haven't heard trom Paul’ 

Llivabeth smiled wrvlv ‘If Paul were here, vowd show 
him ` 

‘Because he understands the technical background He was 
with me during the earher stages, remember ` 

‘And why didn’t he want to go on?’ 

This was taking a turn I had no wish to follow I said 
‘Soon you'll see what tt has all been about Soon’ 

I was halfway up the stairs when there was 1 knock at the 
main door I paused on the landing Flizabeth’s new maid, a 
respectable little girl without pretensions and without undue 
curiosity, crossed the hall 

Parul Krempe stood in the doorway 

‘Are the Baron and Miss Elizabeth at home ?’ 

Fhzabeth recognized his vore and came running out with 
an eagerness which | found unbecoming in a young woman of 
her station 

‘Paul, how wondertul to see you. We were afratd you had 
forgotten us.’ 
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‘You are looking more radiant than ever,’ he said 

I thought it was time for me to intervene I went back down 
the stairs, saying 

‘It ıs good of you to come, Paul ’ 

He reluctantly looked away from } hizabeth and up at me 

‘How are you, Victor ?’ 

I reached his level and we shook hands 

‘Victor has been saying,’ Ehzabeth chattered gaily, ‘how 
much he wanted to see you He says he’s got something he 
wants you to see — haven’t you, Victor?” 

Paul looked earnestly, prercingly into my eyes 

‘Have you ” 

‘Yes’ I took his coat from him and waved towards the 
stairs ‘Would you like to go up and see ”” 

‘Victor’ Elizabeth protested ‘Ihe very moment Paul 
arrives 

‘We shall not be long,’ I said, moving up behind Paul so 
that he should not be tempted to turn back 

We went up to the laboratory Once Paul glanced back 
inquiringly as though asking for some indication of whit he 
might expect But | intended that he should sce for himself, 
without preamble 

At the door J took out my key 

‘Stull keeping the place locked?” sud Paul ‘Is that 
necessary ?” 

‘You can judge for yourself’ 

l opened the door and stood back as he entered 

The creature was crouched in a corner, staring at the floor 
When it became aware of us it turned its face to the wall 

Paul stared mutely 

‘Nothing to say? I challenged him 

‘Soit wasn't killed,’ he said softly 

‘It was At least, life had passed from its body But I was 
the one who put it there in the first place, and it was I who 
restored it’ 

Paul turned away He headed tor the door 

‘No, wait,’ [said ‘I want to show you something else 

‘Tve seen enough ’ 

Wat” 

Grudgingly he stayed where he was He seemed to have 
difficulty ın facıng the hunched, huddled body of the creature 
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in the corner. In his face there was no scientific curiosity, no 
spark of reawakened interest; only loathing. 

I stood over the creature. ‘Get up.’ It shivered slightly and 
tried to compress itself into an even tighter ball ‘Come on,’ I 
ordered , ‘get up.’ 

Slowly it clambered to its feet. It glanced at Paul and then 
quickly away at me, waiting tor the next Command 

[said ‘Now come here * 

It came towards me and stood a few inches away 

‘Sit down,” I said 

Phe creature pondered this, then with an ungainly lurch it 
lowered itself to the floor with its knees under its chin. 

‘Is this your creature of superior intellect? said Paul. ‘Your 
pertect: physical being this animal’? He drew his hand 
across his brow, and his eves narrowed m pan ‘Ask at a 
question in advanced physics It’s got a brain with a lifetime 
of knowledge behind it That was the theory, wasn't it? Go 
on, ask It should find it simple ’ 

Ihis sneer was the most monstrous thing of all J felt anger 
hke a burning poison in my throat 

‘Do you know why it looks like that - behaves hke that? 
There you see the result of vour handiwork, Paul Yours as 
well as nune Pyaveit hfe Iput abran initshead butl 
chose a good bram a brilliant one  ’° E took a deep, 
shuddering breath ‘It was you who damaged it. vou who put 
t bulkt inat This as your fault do you undeistind? Yow 
taule ’ 

"Yes, said Paul sombrely, ‘Ð understand ’ 

‘But you won't stop me, Paul You wort force me to stop 
to despair Pm going to carry on LH try further brain surgery 
If that fails then Ishall seck another brain -' 

‘No, Victor’ Abruptly he was shouting. “No, vou will net” 

‘And another it necessary.” I said. ‘and another and another, 
unts] 

‘Not 

He turned and tried to rush through the doorway Twas so 
accustomed now to anticipating the creatwe's erate move- 
ments that I acted instincavely Before Paul could escape Thad 
grasped his shoulder and twisted him back towards me. 

‘What are you going to do” 

He pushed at me with all his nught 1 held firm. and we 
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staggered back into the centre of the room. He stopped and I 
could tell that he was trying to keep his vore steady. 

‘For your sake and to protect Flizabeth I've kepr silent so 
far, he said ‘But now I’m going to the authorities That 
creature must be destroyed and you must pay for your 
atrocities `’ 

I could have laughed if ıt had not been for the deadly 
seriousness of ıt Absurdity and tragedy go so often together 

Paul flung me away with a sudden lunge, and my hip jarred 
nauseatingly against the bench Before I could get my breath, 
he was out of the door and running along the passage 

I stumbled after him As he raced down the stairs, Elizabeth 
came out into the hall 

‘Paul, where are you 

Her question died on her lips as she saw me in hot pursuit 
I followed Paul out into the open, and our teet scuffed up dust 
from the drive His pace was slowing In spite of the pain in 
my side | torced mysclt to keep going, and overtook him as he 
reached the path to the village 

‘Paul, wait a minute ’ 

He swung towards mc on the detensive, ready to strike if | 
tried to grab him 

‘Paul,’ I pleaded, ‘what do vou hope to gain by this? You're 
as much a part of it as Pam’ 

‘ve had nothing to do with it for months 

‘You can’t shed all responsibility for the earlier stages And 
if you think that by betraying me yowll have Thivzabeth for 
vourself, I can assure you you're mistaken 

In the evening hight it was difficult to make out his features 
But he drew himself up stiffly and said ‘I want nothing more 
than to protect Elizabeth But I have never tried to win ha 
away from you If you think that -° 

‘It you want to protect her,’ I broke in, ‘you are gotng the 
wrong way about it How will it help her to learn that the 
man she is about to matry is in danger from meddling 
officials? How will it help her to know that his old tricnd and 
colleague 1s a traitor who himself worked on the preliminary 
stages ? If we both suffer at the hands of the authorities — and 
don’t imagine, Paul, that I shall accept all blame myself 
what will she do? She can’t hve here alone, the butt of all the 
malicious tongues in the country She has nowhere else to go 
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It 1s nearly her wedding eve — and you propose to shatter her 
whole future *” 

‘You're falsifying it, Victor ’ 

‘Falsifying it”? I said ‘Think of her in that house while the 
authorities and their booted minions stamp through, examin- 
ing everything, pulling the place apart, wrecking my 
laboratory 

The same thought occurred to us both at the same instant 

‘The laboratory,’ said Paul ‘When we came out the 
door’s still open ’ 

‘She wouldn't 

‘Wouldn't she >” 

Ehzabeth had not followed us out The main door wis still 
open, shedding light on the steps She could, of course, have 
gone back into the salon Or she could, wondering about our 
wild chase, have taken the opportunity of going upstairs And 
I had undoubtedly kft the door wide open 

We starcd at the house 

‘Victor? Paul clutched my irm 

High up on the roof a light showed, and there wis a thicker 
of movement It was impossible to distinguish the outlines of 
the moving shape at first, but m the stillness of the mght we 
heard the clink and rattle of a chain 

The creature had pulled its chain away from the wall The 
hight came from the open skylight which led out on to the 
roof As we got used to the distance and the darkness, we saw 
the wavering head and the groping arms unmistakably 

The creature came to the edge of the parapet and looked 
down 

‘We must get up there, I said 

‘Not this time,” said Paul ‘I'm going to the village for help ` 

I seemed to have lost the will to restrain him Everything 
was going wiong As he went away down the path to round 
up helpers and ruin my schemes once and tor all, I returned to 
the house I did not even bother to hutry I was in the grip of 
a bleak fatalism 

But once I was indoors my steps quickened There was no 
sign of Elizabeth She must indeed have gone upstairs 

I went up the frst flight two at a ame and called her name 
along the landing. There was no reply I pounded on my way 
up to the laboratory lhe door was open, and the lights were 
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burning just as we had left them. But the skylight, which 
came right down to floor level, was pushed open A faint 
breeze stirred the sheets of notes which had accumulated on 
my desk. 

A lantern stood on the parapet just outside the skylight It 
must be one which Elizabeth had carried to light her way up 
the stairs, since I had certainly not put it there And ıt meant 
that Elizabeth had followed the creature out on to the roof 

There was only a low balustrade to save them from the 
drop to the terrace below 

I opened the desk drawer and took out my pistol Then I 
stepped through the open skylight on to the parapet 

Faintly touched with hght, almost at the end of the roof, 
Elizabeth stood looking away trom me, looking at something 
round the corner ot the ridge 

‘Flizabeth’ — I spoke softly, not wanting to alarm her in 
that precarious position — ‘come back ’ 

She turned and stared at me It was hardly the face of 
Elizabeth anv longer Horror was written across it an 
incredulous, unconquerable horror that included me as well 
as the other thing she must have seen This was not how I had 
meant her to see the crcature for the first ume The shock 
must have dazed her Coming into the laboratory just as the 
creature wrenched its chain free from the wall staple, she 
must have been hypnotically drawn to follow it, to prove to 
herself that ıt was real 

‘Elizabeth 

She shook her head as though to deny that I existed I took 
a step out on to the parapet and she waved me back She 
might have been trying to ward me off — concerned with 
keeping me rather than the creature at bay 

And behind her the creature appeared, clawing and rocking 
its way back from the edge of the roof 

I lifted my pistol Elizabeth screamed The creature reached 
out as though to embrace her, and I fred 

It was a bad, impossible target Elizabeth jerked as though 
she had been struck, and even in this light I could see a dark 
stain begin to spread from her shoulder 

She fell back into the creature’s arms 

1 had another shot to fire. This tıme I could not afford to 
miss. As Elizabeth’s head drooped to one side 1 braced myself 
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and took careful aim. The creature stared stupidly, uncompre- 
hendingly at me. 

I fired, and this time ıt was the creature’s turn to flinch Its 
arm slid to its side, and Elizabeth crumpled over the edge of 
the balustrade She hung there, unconscious, her head swaying 
over the deadly drop 

The creature touched her once in a puzzled sort of way and 
then carefully, with a lumbering solemnity, clambered past 
her and began to come towards mc 

‘Stay where you are,” | commanded ıt 

It kept up its slow, steady pace 

‘Get back,’ I shouted It must have heard, must know what 
I was saying So far its obedience had been unquestioning 
‘Get back get away ’ 

It was within a few feet of me I backed away unul I was in 
the skylight opening, Sull it did not slacken its advance 

I velled for help, but there was nobody to hear 

I threw the pistol it the creature It bounced off, and an 
eternity later Phe ard the rattle as it hit the ground far below 

Behind me was the laboratory It I fled across it E could 
lock the door from outside and make my escape The door 
was solid enough to withstand even the strength of this 
powerful creature But to leave Flizabeth out there trapped 
with the monster 

I glanced back over my shoulder in scarch of a suitable 
weapon There was none Ihe silver knobbed stick was not 
something I would care to trust ag unst this solid brute force 

At my feet was the lantern 1 tclr the warmth of the flame 
against my ankle 

I stooped and picked it up 

The creature plodded towards me ind raised its arms I 
swung the lantern twe to give it plenty of impetus, and 
hurled it full at the creature 

As the spureang, flickering ght was liunched at it, the 
creature bared its teeth If it could have sprung at me it would 
have done so But it had not vet learnt such co ordination of 
movements It made one further step forward ind then the 
lantern smacked into its chest 

There was a moment when nothing seemed to happen A 
faint smear of thick black smoke hung on the arr Then flame 
blazed up from the lamp 
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The creature was on fire The flames licked up greedily, 
devouring it at a speed which appalled me. [ts eyes stared out 
at me in agonized entreaty, and then were blotted out by 
crimson fury A strangled, hideous voice screamed despair- 
ingly. The creature’s head jerked back in an eftort to dodge 
the flames, but they were too voracious Its hands beat vainly 
on its face And then, a raging pillar of hre, ıt Came blundering 
on towards me again 

I stumbled back into the laboratory Ihe glass of the sky 
light crashed into splinters, spraying across the parapet and 
into the laboratory 

And suddenly, rearing up like a living torch, the creature 
hurled itself forward In its death throes ıt sought a respite, 
something to put in end to the intolerable pain’ With one 
wild, insane leap it plunged into the tank 

The screams went on, reverberating through the laboratory 
And the screams were mine I was yelling hke a mamac, 
trying to stop whar had already been done The tank was no 
longer full of the fluid in which the creature had once lain | 
had recently recharged it with acid And into that acid plunged 
the burning creature 

There was an acrid smoke that billowed up and raced 
hke some elemental fend about the room In the tank there 
was a moment of wild thrashing and churning, and acid 
splashed out over the floor, driving me back into 2 sate 
corner 

Then the noise abated It died to a sizzling and bubbling 
that went on for some time before finally fading into utter 
stillness 

My lifes work was destroyed Destroyed in 1 moment by 
the same hand that brought ıt into cxistence Within half an 
hour there was nothing left of my creature The acid tank was 
cloudy, but that, too, would clarify in a short time and there 
would be no evidence that the creature had ever been in this 
world at all 


9 


That 1s the true story of what happened But it 15 a story 
which no one will believe The priest shakes his head and 
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exhorts me to repent. The executioner makes ready, and my 
hours are numbered. 

One man could have saved me If Paul Krempe had spoken 
out, then surely the verdict would have gone differently But 
Paul had nothing to say. Paul, who was the cause of all that 
went wrong with the experiment, took Flizabeth away into 
the quiet countryside and left me to my fate — an undeserved 
fate 

When Paul brought a dozen villagers to the house that 
night with the story of a dangerous monster being loose, ıt 
was to find no monster And foolishly, in my desire to 
suppress any further investigations ind any possible scandal, I 
denounced him as an agitator and trouble-maker There had 
been no monster such as he described | was Baron Franken- 
stein, and | was shocked that my own villagers should have 
been seduced by this man’s glib inventions L ordered them to 
go home and ordered Paul to leave the district before I 
instituted proceedings against him 

He left the district and took Elizabeth wath him 

I have said that I acted foolishly in so firmly denying the 
existence of the creature For a wech later some interfering 
shepherd, who had no business to be on that part of my land 
in the first placc, noticed 1 pecublar conformation of recently 
turned earth in the woods, and began to dig into it Why n 
should have occurred to him to do so [cannot say it was but 
the last in a long series of ironical blows dealt me by fate 

In the grave which he exposed was the mutilated corpse of 
Justine 

They would not beheve that | was innocent of her death 
When [ told them how the monster of my creation had torn 
her apart, they shrank away trom me and reminded me that I 
had scorned the notion of any such monster l tried to 
explain, but they would not listen In their eyes } was the 
monster Justine had been expecting a child, and I had mur- 
dered her The more I cried that it was a terrible accident for 
which I was not responsible, the more their detestation of me 
hardened 

I sent out a plea tor Paul Krempe to come torward and 
testify. He did not appear I implored eminent scientists to 
inspect the apparatus in my laboratory while I explained how 
it could be used to create hte. 1 ottered to demonstrate the 
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whole sequence of experiments to them. Grimly they said I 
would not be allowed that much time in this world. And on 
all sides I was accused not merely of murder but ot 
blasphemy. 

The priest to whom I have told the story cannot make up 
his mind whether I am mad or wicked. He has listened, bur 
none of it means anything to him. He will intercede on my 
behalf with nobody — and if he did, ıt would be of little use, 
for who would make any sense out of his meanderings ? 

Late today came the worst moment of all A last hope 
flickered and began to burn .. but I should have known that 
my trust in old friendships was a vain one. 

Paul Krempe came to see me. At last he deigned to show 
himself. The pathetic httle dwarf who 1s my gaoler, and 
whom I truly think regards me with respect and a strange 
affection, showed him in with a flourish I fancied 1 detected 
in the dwarf’s sad little eves the hope that my wishes would 
be granted and that here at last would be a reprieve 

A great weight was lifted from my heart Paul, after all, 
was not going to fail me. He would tell all that he knew The 
truth would come out. The rest of the world would have to 
accept that Justine had been killed not by me but by a 
creature which, admittedly, | had constructed, but for whose 
wayward savagertes | could hardly be held responsible Paul 
knew. His conscience could surely not permit him to remain 
silent any longer. He must have been trying to hold out, to let 
me be executed so that khizabeth would be his, but now he 
had seen where his duty lay 

I sent for the priest so that he could be a witness to all that 
was said. 

‘I knew Paul wouldn’t fail me, I said. ‘He will verify 
everything I’ve already told you.’ 

The priest blinked. He gave every sign of being frightened 
of learning that what I had said was true Better, in his eyes, 
that I should be executed than that these unpalatable facts 
should be hrmly established. 

Paul was shown in by the dwarf. I put out my hand, 
longing to clasp his m mine. But Paul stood sternly aloof. 

He said ‘LT have come with a message from Elizabeth.’ 

‘She will speak, too” | said eagerly. 

“She wishes you to know that she forgives you and that she 
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will pray for you. I have implored her not to think of the past, 
bur she would not rest content until I promised that | would 
speak to you before the end ’ 

‘Tell them, Paul Tell the priest here - and later we will 
make a declaration to the authorities ’ 

‘Tell them what?” 

He was being wilfully obtuse ‘About the creature I made,’ 
I said as patiently as possible Patience was not easy with the 
shadow of the scaffold darkening over me. ‘Paul, you were 
the only person ever to see him alive Flizabeth caught only a 
glimpse, but you know You and Justine — Justine must have 
seen him, but she can’t help me now, can she ”’ 

‘Justine, he said thoughtfully , ‘the gul you murdered ° 

It was like a knife in my bowels I sud ‘But I didn’t You 
must realize that He was the one He ou” 

‘Who, Victor” Paul’s steely calmness brought fear welling 
up in me again 

‘The creature’ IT was trying to maintain my digmty, trying 
not to shout at him “The creature we made together Don’t 
keep up the prerence any longer You've got to tell the truth 
how ’ 

Paul glanced at the priest and slowly shook his head As 
though this had been a signal he was expecting, the priest left 
the cell 

l clutched Pauls jacket ‘You must tell them! You know 
whats going to happen to me Onlv you can save me You 
must tell chem PI make you speak Pll make you 

We tought in the confined space of the cell It lasted only a 
few seconds The guards rushed in and dragged me off him. 
Paul dusted himself off and gave the guards the same false, 
regretful look he had given the priest 

This was the only ume during these degrading proceedings 
that I broke down I began to scream 

‘You must tell them, Paul You’ve got to save me You 
can’t let them can’t let me Paul. Pl promise not to 
carry out any further experiments, but tell them. Tell them 
now!’ 

They held me back as he went out of the cell with his head 
hypocritically bowed 

The priest was waiting outside 

Paul said “There’s nothing we can do for him now.’ 
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And he left, doubtless to insinuate himself even further into 
Elizabeth's graces 

I sobbed helplessly I am ashamed of myself for showing 
such weakness, but this final betrayal robbed me temporarily 
of all self control 

Now I am myself agam [hey shall not sce me flinch And 
even at this eleventh hour I feel that somehow there must be 
an answer There cannot be such injustice in the world | im 
Baron Frankenstein, and | cannot believe that I shall die | 
cannot believe thit I shall ever die I who have created lite - 
how can they presume to take life from me ? 

There must somehow be a way to cheat death 


The Reanimator 


By H.P. LOVECRAFT 


Hammer’s success uith Frankenstein continued until the early 
Seventies when the well spring of ideas finally ran dry with 
Frankenstein and the Monster from Hell (1972) Ihe influence 
of theme uas, however, far from over, and a decade later 
another story inspired by tt was turned into a movie which 
has become a cult classic and also generated a sequel Herbert 
West Reannnator by the Ameria horror writer, H P Love 
craft (18y0 1937) Lovecraft, who ined much of bis life as a 
recluse on Rhode Island and bas posthumously been acknowl 
edged as a master of the genre was a prolific reader of 
supernatural literature and described Yrankenstein us ‘one of 
the horror classics of all tune at has the true touch of cosmu 
fear ` It 1. mteresting to note that just as | ovecraft’s work has 
influenced subsequent generations of writers, so Erankenstein 
shaped his early work m particular Herbert West Reanima- 
tor the sn eptsodes of which were first published m the 
curiously titled Home Brew magazine m 1921 2 [he mfluence 
of Mary Shelley on this saga of a young experimenter barred 
from medial school, who practises bis unholy arts on the 
corpses Cf human beings and reptiles is wamediately apparent 
but when director Stuart Gordon decided to bring the 
stories to the screen im the mid Fighties be mitiated u hat has 
since become known as the ‘splatter film’ genre uith its 
dedication to shocking ieu ers uith blood, gore and ttolence 
Che first Re Animator picture released in 1986 has been 
described as ‘one of the most memorable horror smashes of 
the Tightie? and apart from winning a Special Prize at the 
Cannes Hilm Festival made a number of people famt when it 
was screened at the Sitges Fantasy Festival m Spam. Stuart 
Gordon, who also co wrote the screenplay wtth Dennis Paoli 
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and Wiliam J. Norris, went to considerable lengths to make 
the medical background to the picture as authentic as possible, 
hiring two Los Angeles doctors as consultants Dr Damel Del 
Boccio of the Pathology Department at Henrotin Hospital 
and the appositely named Dr Robert Stem from the Cook 
County Morgue In creating the remarkable specal effects 
which were to have such a strong tmpact on viewers, Gordon 
also spent some time in los Angeles morgues, recalling later, 
‘Isoon realised most films portray corpses inaccurately They 
are not necessarily “deathly” white with dark rings under 
their eves People are as different in death as they are im hife 
They can be all colours of the tuinbou, dependme on hou 
they died ` 

The film company later clarmed to hate used in excess of 
30 gallons of ‘blood’ in making the picture ubih starred 
Jeffrev Coombs as Herbert West, Bruce Abbott as his assist 
ant, Dan (am, and David Gale as Dr Carl Lil the treacherous, 
hypocntiual head of Miskatonic Uni ersity Melim, the Re 
animated Man, was played by Peter kont Rettetcers at both 
ends of the spectrum enjoyed the picture as much as tts 
audiences ‘A splatter film that’s head and spurting trunk 
above the rest’ said Neu York s Village Vorne, u bile The 
Times of London declared It ams for cult status In fad 
the success of the mone, like tts Frankenstem predecessors 
led to a sequel im 1990, thich teas released in somi countits 
as Re Animator 2 und m others uith a nue acknou ledgment 
to the past| as Bride of Re Animator Brian Yuzna ubo bad 
been producer of the first puture, now assumed the role of 
director and also co wrote the script uith Woody Kath and 
Rick Fry All the prnapals of the previous film re-appiared 
with the addition of kathleen Kinmont playing Gloria, the 
bride, and Irene Forrest in the role of Nurse Mary Shelley 
The special effects for the tale m ubich West created ua 
woman from just a female head were the binducork of 
Hollywood's gore specialist, Screaming Mad George [tke its 
predecessor, Re Animator 2 has become a fat ourite for screen 
ing at late myht horror shows and bere are lotecrafts 
episodes which mspired these cult classics 


I. FROM THE DARK 


Of Herbert West, who was my friend ın college and in other 
hfe, I can speak only with extreme terror This terror 1s not 
due altogether to the sinister manner of his recent disappear- 
ance, but was engendered by the whole nature of his hfe- 
work, and first gained its acute form more than seventeen 
years ago, when we were ın the third year of our course at the 
Miskatonic University medical school in Arkham. While he 
was with me, the wonder and diabolism of his experiments 
fascinated me utterly, and I was his closest Companion Now 
thar he 18 gone and the spell is broken, the actual fear 1s 
greater Memories and possibilities are ever more hideous 
than realities 

The first horrible incident of our acquaintance was the 
greatest shock I ever experienced, and it 15 only with reluctance 
that I repeat it As I have said, it happened when we were tn 
medical school, where West had already made himself notori- 
ous through his wild theones on the nature ot death and the 
possibility of overcoming it artificially His views, which were 
widely ridiculed by the taculty and by his tellou students, 
hinged on the essentially mechanisne nature of life, and 
concerned means for operating the organi machinery ot 
mankind by calculated chemical action after the failure of 
nitural processes In his experiments with various animating 
solutions he had killed and treated immense numbers of 
rabbits, guinea-pigs, cats, dogs, and monkeys, ull he had 
become the prime nuisance of the college Several times he 
had actually obtained signs of life im animals supposedly 
dead, in many cases violent signs, bur he soon saw that the 
perfection of his process, if indeed possible, would necessarily 
involve a litetime of research It likewise became clear that, 
since the same solution never worked alike on different organic 
species, he would require human subjects for turther and 
more specialised progress It was here that he first came into 
conflict with the college authorities, and was debarred from 
tuture experiments by no less a dignitary than the dean of the 
medical school himself - the learned and benevolent Dr Allan 
Halsey, whose work on behalf of the stricken ts recalled by 
every old resident of Arkham. 

I had always been exceptionally tolerant of West’s pursuits, 
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and we frequently discussed his theories, whose ramifications 
and corollaries were almost infinite. Holding with Haeckel 
that all life 1s a chemical and physical process, and that the 
so-called ‘soul’ is a myth, my friend believed that armfictal 
reanimation of the dead can depend only on the condition of 
the tissues, and that unless actual decomposition has set in, a 
corpse fully equipped with organs may with suitable measures 
be set going again in the pecuhar fashion known as life That 
the psychic or intellectual life might be impaired by the slight 
deterioration of sensitive brain-cells which even a short period 
of death would be apt to cause, West fully realised It had at 
first been his hope to find a reagent which would restore 
vitality before che actual advent of death, and only repeated 
failures on animals had shown him that the natural and 
artihiuial life motions were incompatible He then songht cx 
treme freshness in his specimens, injecting his solutions into 
the blood immediately after the extincuon of hfe It was this 
circumstance which made the professors so carelessly sceptical, 
for they felt that true death had not occurred in any case 
They did not stop to view the matter closely and reasoningly 

It was not long after the faculty had irerdicted his work 
that West confided to me his resolution to get tresh bodics in 
some manner, and continue m secret the experiments he could 
no longer perform openly To hear him discussing ways and 
means was rather ghastly, for at the college we had never 
procured anatomical specimens ourselves Whenever the 
morgue proved inadequate, two local negroes attended to this 
matter, and they were seldom questioned West was then a 
small, slender, spectacled youth with delicate teatures, yellow 
hair, pale blue eyes, and a soft voice, and it was uncanny to 
hear him dwelling on the relative merits of Christ Church 
Cemetery and the potter’s held, because practically evcry 
body in Christ Church was embalmed, a thing of course 
ruinous to West's researches 

I was by this time his active and enthralled assistant, and 
helped him make all his decisions, not only concerning the 
source of bodies but concerning a suitable place for our 
loathsome work. It was I who thought of che deserted C hap 
man farmhouse beyond Meadow Hill, where we fitted up on 
the ground floor an operating room and a laboratory, cach 
with dark curtains to conceal our midnight doings. The place 
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was far from any road, and in sight of no other house, yet 
precautions were none the less necessary; since rumours of 
strange lights, started by chance nocturnal roamers, would 
soon bring disaster on our enterprise. It was agreed to call the 
whole thing a chemical laboratory 1f discovery should occur. 
Gradually we equipped our sinister haunt of science with 
materials either purchased in Boston or quietly borrowed 
from the college — materials carefully made unrecognizable 
save to expert eyes — and provided spades and picks for the 
many burials we should have to make ın the cellar. At the 
college we used an incinerator, but the apparatus was too 
costly for our unauthorized laboratory. Bodies were always a 
nuisance ~ even the small guinea-pig bodies from the slight 
clandestine experiments m Wests room at the boarding- 
house. 

We followed the local death-notices hke ghouls, for our 
specimens demanded particular qualities. What we wanted 
were corpses interred soon after death and without artificial 
preservation, preterably free from malforming disease, and 
certainly with all organs present. Accident victims were our 
best hope Not for many weeks did we hear of anything 
suitable; though we talked with morgue and hospital authori- 
nes, ostensibly in the college’s interest. as often as we could 
without exciting suspicion. We found that the college had first 
choice m every case, so that tt might be necessary to remain in 
Arkham during the summer, when only the limited summer- 
school classes were held. In the end, though, luck favoured 
us, for one day we heard of an almost ideal case in the 
potter’s field; a brawny voung workman drowned only the 
morning before in Summer’s Pond, and buried at the town’s 
expense without delay or embalming That afternoon we 
found the new grave, and determined to begin work soon 
after midnight. 

It was a repulsive task that we undertook in the black small 
hours, even though we lacked at that time the special horror 
of graveyards which later experiences brought to us. We 
carried spades and oil dark lanterns, for although electric 
torches were then manufactured, they were not as satisfactory 
as the tungsten contrivances of today. The process of unearth- 
ing was slow and sordid - ıt might have been gruesomely 
poetical if we had been artists instead of scientists — and we 
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were glad when our spades struck wood. When the pine box 
was fully uncovered West scrambled down and removed the 
hd, dragging out and propping up the contents. I reached 
down and hauled the contents out of the grave, and then both 
toiled hard to restore the spot to its former appearance. The 
affair made us rather nervous, especially the suff form and 
vacant face of our first trophy, but we managed to remove all 
traces of our visit, When we had patted down the last shovelful 
of earth we put the specimen in a canvas sack and set out for 
the old Chapman place beyond Meadow Hill 

On an improvised dissecting-table in the old farmhouse, by 
the light of a powerful acetylene lamp, the speaimen was not 
very spectral looking. It had been a sturdy and apparently 
unimaginative youth of wholesome plebeian type large 
framed, grey-eyed, and brown-haired a sound animal with 
out psvchological subtleties, and probably having vital pro 
cesses of the simplest and healthiest sort Now, with the eyes 
closed, it looked more asleep than dead, though the expert 
rest of my frend soon kett no doubt on the score We had at 
last what West had always longed tor 1 real dead man ot 
the ideal kind, ready for the solution as prepared according, to 
the most caretul calculations and theories for human use. The 
tension on our part became very great We knew that there 
was scarcely a chance for anything like complere success, and 
could not avoid hideous fears at possible grotesque results of 
partial animation Especially were we apprehensive concerning 
the mind and tmpulses of the creature, since in the space 
following death some of the more delic we cerebral cells might 
well have suffered deterioration [, myself, sull held some 
curious nouions about the traditional ‘soul’ of man, and felt 
an awe at the secrets that might be told hy one returning from 
the dead I wondered what sights this placid youth mht have 
seen in inaccessible spheres, and what he could relate if fully 
restored to life But my wonder was not overwhelming, since 
for the most part J shared the materialism of my friend He 
was calmer than I as he forced a jarge quannty of his fluid 
into a vein of the body's arm, immediately binding the incision 
securely. 

The waiting was gruesome, but West never faltered. Every 
now and then he applied his stethoscope to the specimen, and 
bore the negative results philosophically After about three 
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quarters of an hour without the least sign of life he disappoint- 
edly pronounced the solution inadequate, but determined to 
make the most of his opportunity and try one change ın the 
formula before disposing of his ghastly prize. We had that 
afternoon dug a grave in the cellar, and would have to fill it 
by dawn — for although we had fixed a lock on the house we 
wished to shun even the remotest risk of a ghoulish discovery. 
Besides, the body would not be even approximately fresh the 
next might. So taking the solitary acetvlene lamp into the 
adjacent laboratory, we left our silent guest on the slab in the 
dark, and bent every energy to the mixing, of a new solution; 
the weighing and measuring supervised by West with an 
almost tanatucal care 

The awful event was very sudden, and wholly unexpected. | 
was pouring something from one test-tube to another, and 
West was busy over the alcohol blast-lamp which had to 
inswer for a Bunsen burner in this gasless edifice, when trom 
the pitch black room we had left there burst the most appall- 
ing and demoniac succession of cries that either of us had ever 
heard Not more unutterable conld have been the chaos of 
hellish sound it the pit itself had opened to release the agony 
of the damned, for in one meonceivable cacophony was 
centered all the supernal terror and unnatural despair of 
animate nature Human it could not have been itis notin 
man to make such sounds and without a thought of our late 
employment or its possible discovery both West and I leaped 
to the nearest window hke stricken inmals, overturning 
tubes, lamp, and retorts, and vaulting madly into the starred 
abyss of the rural night. I think we screamed ourselves as we 
stumbled trantically toward the town, though as we reached 
the outskirts we put on a semblance of restraint just enough 
to seem hke belaced revellers staggering home trom a 
debauch 

We did not separate, but managed to get to West's room, 
where we whispered with the gas up unuj dawn. By then we 
had calmed ourselves a httle with rational theories and plans 
tor invesugation, so that we could sleep through the day - 
classes being disregarded. But that evening two items in the 
paper, wholly unrelated, made it again impossible for us 
to sleep. The old deserted Chapman house had tnexplica- 
bly burned to an amorphous heap of ashes, that we could 
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understand because of the upset lamp. Also, an attempt had 
been made to disturb a new grave ın the potter’s field, as if 
by futile and spadeless clawing at the earth. That we could 
not understand, for we had patted down the mould very 
carefully. 

And for seventeen years after that West would look fre- 
quently over his shoulder, and complain of fancied footsteps 
behind him. Now he has disappeared. 


H. THE PLAGUE-DEMON 


I shall never forget that hideous summer sixteen years ago, 
when like a noxious afnt from the halls of Ebhs typhoid 
stalked leeringly through Arkham. It is by that satanic scourge 
that most recall the year, for truly terror brooded with bat- 
wings over the piles of coffins in the tombs of Christ Church 
Cemerery; yet for me there 1s a greater horror in that nme - a 
horror known to me alone now that Herbert West has 
disappeared. 

West and | were doing post-graduate work in summer 
.classes at the medical school of Miskatomic University, and 
my friend had attained a wide notoriety because of his experi- 
ments leading toward the revivification of the dead. After the 
scientific slaughter of uncounted small animals the freakish 
work had ostensibly stopped by order of our sceptical dean, 
Dr Allan Halsey; though West had continued to perform 
certain secret tests in his dingy boarding-house room, and had 
on one terrible and unforgettable occasion taken a human 
body from its grave in the potter’s field to a deserted farm- 
house beyond Meadow Hill. 

I was with him on that odious occasion, and saw him inject 
into the still veins the elixir which he thought would to some 
extent restore life's chemical and physical processes. It had 
ended horribly ~ in a delirium of fear which we gradually 
came to attribute to our own over-wrought nerves — and West 
had never afterward been able to shake off a maddening 
sensation of being haunted and hunted. The body had not 
been quite fresh enough; it is obvious that to restore normal 
mental attributes a body must be very fresh indeed; and the 
burning of the old house had prevented us from burying the 
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thing. It would have been better 1f we could have known ıt 
was underground. 

After that experience West had dropped his researches for 
some time; but as the zeal of the born scientist slowly re- 
turned, he again became importunate with the college faculty, 
pleading for the use of the dissecting-room and of fresh 
human speaimens for the work he regarded as so overwhelm- 
ingly important His pleas, howcver, were wholly in vain, for 
the decision of Dr Halsey was inflexible, and the other profes- 
sors all endorsed the verdict of their leader In the radical 
theory of reanimation they saw nothing but the immature 
vagaries of a vouthful enthusiast whose shght form, yellow 
hair, spectacled blue eyes, and sott voice gave no hint of the 
super normal almost diabolical powcr of the cold brain 
within I can see him now as he was then and J shiver He 
grew sterner of face, but never clderly And now Sefton has 
had the mishap and West has vanished 

Wist clashed disagreeably with Dr Halsey near the end of 
our last undergraduate term in a wordy dispute that did 
loss credit to him than to the kindly dean in point of courtesy 
He felt that he was needlessly and irrationally retarded in a 
supremely great work, a work which he could of course 
conduct to suit himself in later veais, but which he wished to 
begin while sall possessed of the exceprional facilities of the 
university That the tradition-bound elders should ignore his 
angular results on animals, and persist an ther denial of 
the possibility of reanimation, was inexprossibls disgusting 
and almost incomprehensible to a youth of West's logical 
temperament Only greater maturity could help him under- 
stand the chron mental limitations of the ‘professor doctor 
type the product of gencrations of pathetic Puritanism, 
kindly, conscientious, and sometimes gentle and amiable, yet 
alwavs narrow, intolerant, custom ridden, and lacking in 
perspective Age has more charity tor these incomplete vet 
high souled characters, whose worst real vice 15 tumidity, and 
who are ultimately punished by gencral ridicule tor their 
intellectual sins sins ike Prolemaism, Calvinism, anu- 
Darwinism, anti-Nietzschcaism, and ¿very sort of Sabbatatian- 
ism and sumptuarv legislation West, young despite his marvel- 
lous scientific acquirements, had scant patience with good Dr 
Halsey and his erudite colleagues, and nursed an increasing 
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resentment, cou pled with a desire to prove his theories to 
these obtuse worthies in some striking and dramatic fashion 
Like most youths, he indulged ın elaborate day-dreams of 
revenge, triumph, and final magnanimous forgiveness 

And then had come the scourge, grinning and lethal, from 
the nightmare caverns of Tartarus West and | had graduated 
about the time of its beginning, but had remained for addi 
tional work at the summer school, so that we were in Arkham 
when it broke with full demoniac fury upon the town Though 
not as yet lensed physicians, we now had our degrees, and 
were pressed frantically into public service as the numbers of 
the stricken grew The situation was almost past management, 
and deaths ensued too frequently for the local undertakers 
tully to handle Burials without embalming were made in 
rapid succession, and even the C hrist Church ( emetery receiv 
ing tomb was crammed with cotfins of the uncmbalmed dead 
This circumstance was not without etfece on West, who 
thought often ot the irony of the situation so many tresh 
spcurmens, yet none tor his persecuted researches! We were 
trightfully overworked, and the tertfic mental and nervous 
strain made my frend brood morbidly 

But Wests gentle enemies were no less harassed with pros 
trating duties College had all bur closed, and every doctor of 
the medical faculty was helping to hght the typhoid plague 
Di Halsey in particular had distinguished himself in sacrifeing 
service, ipplying his extreme skill wich whole hearted cnergs 
to cases which many others shunned because of danger oi 
apparent hopelessness Before a month was over the fearless 
dean hid become 1 populir hero though he seemed uncon 
suious of his fame as he struggled to keep from collapsing 
with physical tatiguc and nervous exhaustion West could not 
withhold admirition tor the fortitude of his foe, but because 
of this was even more determined to prove to him the truth of 
his amazing doctrines Taking idvantage of the disorganis\ 
tion of both college work and mumapal health regulations 
he managed to get a recently deceased body smuggled into the 
university dissecting room one night, and m my presence 
injected a new modification of his solution) The thing actually 
opened its eyes, but only stared at the ceiling with a look of 
soul petrifying horror before collapsing into an inertness from 
which nothing could rouse it West said it was not fresh 
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enough -- the hot summer air does not favour corpses. That 
time we were almost caught before we incinerated the thing, 
and West doubted the advisabihty of repeating his daring 
misuse of the college laboratory. 

The peak of the epidemic was reached in August West and 
I were almost dead, and Dr Halsey did die on the fourteenth. 
The students all attended the hasty funeral on the fifteenth, 
and bought an impressive wreath, though the latter was quite 
overshadowed by the tributes sent by wealthy Arkham citizens 
and by the municipality itself It was almost a public affair, 
for the dean had surely been a public benetaictor After the 
cntombment we were all somewhat depressed, ind spent the 
afternoon at the bar of the Commercal House, where West, 
though shaken by the dcath of his chet opponent, chilled the 
rest of us with references to his notorious theories Most of 
the students went home, or to various duties, as the evening 
idvanced, but West persuaded me to aid him in ‘making a 
might of it? West's landlady saw us arrive at his room about 
two in the morning, with a third man between us, and told 
her husband that we had all evidently dined ind wined rather 
well 

Apparently this acidulous matron was might, for about 
three ım the whole house was aroused by cries Coming from 
West's room, where when tho broke down the door thev 
found the two of us unconsuous on the blood stamed carpet, 
beaten, scratched, and mauled, and with the broken remnants 
of Wests bottles and instruments around uy Only an open 
window told what had become of our assailant, and many 
wondered how he himself had tared atter the terrific leap 
trom the second storey to the lawn which he must have made 
[here were some strange garments in the room, but West 
upon regaining consciousness said they did not belong to the 
stranger, but were specimens collected for bactenological 
analveis in the course of investigations on the transmission of 
germ diseases. He ordered them burnt as soon as possible im 
the capacious fireplace Fo the police we both declared ignor- 
ance of our late Companion’s identity: He was, West nervously 
said, a congenial stranger whom we had met at some down- 
town bar of uncertain location. We had all been rather jovial, 
and West and I did not wish to have our pugnacious compan- 
1on hunted down. 
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That same night saw the beginning of the second Arkham 
horror — the horror that to me eclipsed the plague itself. 
Christ Church Cemetery was the scene of a terrible killing, a 
watchman having been clawed to death in a manner not only 
too hideous for description, but raising a doubt as to the 
human agency of the deed The victim had been seen alive 
considerably after midmght the dawn revealed the unutter- 
able thing The manager of a circus at the neighbouring town 
of Bolton was questioned, but he swore that no beast had at 
any time escaped trom its cage Those who found the body 
noted a trail of blood leading to the receiving tomb, where a 
small pool ot red lay on the concrete just outside the gate A 
fainter trail led away towards the woods, but it soon gave 
out 

The next mght devils danced on the roofs of Arkham, and 
unnatural madness howled in the wind Ihiough the fevered 
town had crept a curse which some said was greater than the 
plague, and which some whispered was the embodied demon 
soul of the plague itself Eight houses were entered by a 
nameless thing which strewed red death in its wake ~ in all 
seventeen maimed and shapeless remnants of bodies were left 
behind by the voneless, sadist. monster that crept abroad A 
tew persons had half seen tt in the dark, and said it was white 
and hke a malformed ape or anthropomorphic fiend ft had 
not left behind quite all that it had attacked, for sometimes it 
had been hungry The number it had killed was fourteen, 
three of the bodies had been in stricken homes and had not 
been alive 

On the third night frante bands of searchers, led by the 
police, captured it in a house on Crane Street near the 
Miskatonic campus They had organized the quest with care, 
keeping in touch by means of volunteer telephone stations, 
and when someone tn the college distru t had reported hearing 
a scratching at a shuttered window, the net was quickls 
spread On account of the general alarm and precautions, 
there were only two more victims, and the capture was 
effected without major casualties The thing was finally 
stopped by a bullet, though not a fatal one, and was rushed to 
the local hospital amidst universal excttement and loathing 

For it had been a man This much was clear despite the 
nauseous cyes, the voiceless simtanism, and the demoniac 
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savagery. They dressed the wound and carted it to the asylum 
at Sefton, where ıt beat its head against the walls of a padded 
cell for sixteen years ~ until the recent mishap, when ıt 
escaped under circumstances that few like to mention What 
had most disgusted the searchers of Arkham was the thing 
they noticed when the monster’s face was cleaned — the 
mocking, unbechevable resemblance to a learned and self-sacri- 
faing martyr who had been entombed but three days before — 
the late Dr Allan Halsey, public benefactor and dean of the 
mcdical school of Miskatonic University 

lo the vanished Herbert West and to me the disgust and 
horror were supreme [| shudder tomght as I think of it, 
shudder even more than [ did that morning when West 
muttered through his bandages, ‘Damn it, it wasn’t quite 
tresh enough? 


HI SIX SHOTS BY MOONLIGHT 


Itis uncommon co fire all six shots of a revolver with great 
suddenness when one would probably be suffiaient, but 
many things in the hte of Herbert West were uncommon It 
is, tor instance, not often that a veung physician Icaving 
college as obliged to conceal the principles which guide his 
sclection of a home and office. yet that was the case with 
Herbert West When he and I obraincd our degrees at the 
medical school of Miskatontc Univetsity, and sought to re 
eve our poverty by setung up as general pracutioners. we 
took great care not to say that we chose our house because 
it was fairly well isolated, and as neat as possible to the 
portar’s hela 

Reticence such as this is seldom without a cause, nor indeed 
was ours, for our requirements were those resulting from a 
life work distinctly unpopular Outwardly we were doctors 
only, but beneath the surface were aims of far greater and 
mote terrible moment — tor the essence of Herbert West's 
cxstence was a quest amid black and torbidden realms of the 
unknown, in which he hoped to uncover the secret of hte and 
restore to perpetual animation the graveyard's cold clay Such 
a quest demands strange materials, among them fresh human 
bodies, and in order to keep supphed with these indispensable 
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things one must live quietly and not far from a place of 
informal interment. 

West and I had met in college, and | had been the only one 
to sympathize with his hideous experiments Gradually I had 
come to be his inseparable assistant, and now that we were 
out of college we had to keep together It was not easy to find 
a good opening for two doctors in company. but finally the 
influence of the university secured us a practice in Bolton a 
factory town near Arkham, the seat of the college The Bolton 
Worsted Mills are the largest in the Miskatonic Valley, and 
their polyglot employees are never popular as patents with 
the local physicians We chose our house with the greatest 
care, seizing at last on a rather run-down cottage near the end 
of Pond Street, five numbers from the closest neighbour, and 
separated from the local potter’s field by only a stretch of 
meadow land, bisected by a narrow neck of the rather dense 
forest which hes to the north The distance was greater than 
we wished, but we could get no nearer house without going 
on the other side of the field, wholly out of the factory 
district We were not much displeased, however, since there 
were no people between us and our sinister source of supplies 
The walk was a trifle long, but we could haul our silent 
specimens undisturbed. 

Our practice was surprisingly large from the very first - 
large enough to please most young doctors, and large enough 
to prove a bore and a burden to students whose real interest 
lay elsewhere. The mill-hands were ot somewhat turbulent 
inclinations, and besides theu many natural needs, their fre- 
quent clashes and stabbing attrays gave us plenty to do But 
what actually absorbed our minds was the secret laboratory 
we had fitted up in the cellar -— the laboratory with the long 
table under the electric lights, where in the small hours of the 
morning, we often injected West’s various solutions into the 
veins of the things we dragged from the potter’s field. West 
was expernmenting madly to find something which would 
start man’s vital motions anew after they had been stopped by 
the thing we call death, but had encountered the most ghastly 
obstacles. The solution had to be differently compounded for 
different types — what would serve for guinea-pigs would not 
serve for human beings, and different specimens required 
large modifications. 
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The bodies had to be exceedingly fresh, or the slight decom- 
position of brain tissue would render perfect reanimation 
impossible. Indeed, the greatest problem was to get them 
fresh enough — West had had horrible experiences during his 
secret college researchs with corpses of doubtful vintage The 
results of partial or imperfect animation were much more 
hideous than were the total failures, and we both held fear- 
some recollections of such things Ever since our first demontac 
session in the deserted farm house on Meadow Hill in 
Arkham, we had felt a brooding menace, and West, though a 
calm, blond, blue-eyed scientific automaton in most respects, 
often confessed to a shuddering sensation of stealthy pursuit 
He half felt that he was followed — psychological delusion of 
shiken nerves, enhanced by the undennibly disturbing fact 
that at least one of our rcanimated specimens was soll alive - 
a frightful carnivorous thing in a padded cell at Sttton Then 
therc was another our first - whose exact fate we had never 
learned 

We had fair luck with specimens in Bolton - much better 
than in Arkham We had not been settled a week before we 
got an accident victim on the very mght of burial, and made ıt 
open its eyes with an amazingly rational expression before the 
solution tated Te had lost an arm afat had been a perfect 
body we might have succeeded better Between then and the 
next January we secured three more, one total failure, one 
case of marked muscular motion, and one rather shivery ching 

it rose of itself and uttered 1 sound Ihen came a period 
When luck was poor, interments tell otf, and those that did 
occur were of specimens either too diseased or too maimed 
torus We kept track of all che deaths and their circumstances 
with svstematic care 

One March night, however, we unexpectedly obtamed a 
spoaimen which did not come trom the potter's held In 
Bolton the prevailing spnit of Puritanism had outlawed the 
sport of boxing with the usual result Surreptitious and ill 
conducted bouts among the mill workers were common, and 
occasionally professional talent of low grade was imported. 
This late winter night there had been such a match, evidently 
with disastrous results, since two amorous Poks had come to 
us with incoherently whispered entreaties to attend to a very 
secret and desperate case We followed them to an abandoned 
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barn, where the remnants of a crowd of frightened foreigners 
were watching a silent black form on the floor. 

The match had been between Kid O’Brien — a lubberly and 
now quaking youth with a most un-Hiberntan hooked nose — 
and Buck Robinson, ‘The Harlem Smoke’ The Negro had 
been knocked out, and a moment’s exanmunation showed us 
that he would permanently remain so He was a loathsome, 
gorilla-like thing, with abnormally long arms which | could 
not help calling fore-legs, and a face that conjured up thoughts 
of unspeakable Congo secrets and tom-tom poundings under 
an eerte moon The body must have looked even worse in hte 
— but the world holds many ugly things Fear was upon the 
whole pitiful crowd, tor they did not know what the law 
would exact of them if the affair were not hushed up, and 
they were grateful when West, in spite of my involuntary 
shudders, offered to get md of the thing qutetl, for a 
purpose I knew too well 

There was bright moonlight over the snowless landscape, 
but we dressed the thing and carried it home between us 
through the deserted streets and meadows, as we had carried 
a similar thing one horrible mght in Arkham We approached 
the house from the held in the rear, took the specamen in the 
back door and down the cellar stairs, and prepared it for the 
usual expermment Our tear of the police was absurdly great, 
though we had timed our tnp to avoid the solitary patrolman 
of that section 

The result was wearily ante climacti Ghastly as our prise 
appeared, it was wholly unresponsive to every solution we 
injected ain its black arm, solutions prepared from experienc 
with white speaimens only So as the hour grew dangerously 
near to dawn, we did as we had done with the others 
dragged the thing across the meadows to the neck of woods 
near the potter’s field, and buried it there in the best sort of 
grave the frozen ground would turmish The grave was not 
very decp, but fully as good as that of the previous specimen 
the thing which had risen of itself and uttered a sound. In the 
hight of our dark lanterns we carefully covered it with leaves 
and dead vines, fairly certain that the police would never find 
itan a forest so dim and dense. 

The next day f was increasingly apprehensive about the 
police, for a patient brought rumours of a suspected hght and 
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death. West had still another source of worry, for he had been 
called in the afternoon to a case which ended very threaten- 
ingly. An Italian woman had become hysterical over her 
missing child, a lad of five who had strayed off early in the 
morning, and failed to appear for dinner — and had developed 
symptoms highly alarming in view of an always weak heart It 
was a very foolish hysteria, for the boy had often run away 
before, but Italian peasants are exceedingly superstitious, and 
this woman seemed as much harassed by omens as by facts 
About seven o'clock in the evening she had died, and her 
frantic husband had made a fnghtful scene in his efforts to 
kill West, whom he wildly blamed for not saving her life. 
Friends had held him when he drew a stiletto, but West 
departed amidst his inhuman shrieks, curses, and oaths of 
vengeance In his latest affliction the fellow seemed to have 
forgotten his child, who wis still missing as the night ad 
vanced There was some talk of searching the woods, but 
most of the family’s friends were busy with the dead woman 
and the screaming man Altogether, the nervous strain upon 
West must have been tremendous Thoughts ot the police and 
of the mad Italian both weighed heavily 

We reured abour cleven, bur I did not sleep well Bolton 
hid a surprisingly good police force tor so small a town, and I 
could not help fearing the mess which would ensue if the 
affair of the mght betore were ever tracked down It might 
mean the end of all our local work and perhaps prison for 
both West ind me I did not like those rumours of a fight 
which were tloatmg about Atter the clock had struck three 
the moon shone in my eyes. but I turned over without rising 
to pull down the shade Then came the steady rattling at che 
back door 

[ lay sull and somewhat dazed, but betore long heard 
Wests rap on my door. He was clad in dressing gown and 
shippers, and had in his hands a revolver and an electr 
Hashlight. From the revolver I knew that he was thinking 
more of the crazed Italian than of the police. 

‘We'd better both go, he whispered ‘It wouldn’t do not to 
answer it anyway, and it miy be a patient - it would be hke 
one of those fools to try the back door.’ 

So we both went down the stairs on tiptoe, with a tear 
partly justified and partly that which comes only from the 
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soul of the weird small hours. The rattling continued, growing 
somewhat louder. When we reached the door I cautiously 
unbolted it and threw ıt open, and as the moon streamed 
revealingly down on the form silhouetted there, West did a 
pecultar thing. Despite the obvious danger of attracting notice 
and bringing down on our heads the dreaded police investiga- 
tion - a thing which after all was mercifully averted by the 
relative isolation of our cottage — my friend suddenly, excit- 
edly, and unnecessarily emptied all six chambers of his re- 
volver into the nocturnal visitor 

For that visitor was neither Italian nor policeman Looming 
hideously against the spectral moon was a gigantic misshapen 
thing not to be imagined save ın nightmares - a glassy-eyed, 
ink-black apparition nearly on all fours, covered with bits of 
mould, leaves, and vines, toul with caked blood, and having 
between 1ts glistening teeth a snow-white, terrible, cylindrical 
object terminating in a tiny hand 


IV THE SCREAM OF THF DEAD 


The scream of a dead man gave to me that acute and added 
horror of Dr Herbert West which harassed the latter years ot 
our companionship Ir is natural that such a thing as a dead 
man’s scream should give horror, for it is obviously not a 
pleasing or ordinary occurrence, but I wis used to similar 
experiences, hence suffered on this occasion only because of a 
particular circumstance And, as I have implied ıt was not of 
the dead man himself that 1 became afraid 

Herbert West, whose associate and assistant | was, pos 
sessed scientific interests far beyond the usual routine of a 
village physician That was why, when establishing his practice 
in Bolton, he had chosen an isolated house near the potter’s 
field. Brietly and brutally stated, West’s sole absorbing intercst 
was a secret study of the phenomena of life and its cessation, 
leading toward the reanimation of the dead through injections 
ot an excitant solution For this ghastly experimenting it was 
necessary to have a constant supply of very fresh human 
bodies, very fresh because even the least decay hopelessly 
damaged the brain structure, and human because we found 
that the solution had to be compounded differently for ditfer 
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ent types of organisms. Scores of rabbits and guinea-pigs had 
been killed and treated, but their trail was a blind one. West 
had never fully succeeded because he had never been able to 
secure a corpse sufficiently fresh What he wanted were bodies 
from which vitality had only just departed, bodies with every 
cell intact and capable of receiving again the impulse toward 
that mode of motion called hfe There was hope that this 
second and artificial life might be madc perpetual by repeti- 
tions of the injection, but we had learned that an ordinary 
natural life would not tespond to the action To establish the 
artifiuial motion, noctural hfe must be extinct the specimens 
must be very fresh, but genuinely dead 

The iwwesome quest had begun when West and I were 
students at the Muiskatonic University medical school in 
Arkham, vividly consuous for the first time of the thoroughly 
mechanical nature of hfe That was seven years before, but 
West looked scarcely a day older now he was small, blond, 
clean shaven, soft voiced, and spectacled, with only an occa 
sion flash of a cold blue eye to tell of the hardening and 
growing, fanaticism of his characte: under the pressure of his 
terrible investigations Our experiences had often been hideous 
in the extreme, the results of detective reanimation, when 
lumps of graveyaid clay hid been galvanised mto morbid, 
unnatural, and brainless motion by various modifications of 
the vital solution 

One thing had uttered a nerve shattering scream, another 
had usen violently, beaten us both to unconsciousness, and 
run amuck in a shocking way betore it could be placed behind 
sylum bars, sall another, a loathsome Atncan monstrosity, 
had clawed out of its shallow grave and done a deed - West 
hid had to shoot that object: We could not get bodies fresh 
enough to show any trace of reason when reanimated, so had 
perforce created nameless horrors Tt was disturbing to chink 
that one, perhaps two, of our monsters sull hved - that 
thought haunted us shadowingly, ull finally West disappeared 
under frightful circumstances But at the ame of the scream in 
the cellar laboratory of the wolated Bolton cottage, our fears 
were subordinate to our anxiety tor extremely fresh specimens. 
West was more avid than I, so that it almost seemed to me 
that he looked half-covetously at any very healthy living 
physique. 
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It was in July, 1910, that the bad luck regarding specimens 
began to turn I had been on a long visit to my parents in 
Illinois, and upon my return found West in a state of singular 
elation He had, he told me excitedly, in all likelihood solved 
the problem of freshness through an approach from an entitely 
new angle that of attificial preservation I had known that 
he was working on a new and highly unusual embalming 
compound, and was not surprised that it had turned out well, 
but until he explained the details { was rather puzzled as to 
how such a compound could help in our work, since the 
objectionable staleness of the specimens was largely due to 
delay occurring betore we secured them This, I now saw 
West had clearly recognized, creating hts embalming com 
pound for future rather than immediate use, and trusting to 
fate to supply again some very recent and unburied corpse, as 
it had years before when we obtained the Negro killed in the 
Bolton prize-fight At last fate had been kind, so that on this 
occasion there lay in the secret cellar laboratory a corpse 
whose decav could not by any possibility have begun What 
would happen on reanimation, and whether we could hope 
for a revival of mind and reason, West did not venture to 
predict The experiment would be 1 landmark in our studies 
and he had saved the new body for my return, so that both 
might share the spectacle in accustomed fashion 

West told me how he had obtained the specimen It had 
been a vigorous man, a well dressed stranger just off the train 
on his way to transact some business with the Bolton Worst: d 
Mills Ihe walk through the town had been long, and by the 
time the traveller paused at our cottage to ask the way to the 
factories his heart had become greatly overtaxed He had 
refused a stimulant, and had suddenly dropped dead only 1 
moment later The body, as might be expected, seemed to 
West a heaven-sent gift In his brief conversation the strange! 
had made ıt clear that he was unknown in Bolton, and 1 
search of his pockets subsequently revealed him to be onc 
Robert Leavitt of St Louis, apparently without a family to 
make inquiries about his disappearance If this man could not 
be restored to life, no one would know of our experiment 
We buried our materials in a dense strip of woods between 
the house and the potter’s field If, on the other hand, he 
could be restored, our fame would be brilliantly and perpetually 
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established. So without delay West had injected mto the 
body’s wrist the compound which would hold it fresh for use 
after my arrival The matter of the presumably weak heart, 
which to my mind imperilled the success of our experiment, 
did not appear to trouble West extensively He hoped at last 
to obtain what he had never obtained before — a rekindled 
spark of reason and perhaps 1 normal, living creature 

So on the night of July 18, t910, Herbert West and I stood 
in the cellar laboratory and gazed at a white, silent figure 
beneath the dazcling arc-light [Phe embalming compound had 
worked uncannily well, for as I stared fascinatedlv at the 
sturdy frame which had lam two weeks without suffening | 
wis moved to seek West's assurance that the thing was really 
dead This assurance he gave readily enough, reminding me 
that the reanimating solution was never used without careful 
tests as to hte, sxe at could have no effect if anv of the 
ongmal vitality were present As West proceeded to take 
prelaminary steps, | was impressed by the vast intricacy of the 
new experiment, an intricacy so vast that he could trust no 
hind less delicate than his own Forbidding me to touch the 
body, he first injected a drug in the wrist just beside the place 
his needle had punctured when injecting the embalming com- 
pound This, he said, was to neutralize the compound and 
release the system to a normal relaxation so that the reammat- 
ing solution might freely work when injected Shghtly later, 
when a change and 1 gentle tremor seemed to atfect the dead 
linibs, West stutfed a pillow like object violently over the 
twitching face, not withdrawing tt until che corpse appeared 
quiet and ready tor our attempt at reanimation The pale 
enthusiast now applied some last perfunctory tests for absolute 
litelessness, withdrew satistied, and finally injected into the 
ktt arm an accurately measured amount of the vital elixir, 
prepared during the afternoon with a greater care than we 
had used since college days, when our feats were new and 
groping [ cannot express the wild, breathless suspense with 
which we waited for results on this hrot really fresh specimen 

the first we could reasonably expect to open its hps in 
rational speech, perhaps to tell of what it had seen bey ond the 
unfathomable abyss 

West was a materialist, believing in no soul and attrib- 
uting all che working of consciousness to bodily phenomena , 
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consequently he looked for no revelation of hideous secrets 
from gulfs and caverns beyond death’s barrier I did not 
wholly disagree with him theoretically, yet held vague instinc 
tive remnants of the primitive faith of my forefathers, so that 
I could not help eyeing the corpse with 1 certain amount of 
awe and terrible expectation Besides - 1 could not extract 
trom my memory that hideous, inhuman shnek we heard on 
the mght we tried our hrst experiment in the deserted farm 
house at Arkham 

Very little time had elapsed before I saw the attempt was 
not to be a total failure A touch of colour came to checks 
hitherto chalk white, and spread out under the curiously 
ample stubble of sandy beard West, who had his hand on the 
pulse of the left wrist, suddenly nodded significantly, and 
almost simultancously a mist ypeared on the mirror inclined 
above the body’s mouth There tollowed 1 few spasmodic 
muscular motions, and then an audible breathing and visible 
motion of the chest E looked at the closed cyelids and 
thought I detected 1 quivering Then the hds opened, showing 
eyes which were prey, calm, and alive, bur soll unintelligent 
and not even curious 

In a moment of tantasne whim I whispered questions to the 
reddening ears, questions of other worlds of which the 
memory might sull be present Subsequent terror drove them 
trom my mind but I think the Inst one, which l repeated 
was ‘Where have you been? I do not yet know whether | 
was answered or not, for no sound came trom the well 
shaped mouth, but I do know that at that moment | firmly 
thought the thin lips moved silently, forming syllables which I 
would have vocalised as ‘only now if that phrase had pos 
sessed any sense or relevance At that moment, as I say, | wis 
elated with the conviction thit the one great goal had been 
attained, and that tor the first time a rcanimatcd corpse had 
uttered distinct words impelled by actual reason In the nevi 
moment there was no doubt about the triumph, no doubt 
that the solution had truly accomplished, at lease temporarily 
its full mission of restoring rational and articulate life to the 
dead But in that trnimph there came to me the greatest of all 
horrors not horror of the thing that spoke, but of the deed 
that I had witnessed and of the man with whom my profes 
sional fortunes were joined 
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For that very fresh body, at last writhing into full and 
terrifying consciousness with eyes dilated at the memory of its 
last sene on earth, threw out its frantic hands in a life and 
death struggle with the air, and suddenly collapsing into a 
second and final dissolution from which there could be no 
return, screamed out the cry that will ring eternally in my 
aching brain 

‘Help’ Keep off, you cursed httle tow-head fiend - keep 
that damned needle away from me" 


V. THE HORROR FROM THE SHADOWS 


Many men have related hideous things, not mentioned in 
print, which happened on the battlefields of the Great War. 
Some of these things have made me faint, others have con 
vuled me with devastating nausea, while still others have 
made me tremble and look behind me in the dark, vet despite 
the worst of them I beheve I can relate the most hideous thing 
of all the shocking, the unnatural, the unbehevable horror 
trom the shadows 

In igis E was a physician with the rank of First Lreutenant 
ina Canadian regiment m Flanders, one of many Americans 
to precede the government itself into the gigant struggle | 
had not entered the irmy on my initiative, but rather as a 
natural result of the enlistment of the man whose indispensable 
assistant | was the celebrated Boston surgical specialist, Dr 
Herbert West Dr West had been avid for a chance tu serve as 
surgeon in a great war, and when the chance had come he 
carried me with him almost against my will There were 
reasons why I would have been glad to let the war separate 
us, reasons why I found the practice of medicine and the 
compamonship of West more and more irritating, but when 
he had gone to Ottawa and through a colleague's influence 
secured a medical commission as Mayor, I could not resist the 
imperious persuasion of one determined that I should arcom- 
pany him in my usual capacity 

When I say that Dr West was avid to serve in battle, I do 
not mean to imply that he was either naturally warlike or 
anxious for the safety of civilization. Always an ice-cold 
intellectual machine. slight, blond, blue-eyed, and spectacled : 
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I think he secretly sneered at my occasional martial enthusi- 
asms and censures of supine neutrality. There was, however, 
something he wanted in embattled Flanders, and in order to 
secure it he had to assume a military exterior What he 
wanted was not a thing which many persons want, but 
something connected with the peculiar branch of medical 
science which he had chosen quite clandestinely to follow, 
and in which he had achieved amazıng and occasionally 
hideous results It was, in fact, nothing more or less than an 
abundant supply of freshly killed men in every stage of 
dismemberment. 

Herbert West needed fresh bodies because his life work was 
the reanimation of the dead This work was not known to the 
fashionable clientele who had so swifth built up his fame 
after his arrival in Boston, but was only too well known to 
me, who had been his closest friend and sole assistant since 
the old days in Miskatonie University. medical school at 
Arkham It was in those college days that he had begun his 
terrible experiments, frst on small animals and then on human 
bodies shockingly obtained There was a solution whieh he 
injected into the vems of dead things, and if thev were fresh 
enough they responded in strange wavs He had had much 
trouble in discovering the proper formula, for each type of 
organism was found to need a stimulus especially adapted to 
it Terror stalked htm when he reflected on his partial failures 
nameless things resulting from imperfect solutions or from 
bodies insuthciently fresh A certain number of these failures 
had remained alive — one was in an asylum whik others had 
vanished - and as he thought of conceivable yet virtuall 
impossible eventualities he often shivered beneath his usual 
stolidity 

West had soon learned that absolute freshness was the 
prime requisite for useful specimens, and had accordingly 
resorted to frightful and unnatural expedients in body-snatch 
ing In college, and during our early practice together in che 
factory town of Bolton, my attitude toward him had beon 
largely one of fascinated admiration, but as his boldness in 
methods grew, I began to develop a gnawing fear I did not 
like the way he looked at healthy living bodies, and then 
there came a nightmarish session in the cellar laboratory 
when I learned that a certain specimen had been a living bod) 
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when he secured ıt That was the first time he had ever been 
able to revive the quality of rational thought m a corpse, and 
his success, obtained at such a loathsome cost, had completely 
hardened him 

Of his methods in the intervening five years I dare not 
speak I was held to him by sheer force of fear, and witnessed 
sights that no human tongue could repeat Gradually I came 
to find Herbert West himself more horrible than anything he 
did — that was when ıt dawned on me that his once normal 
scientific zeal for prolonging life had subtly degenerated into a 
mere morbid and ghoulish curiosity and saret sense of charnel 
picturesqueness His interest became a hellish and perverse 
iddition to the repellently and fiendishly abnormal, he 
gloated calmly over artifical monstrosities which would make 
most healthy men drop dead from fright and disgust, he 
became, behind his pallid intellectuality, a fastidious 
Baudclanc of physical experiment a languid Flagabalus of 
the tombs 

Dangers he met unftlinchingly, crimes he committed un 
moved I think the climax came when he had proved his pointe 
that rational life can be restored, and had sought new worlds 
to conquer by experimenting on the rcanimation of detached 
pirts of bodies He had wild and original ideas on the 
independcnt vital propertus of organu cells ind nerve tissue 
separated from natural physiological systems, and achieved 
some hidtous proliminary results in the form of never dying, 
uuifoially nourished tissu obtiumed trom the nearly hatched 
eggs of an mndcscrtbable tropic ud reptile Two biologi al points 
he was exceedingly anxious to settle first, whether any 
unmount of Consciousness and nuonal won might be possible 
without the brain, procceding trom the spinal cord wd various 
herve centres, and second, whether any kind of ethereal, 
intingible relarion distinct from the mater cells miv exist to 
lnk the surgically separated parts of what his previously been 
a single living organism A this research work required a 
prodigious supply of freshly slaughtered human flesh and 
that was why Herbert West had entered the Great War 

The phantasmal, unmentionable thing occurred one mid- 
might late in March, 1915, in a field hospital behind the lines 
at St Flor 1 wonder even now if it could have been other than 
a demoniac dream of delirium West had a private laboratory 
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in an east room of the barn-lke temporary edifice, assigned 
him on his plea that he was devising new and radical methods 
for the treatment of hitherto hopeless cases of maiming 
There he worked like a butcher in the midst of his gory wares 
— I could never get used to the levity with which he handled 
and classified certain things At times he actually did perform 
marvels of surgery for the soldiers, but his chief delights were 
of a less public and philanthropic kind, requiring many expla- 
nations of sounds which seemed peculiar even amidst that 
babel of the damned. Among these sounds were frequent 
revolver-shots — surely not uncommon on a battleheld, but 
distinctly uncommon m a hospital Dr Wests reanimated 
specimens were not meant for long existence or a large 
audience. Besides human tissue, West employed much of the 
reptile embryo tissue which he had cultivated with such singu 
lar results It was better than human material for maintaining 
hfe in organless fragments, and that was now my triend’s 
chiet activity In a dark corner of the laboratory, over a queer 
incubating burner, he kept a large covered vat full of this 
reptilian cell-matrer, which muluphed and grew puffily and 
hideously 

On the mght of which I speak we had a splendid new 
specimen ~ a man at once physically powerful and of such 
high mentality that a sensitive nervous system was assured It 
was rather non, for he was the officer who had helped West 
to his commission, and who was now to have been our 
associate Moreover, he had in the past secretly studied the 
theory of reanimation to some extent under West Mayor Sir 
Eric Moreland Clapham-Lee, D S O , was the greatest surgeon 
in our division, and had been hastily assigned to the St Flor 
sector when news of the heavy fighting reached headquarters 
He had come in an aeroplane piloted by the intrepid I reuten 
ant Ronald Hill, only to be shor down when directly over his 
destination The fall had been spectacular and awful, Fill 
was unrecognizable afterwards, but the wreck yielded up the 
great surgeon in a nearly decapitated but otherwise intact 
condition West had greedily seized the lifeless thing which 
had once been his friend and fellow-scholar, and I shuddered 
when he finished severing the head, placed it in his hellish vat 
of pulpy reptile-tissue to preserve it for future experiments, 
and proceeded to treat the decapitated body on the operating 
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table. He injected new blood, joined certain veins, arteries, 
and nerves at the headless neck, and closed the ghastly aper- 
ture with engrafted skin from an unidentified specimen which 
had borne an officer’s uniform I knew what he wanted — to 
see if this highly organized body could exhibit, without tts 
head, any of the signs of mental hte which had distinguished 
Sır Fric Moreland Clapham Lee Once a student of reanima- 
tion, this silent trunk was now gruesomely called upon to 
exemplify ıt 

I can stall sce Herbert West unde: the sinister electric light 
as he imyected his reantmating solution into the arm of the 
headless body The scene | cannot describe I should faint 1f 1 
tried it, for there is madness in a room full of classified 
charnel things, with blood and lesser human debris almost 
ankle-deep on the slimy floor, and with hideous reptilian 
abnormalities sprouting, bubbling, and baking over a winking 
bluish green spectre of dim flame in a far corner of black 
shadows 

Che speaamen, as West repeatedly observed, had a splendid 
nervous system Much wis expected of it, and as a tew 
twitching motions began to appear, I could see the teverish 
interest on West’s face He was ready, I think, to see proof of 
his increasingly strong opinion that consciousness, reason, 
and personality can exist independently of the brain — that 
man has no central connective spirit, but 1s merely a machine 
of nervous matter, cach section more or less complete in itself 
In one triumphant demonstration West was bout to relegate 
the mystery of life to the category of myth The body now 
twitched more vigorously, and beneath our avid cyes com- 
menced to heave in a frighttul way The arms stirred disquiet- 
ingly, the legs drew up, and various muscles contracted tn a 
repulsive kind of writhing Then the headless thing threw out 
its arms in a gesture which was unmistakably one of desper 
ation in intelligent desperation apparently sufficient to 
prove every theory of Herbert West Certainly, the nerves 
were recalling the man’s last act in lite, the struggle to get frec 
of the falling aeroplane 

What followed, I shall never positively know It may have 
been wholly an hallucination from the shock caused at that 
instant by the sudden and complete destruction of the building 
In a cataclysm of German shell-fire - who can gainsay it, since 


570 THE FRANKENSTEIN OMNIBUS 


West and I were the only proved survivors? West liked to 
think that before his recent disappearance, but there were 
times when he could not, for 1t was queer that we both had 
the same hallucination The hideous occurrence itself was 
very simple, notable only for what it implied 

The body on the table had risen with a blind and terrible 
groping, and we had heard a sound I should not call that 
sound a vore, for it was too awful And yet its timbre was 
not the most awful thing about ıt Neither was its message ıt 
had merely screamed, ‘Jump, Ronald, for God’s sake, jump" 
The awful thing was its source 

For it had come from the large covered vat in that ghoulish 
corner of crawling black shadows 


VI THE TOMB TEGIONS 


When Dr Herbert West disappeared 1 year ago, the Boston 
police questioned me closely They suspected that I wis hold 
ing something back, and perhaps suspected even graver things, 
but I could not tell them the truth because they would not 
have believed it They knew, indecd, thit West hid been 
connected with activities beyond the credence of ordinary 
men, for his hideous experiments in the reanimation of dead 
bodies had long been too extensive to admit of perfect secrecy, 
but the final soul shattering catastrophe held clements of 
demoniac phantasy which make even me doubt the reality of 
what I saw 

I was West's closest friend ind only conhdcntial assistant 
We had met ycars before, in medical school, and from the 
first I had shared his terrible researches He had slowly tricd 
to perfect a solunon which, injected into the veins of the 
newly deceased, would restore life, a labour demanding an 
abundance of fresh corpses and therefore involving the most 
unnatural actions Stll more shocking were the products of 
some of the experiments grisly masses of flesh that had been 
dead, but that West waked to a blind, brainless, nauscous 
animation These were the usual results, for in order to 
reawaken the mind it was necessary to have specimens so 
absolutely fresh that no decay could possibly affect the delicate 
brain cells 
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This need for very fresh corpses had been West’s moral 
undoing. They were hard to get, and one awful day he had 
secured his specimen while it was still alive and vigorous. A 
struggle, a needle, and a powerful alkaloid had transformed ıt 
to a very fresh corpse, and the experiment had succeeded for a 
briet and memorable moment, but West had emerged with a 
soul calloused and seared, and a hardened eye which some- 
times glanced with a kind of hideous and calculating appraisal 
at men of especially sensitive brain and especially vigorous 
physique Toward the last I became acutely afraid of West, 
tor he began to look at me that way People did not seem to 
notice his glances, but they noticed my tear, and after his 
disappearance used that as a basis for some absurd suspicions 

West, in reality, was more afraid than I, for his abominable 
pursuits entailed a life of turtiveness and diead of every 
shadow Partly it was the police he feared, but sometimes his 
nervousness was decper and morc nebulous, touching on 
certain indescribable things into which he had injected a 
morbid life, and from which he hid not seen that life depart 
He usually finished his experiments with 4 revolver, but a few 
times he had not been quick enough There was that first 
specimen on whose rifled grave marks of clawing were later 
seen There was also thar Arkham protessor’s body which had 
done cannibal things betore it had been captured ind thrust 
unidentified into a madhouse cell at Sefton, where it beat the 
walls for sixteen years Most of the other possibly surviving 
results were things less easy to speak of for in later years 
Wests suienufic zeal had degenerated to an unhealthy and 
fantastic mania, and he had spent his chief skill in vitalizing 
not entire human bodies but isolated parts of bodies, or parts 
joined to organic matter other than human It had become 
hendishly disgusting by the tıme he disappeared, many of the 
experiments could not even be hinted at in print Ihe Great 
War, through which both of us served as surgeons, had 
intensified this side of West 

In saying thar West’s fear of his specimens was nebulous, | 
have in mind particularly its complex nature Part of it came 
merely from knowing of the existence of such nameless mon- 
sters, while another part arose trom apprehension of the 
bodily harm they might under certain circumstances do him. 
Their disappearance added horror to the situation of them 


572 THE FRANKENSTEIN OMNIBUS 


all West knew the whereabouts of only one, the pitiful asylum 
thing Then there was a more subtle fear — a very fantastic 
sensation resulting from a curious experiment ın the Canadian 
army in 1915 West, in the midst of a severe battle, had 
reanimated Major Sir Eric Moreland Clapham Lee, DSO, a 
fellow physician who knew about his experiments and could 
have duplicated them The head had been removed, so that 
the possibilities of quasi intelligent life in the trunk might be 
investigated Just as the building was wiped out by a German 
shell, there had been a success The trunk had moved intelli 
gently, and, unbelicvable to relate, we were both sickeningly 
sure that articulate sounds had come from the detached head 
as it lay in a shadowy corner of the laboratory [he shell had 
been merciful, ina wav - but West could never fecl as certain 
as he wished, that we two were the only survivors He used to 
make shuddering conjectures about the possible actions of a 
headless physician with the power of reanimating the dead 
West's last quarters were in it venerable house of much 
elegance, overlooking one of the oldest burying grounds ın 
Boston He had chosen the place for purely symbolic ind 
fantastically aesthetic reasons, since most of the interments 
were of the Colonial period and therefore of httle use to i 
scienust seeking very fresh bodies [he laboratory was in a 
sub cellar secretly constructed by imported workmen, ind 
contained a huge inamerator for the quice and complet 
disposal of such bodies, or fragments ind synthetic mockerics 
of bodies, as might remain from the morbid experiments and 
unhallowed amusements of the owner During the excavation 
of this cellar the workmen had struck some cxceedingly an 
cient masonry, undoubtedly connected with the old burying 
ground, yet far too deep to correspond with any known 
sepulchre therein After a number of calculations West decided 
that it represented some secret chamber beneath the comb of 
the Averills, where the last interment had been made in 1768 
I was with him when he studied the nitrous, dripping, walls 
laid bare by the spades and mattocks of the men, and was 
prepared for the gruesome thrill which would attend the 
uncovering of centuried grave secrets, but for the first ume 
West’s new umidity conquered his natural curiosity, and he 
betraved his degenerating fibre by ordering the masonry lett 
intact and plastered over Thus it remained ull that final 
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hellish night, part of the walls of the secret laboratory. | speak 
of West’s decadence, but must add that it was a purely mental 
and intangible thing. Outwardly he was the same to the last — 
calm, cold, slight, and yellow-haired, with spectacled blue 
eyes and a general aspect of youth which years and fears 
seemed never to change He seemed calm even when he 
thought of that clawed grave and looked over his shoulder, 
even when he thought of the carnivorous thing that gnawed 
and pawed at Sefton bars 

The end of Herbert West began one evening in our joint 
study when he was dividing his curious glance between the 
newspaper and me A strange headline item had struck at him 
trom the crumpled pages, and a nameless titan claw had 
seemed to reach down through sixtecn vears Something fear- 
some and incredible had happened at Sefton Asvlum = fifty 
miles away, stunning the neighbourhood and baffling the 
police. In the small hours of the morning a body of silent men 
had entered the grounds and their leader had aroused the 
attendants Fh was a menaung military figure who talked 
without moving his hps and whose vore seemed almost 
ventriloguially connected with in immense black case he 
carried His expressionless face was handsome to the point of 
radiant beauty, but had shocked the superintendent when the 
hall hght fell onat tor it was a wax face with eyes of painted 
glass Some nameless accident had befallen this man A larger 
man guided his steps, a repellent hulk whose bluish face 
scemed half eaten away by some unknown malady The 
speaker had asked for the custody of the cannibal monster 
committed from Arkham sixteen years before, ind upon 
being refused, gave a signal which precipitated a shocking 
riot The hends had beaten, trampled, and bitten evety attend- 
ant who did not flee, killing four and finally succeeding in the 
liberation of the monster These victims who could recall the 
event without hysteria swore that the creatures had acted less 
hke men than like unthinkable automata guided by the wax- 
faced leader By the time help could be summoned, every trace 
of the men and of their mad charge had vanished. 

From the hour of reading this item until midnight, West sat 
almost paralysed Ar midnight the doorbell rang, starthng bim 
fearfully All the servants were asleep in the attic, so I an- 
swered the bell. As I have told the police, there was no wagon 
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in the street, but only a group of strange-looking figures 
bearing a large square box which they deposited ın the hallway 
after one of them had grunted ın a highly unnatural voice, 
‘Express — prepaid.’ They filed out of the house with a jerky 
tread, and as I watched them go I had an odd idea that they 
were turning towards the ancient cemeterv on which the back 
of the house abutted When I slammed the door after them 
West came downstairs and looked at the box It was about 
two feet square, and bore West's correct name and present 
address It also bore the inscription, ‘From Frie Moreland 
Clapham-l ee, St Flor, Flanders ° Six years before, in Flanders, 
a shelled hospital had fallen upon the headless reanimated 
trunk of Dr Clapham Lee, and upon the detached head which 
—perhaps had uttered articulate sounds 

West was not even excited now His condition was more 
ghastly Quickly he said, ‘It’s the finish - but lets incinerate 
this’ We carried the thing down to the liboratorv - listening 
I do not remember many particulars you can imagine my 
state of mind but it ts a vicious he to say it was Herbert 
West’s body which I put into the incinerator We both inserted 
the whole unopened box, closed the door, ind started the 
electricity Nor did any sound come from the boa, atter all 

It was West who first noticed the falling plaster on that 
part of the wall where the ancient tomb masonry had been 
covered up I was going to run, but he stopped me [hen I 
saw a small black aperture, felt a ghoulish wind of ice, and 
smelled the charnel bowels of a putrescent earth There was 
no sound, but just then the clectrie lights went out and I saw 
outlined against some phosphorescence of the nether world a 
horde of silent toiling things which only insanity or worse - 
could create Their outlines were human, scemi-human, frac 
uonally human, and not human at all the horde was 
grotesquely heterogeneous They were removing the stones 
quietly, one by one, from the centurred wall And then, as the 
breach became large cnough, thev came out into the laboratory 
ina single file, led by a stalking thing with a beautiful head 
made of wax A sort of mad-cyed monstrosity behind the 
leader seized on Herbert West West did not resist or utter a 
sound Then they all sprang at him and tore him to picics 
before my eyes, bearing the fragments away into that subterra- 
nean vault of fabulous abominations West's head was carried 
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off by the wax-headed leader, who wore a Canadian officet’s 
uniform. As it disappeared I saw that the blue eyes behind the 
spectacles were hideously blazing with their first touch of 
frantic, visible emotion 

Servants found me unconscious in the morning West was 
gone. The incinerator contained only unidentifiable ashes. 
Detectives have questioned me, but what can | say? The 
Sefton tragedy they will not connect with West, not that, nor 
the men with the box, whose existence they deny 1 told them 
of the vault, and they pointed to the unbroken plaster wall 
and laughed So I told them no more They imply that I am 
either a madman or a murderer probably ] am mad But I 
might not be mad if those accursed tomb legions hid not been 
so silent 


Transformation 


By MARY SHELLEY 


With the launching of the latest verion of Frankenstein 
starring Kenneth Branagh and Robert De Niro, there are signs 
that the cycle of pictures whirh began with Uniwersal and 
were repeated by Hammer, are now about to occur all over 
again. Already Britain’s Channel 4 has presented their interpre 
tation of Frankenstein with Frank Rozelaur Green us the 
creature, while in America, Universal have announced plans 
to remake The Bride of Frankenstein, und Arnold Schwarzenee- 
ger 1s at work on his own version of the novel with the 
emphasis on the creature’s viewpoint Ihis puture is to be 
directed by lim Burton, highly regarded for Batman und 
Fdward Scassorhands, the not-too dissimilar story about an 
obsessed ‘inventor’ (played uith relish by Ihe late Vincent 
Price) and his unfortunate creation (Johnny Depp). Hammer 
are also considering a new version of then Revenge of Franken 
stein, the film in which the suentist repaid the dwarf who had 
helped him escape the guillotine by providing him u ith a neu 
body .. 

With the exception of the last project, all of these ideas 
draw on Mary Shelley's original novel Revenge of Iranken 
stein, on the other hand, actually owes its mspiration to a 
short story by Mary called Transformation which she pub- 
lished in an anthology, Ihe Keepsake, a 1830. In her tale the 
positions of the mam protagonists are reversed unth a band- 
some young man exchanging his body for that of a deformed 
dwarf — but the parallels are quite clear Although the story 
1s undoubtedly a variation on the Frankenstein theme, it 1s 
also believed to have been partly inspired by an mcomplete 
drama by Lord Byron, The Deformed Transformed, which he 
was working on before hts death and parts of which Mary 


Transformation 577 


transcribed. In Byron’s tale, a hunchback named Arnold 
recewed a new body from a diabolical stranger, who then 
assumed the old, deformed body and dogged the hero's foot- 
steps as a kind of doppelganger. Therefore by reversing Mary 
Shelley's version, the Hammer film in effect went back to 
one of tts sources! Here ts that story which 1s likely to be once 
again involved in ensuring the continuation of the Frankenstein 
-in-the-movies tradition .. 


[ have heard it said, that, when any strange, supernatural, and 
necromannc adventure has occurred to a human being, that 
being, however desirous he may be to conceal the same, feels 
at certain periods torn up as it were by an intellectual carth 
quake, and 1s forced to bare the inner depths of his spirit to 
another. | am a witness of the truth of this I have dearly 
sworn to myself never to reveal to human ears the horrors to 
which | once, in excess of fendly pride, delivered myself over. 
The holy man who heard my confession, and reconciled me to 
the Church, is dead None knows that once 

Why should it not be thus? Why tell a tale of impious 
tempting of Providence, and soul-subdutng humiliation ? Why ? 
answer me, ve who are wise in the secrets of human nature! I 
only know that so it 18, and in spite of strong resolve, - of a 
pride that too much masters me - of shame, and even of fear, 
so to render myself odious to my species — Í must speak. 

Genoa! my birthplace - proud city! looking upon the blue 
Mediterranean dost thou remember me m mv boyhood, 
when thy cliffs and promontores, thy bright sky and gay 
vineyards, were my world? Happy time! when to the young 
heart the narrow-bounded universe, which leaves, by its very 
limitation, free scope to the imagination, enchains our physical 
energies, and, sole period m our lives, innocence and enjoy- 
ment are united. Yet, who can look back to childhood, and 
not remember its sorrows and its harrowing fears? I was born 
with the most imperious, haughty, tameless spint. 1 quailed 
before my father only; and he, generous and noble, but 
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capricious and tyrannical, at once fostered and checked the 
wild impetuosity of my character, making obedience neces- 
sary, but inspiring no respect for the motives which guided his 
commands. To be a man, free, independent, or, ın better 
words, insolent and dumineering, was the hope and prayer of 
my rebel heart. 

My father had one friend, a wealthy Genoese noble, who in 
a political tumult was suddenly sentenced to banishment, and 
his property confiscated. The Marchese Torella went into 
exile alone. Like my father, he was a widower he had one 
child, the almost infant Juliet, who was left under my father’s 
guardianship I should certainly have been unkind to the 
lovely girl, but that I was forced by my position to become 
her protector A varietv of childish incidents all tended to one 
point, — to make Juliet see in me a rock of defence, Iain her, 
one who must perish through the soft sensibility of her nature 
too rudely visited, but for my guardian care We grew up 
together The opening rose in May was not more sweet than 
this dear girl An irradiation of beauty was spread over her 
face Her form, her step, her vowe my heart weeps even 
now, to think of all of relying, gentle, loving, and pure, that 
she enshrined When I was eleven and Juhet eight years of 
age, a cousin of mine, much older than either he seemed to 
us a man — took great notice of mv playmate, he called her 
his bride, and asked her to marry him She refused, and he 
insisted, drawing her unwillingly towards him With the coun- 
tenance and emotions of a maniac I threw myself on him | 
strove to draw his sword — [ clung to his neck with the 
ferocious resolve to strangle him he was obliged to call for 
assistance to disengage himself from me On that night I led 
Jultet to the chapel of our house | made her touch the sacred 
relics — I harrowed her child’s heart, and profaned her child's 
lips with an oath, that she would be mine, and mine only 

Well, those days passed away Torella returned in a few 
years, and became wealthier and more prosperous than ever 
When I was seventeen, my tather died, he had been magnih- 
cent to prodigality, Torella reyorwed that my minority would 
afford an opportunity for repairing my fortunes. Juliet and I 
had been affianced beside my father’s deathbed — Torella was 
to be a second parent to me 

I desired to see the world, and I was indulged. I went to 
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Florence, to Rome, to Naples; thence I passed to Toulon, and 
at length reached what had long been the bourne of my 
wishes, Paris. There was wild work ın Paris then. [he poor 
king, Charles the Sixth, now sane, now mad, now a monarch, 
now an abject slave, was the very mockery of humanity. The 
queen, the dauphin, the Duke of Burgundy, alternately friends 
and foes — now meeting in prodigal feasts, now shedding 
blood in rivalry were blind to the miserable state of their 
country, and the dangers that 1mpended over it, and gave 
themsclves wholly up to dissolute enjoyment or savage strife. 
My character sull followed me. I was arrogant and self-willed ; 
| loved display, and above all, I threw off all control. My 
voung friends were eager to toster passions which furnished 
them with pleasures. I was deemed handsome - I was master 
of every knightly accomplishment. I was disconnected with 
any political party I grew a favourite with all my presump- 
tion and arrogance was pardoned in one so young. I became a 
spoiled child. Who could control me? not the letters and 
udvice of Torella only strong necessitv visiting me in the 
abhorred shape of an empty purse But there were means to 
rehll this void. Acre atter acre, estate after estate, I sold My 
dress, my jewels, my horses and their caparisons, were almost 
unrivalled in gorgeous Paris, while the lands of my inheritance 
passed inte possession of others 

The Duke of Orleans was wavlaid and murdered by the 
Duke of Burgundy. Fear and terror possessed all Parts. The 
dauphin and the queen shut themselves up, every pleasure 
was suspended. I grew weary of this state of things, and my 
heart yearned tor my boyhoad’s haunts. I was nearly a beggar, 
yet sull T would go there, claim my bride, and rebuild my 
fortunes. A tew happy ventures as a merchant would make 
me rich again. Nevertheless, | would not return m humble 
guise My last act was to dispose of my remaming estate near 
Albaro tor half its worth, for ready money. Then I despatched 
all kinds of artificers, arras, turmiture of regal splendour, to fit 
up the last relic of my imbheritance, my palace in Genoa. I 
lingered a little longer yet, ashamed at the part of the prodigal 
returned, which I teared I should play. sent my horses. One 
matchless Spanish jennet I despatched to my promised bride: 
its caparisons Hamed with jewels and cloth ot gold. In every 
part I caused to be entwined the imtals of Juliet and her 
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Guido. My present found favour in her and ın her father’s 
eyes. 

Still to return a proclaimed spendthrift, the mark of imperti- 
nent wonder, perhaps of scorn, and to encounter singly the 
reproaches or taunts of my fellow-citizens, was no alluring 
prospect As a shicld between me and censure, I invited some 
tew of the most reckless of my comrades to accompany me 
thus I went armed against the world, hiding a rankling feeling, 
halt fear and half penitence, by bravado 

I arrived in Genoa I trod the pavement of my ancestral 
palace My proud step was no interpreter of my heart, for I 
deeply felt that, though surrounded by every luxury, I was a 
beggar The first step I took in Claiming Juliet must widely 
declare me such | read contempt or pity in the looks of all | 
fancied that rich and poor, voung and old, all regarded me 
with derision Torella came not near me No wonder that my 
second father should expect a son’s deference from me in 
waiting first on him Bur, galled and stung by a sense of my 
follies and demerit, I strove to throw the blame on others We 
kept nightly orgies in Palazzo Carega Io sleepless, riotous 
nights followed listless, supine mornings At the Ave Marta 
we showed our dainty persons in the streets, scoffing at the 
sober citizens, casting insolent glances on the shrinking 
women Juhet was not among them - no, no, tf she had been 
there, shame would have driven me away, tf love had not 
brought me to her feet 

I grew tred of this Suddenly I paid the Marchese a visit 
He was at his villa, one among the many which deck the 
suburb of San Pietro d'Arena It was the month of May, the 
blossoms of the fruit-trees were fading among thick, green 
foliage, the vines were shooting forth, the ground strewed 
with the fallen olive blooms, the firefly was in the myrtle 
hedge, heaven and earth wore a mantle of surpassing beauty 
Torella welcomed me kindly, though seriously, and even his 
shade of displeasure soon wore away Some resemblance to 
my tather — some look and tone of youthful ingenuousness, 
softened the good old man’s heart He sent for his daughter 
he presented me to her as her betrothed. The chamber became 
hallowed by a holy light as she entered. Hers was that cherub 
look, those large, soft eyes, full dimpled cheeks, and mouth of 
infantine sweetness, that expresses the rare union of happiness 
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and love. Admiration first possessed me; she 15 mine! was the 
second proud emotion, and my lips curled with haughty 
triumph. I had not been the enfant gate of the beauties of 
France not to have learnt the art of pleasing the soft heart of 
woman If towards men I was overbearing, the deference I 
paid to them was the more in contrast. | commenced my 
courtship by the display of a thousand gallantnes to Juliet, 
who, vowed to me from infancy, had never admitted the 
devotion of others, and who, though accustomed to expres- 
sions of admiration, was uninitiated in the language of lovers. 
kor a tew days all went well Torella never alluded to my 
extravagance, he treated me as a favourite son But the time 
came, as we discussed the preliminaries to my union with his 
daughter, when this fair face of things should be overcast A 
contract had been drawn up in my tather’s lifetime 1 had 
rendered this, in fact, void bv having squandered the whole of 
the wealth which was to hive been shared by Juliet and 
myself Torella, in consequence, chose to consider this bond 
as cancelled, and proposed another, in which, though the 
wealth he bestowed was immeasurably increased, there were 
so Many restricnons as to the mode of spending it, that L who 
saw independence only in trec career being given to my own 
nnpenious will, taunted him as taking advantage of my situ- 
won, and retused utterly to subscuibe to hts conditions. | he 
old man mildly strove to recall me to reason Roused pride 
became the tvrant of my thought I listened with indignation 

I repelled him with disd in 

‘Juhet, thou art mine! Did we not interchange vows in our 
innocent childhood? Are we not one in the sight of God? and 
shall thy cold hearted, cold-blooded tather divide us? Be 
generous, my love, be just, take not away a gift, last treasure 
of thy Guido — retract not chy vows — let us defy the world, 
and, setting at nought the calculations of age, find in our 
mutual affection a refuge from every tll’ 

Hend I must hive been with such sophistry to endeavour to 
poison that sanctuary of holy thought and tender love. Julhet 
shrank from me aftnghted Her father was the best and 
kindest of men, and she strove to show me how, in obeying 
him, every good would tollow. He would receive my tardy 
submission with warm affection, and generous pardon would 
follow my repentance, — profitless words tor a young and 
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gentle daughter to use to a man accustomed to make his will 
law, and to feel in his own heart a despot so terrible and stern 
that he could yield obedience to nought save his own impert- 
ous desires! My resentment grew with resistance, my wild 
companions were ready to add tuel to the flame We laid a 
plan to carry off Juliet At first it appeared to be crowned 
with success Midway, on our return, we were overtaken by 
the agonived father and his attendants A conflict ensued 
Before the city guard came to decide the victory in favour of 
our antagonists, two ot Torella’s servitors were dangerously 
wounded 

This portion of my history weighs most heavily with me 
Changed man as I am, I abhor myself in the recollection May 
none who hear this tale ever have felt as | A horse driven to 
fury by a rider armed with barbed spurs was not morc a slave 
than I to the violent tyranny of my temper A frend possessed 
my soul, irritating it to madness I felt the voice of Conscience 
within me, burif I yielded to it for a brief interval, it was only 
to be a moment after torn, as by a whirlwind, away borne 
along on the stream of desperate rage the plaything of the 
storms engendered by pride I was imprisoned, and, at the 
instance of Torella, set free Again I returned to carty off both 
him and his child to France, which hapless country, then 
preyed on by frec-booters and gangs of lawless soldicry, 
offered a gratetul refuge to a criminal like me Our plots were 
discovered I was sentenced to banishment, ind, as my debts 
were already enormous, my remaming property was put im 
the hands of commissioners tor them payment Torclla again 
offered his mediation, requiring only my promise not to 
renew my abortive attempts on himself and his daughter I 
spurned his offers, and fancied that I triumphed when I wis 
thrust out from Genoa, a solitary and penniless exile My 
companions were gone they had been dismissed the city some 
weeks before, and were already in France I was alone 
friendless, with neither sword at my side, nor ducat in my 
purse 

I wandered along the sea shore, a whirlwind of passion 
possessing and tearing my soul It was as if a hve coal had 
been set burning in my breast. At first | meditated on wha | 
should do. | would join a band of freebooters. Revenge! — che 
word seemed balm to me, I hugged it, caressed tt, all, like a 
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serpent, if stung me. Then again I would abjure and despise 
Genoa, that little corner of the world. I would return to Paris, 
where so many of my friends swarmed, where my services 
would be eagerly accepted, where | would carve out fortune 
with my sword, and make my paltry birthplace and the false 
Torella rue the day when they drove me, a new Coriolanus, 
from her walls. I would return to Pars - thus on foot — a 
beggar - and present myself in my poverty to those I had 
formerly entertained sumptuously ¢ There was gall in the mere 
thought of it 

Phe reality of things began to diwn upon my mind, bringing 
despair in its train For several months | had been a prisoner 
the evils of my dungeon had whipped my soul to madness, 
but they had subdued my corporeal frame | was weak and 
wan [orella had uscd a thousand artihecs to administer to 
my comfort, | had detected and scorned them all, and I 
reaped the harvest of my obduracy What was to be done? 
Should I crouch before my foe, and sue for torgiveness ? — Die 
rather ten thousand deaths! - Never should they obtain that 
victory! Hate I swore eternal hate! Hate from whom? to 
whom? - From a wandering outcast to a mighty noble! I 
and my feelings were nothing to them already had they 
forgotten one so unworthy And Julict! her angel tace and 
sylph-like form gleamed among the clouds of my despair with 
vain beauty, tor I had lose her the glory and flower of the 
world! Another will call her his! — that smile of paradise will 
bless nother! 

tyven now my heart fuls within me when | recur to this 
rout of grim visaged ideas Now subdued almost to tears, 
now raving im my agony, still 1 wandered along the rocky 
shore, which grew at each step wilder and more desolate 
Hanging tocks and hoar precipices overlooked the tideless 
ocean, black caverns yawned, and tor ever, among the sea- 
worn recesses, murmured and dashed the unfruittul watets. 
Now my way was almost barred by an abrupt promontory, 
now rendered nearly impracticable by fragments tallen from 
the chiff. Evening was at hand, when, seaward, arose, as if on 
the waving of a wizard’s wand, a murky web of clouds, 
blotting the late azure sky, and darkening and disturbing the 
till now placid deep. The clouds had strange, fantastic shapes, 
and they changed and mingled and seemed to be driven about 
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by a mighty spell The waves raised their white crests, the 
thunder first muttered, then roared from across the waste of 
waters, which took a deep purple dye, flecked with foam The 
spot where | stood looked, on one side, to the wide spread 
ocean, on the other, it was barred by a rugged promontory 
Round this cape suddenly came, driven by the wind, a vessel 
In vain the mariners tried to force a path for her to the open 
sea — the gale drove her on the rocks It will perish! — all on 
board will perish! Would [ were among them! And to my 
young heart the idea of death came for the first time blended 
with that of yoy It was an awful sight to behold that vessel 
struggling with her fate Hardly could I discern the sailors, 
but I heard them It was soon all over! A tock, just covered 
by the tossing waves, and so unperceived, lay in wait for its 
prey A crash of thunder broke over my head at the moment 
that, with 4 frightful shock, the vessel dashed upon her unseen 
enemy In a brief space of time she went to picccs There | 
stood in safety, and there were my fellow creaturcs battling, 
how hopelessly, with annihilation Methought I saw them 
struggling ~ too truly did I hear their shrieks, conquering, the 
barking surges in their shrill agony The dark breakers threw 
hither and thither the fragments of the wreck soon it disap 
peared I had becn fascinated to gaze ull the end at last I 
sank on my knees — | covercd my tace with my hands | again 
looked up, something was floating on the billows towards the 
shore It neared and neared Was that a human form? It grew 
more and more distinct, and at last a mighty wave, lifting the 
whole freight, lodged ıt upon a rock A hum in being bestriding 
a sea chest! — a human being! Yet was it one? Surely never 
such had existed before - 12 misshapen dwarf, with squinting 
eyes, distorted features, and body deformed, till ıt became a 
horror to behold My blood, lately warming towards a fellow 
being so snatched from a watery tomb, froze in my heart The 
dwarf got off his chest, he tossed his straight, straggling hair 
from his odious visage 

‘By St Beelzebub" he exclaimed, ‘I have been well bested ’ 
He looked round and saw me ‘Oh, by the fiend! here 1s 
another ally of the mighty Onc To what saint did you offer 
prayers, friend — 1f not to mine? Yet | remember you not on 
board ’ 

I shrank from the monster and his blasphemy Again he 
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questioned me, and I muttered some inaudible reply. He 
continued . — 

‘Your voice 1s drowned by this dissonant roar. What a 
noise the big ocean makes! Schoolboys bursting from their 
prison are not louder than these waves set free to play. They 
disturb me. I will no more of their ill-timed brawling. Silence, 
hoary One! - Winds, avaunt! - to your homes! — Clouds, fly 
to the antipodes, and leave our heaven clear" 

As he spoke, he stretched out his two long, lank arms, that 
looked lıke spider’s claws, and seemed to embrace with them 
the expanse before him. Was it a miracle? The clouds became 
broken and fled, the azure sky first peeped out, and then was 
spread a calm field of blue above us, the stormy gale was 
exchanged to the softly breathing west, the sea grew calm, 
the waves dwindled to npplets 

‘I like obedience even in these stupid elements,” said the 
dwarf ‘How much more ın the tameless mind of man! It was 
a well-got-up storm, you must allow and all of my own 
making ’ 

It was tempting Providence to imterchange talk with this 
magician But Power, in all its shapes, 1s respected by man 
Awe, curiosity, a clinging fascination, drew me towards him 

‘Come, don’t be frightened, friend,” said the wretch ‘Eam 
good humoured when pleased, and something does please me 
in your well-proportioned body and handsome tace, though 
you look a little woe-begone You have suttered a land - 1, a 
sea wieck. Perhaps I can allay the tempest of vour fortunes as 
I did my own Shall we be friends?” And he held out his 
hand, I could not touch it ‘Well, then, companions — that 
will do as well And now, while | rest atter the bufteting | 
underwent just now, tell me why, voung and gallant as you 
seem, you wander thus alone and downcast on this wild sea- 
shore ` 

The voice of the wretch was screeching and horrid, and his 
contortions as he spoke were frightiul to behold. Yet he did 
gain a kind of influence over me, which I could not master, 
and I told him my tale When it was ended, he laughed long 
and loud the rocks echoed back the sound hell seemed 
yelling around me. 

‘Oh, thou cousin of Lucifer” said he; ‘so thou too hast 
fallen through thy pride, and, though bright as the son of 
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Morning, thou art ready to give up thy good looks, thy bride, 
and thy well-being, rather than submit thee to the tyranny of 
good I honour thy chore, by my soul! - So thou hast fled, 
and yield the day, and mean to starve on these rocks, and to 
let the birds peck out thy dead eyes, while thy enemy and thy 
betrothed rejoice in thy run Thy pride 1s strangely akin to 
humility, methinks.’ 

As he spoke, a thousand fanged thoughts stung me to the 
heart. 

‘What would you that I should do» I cried 

‘1! — Oh, nothing but he down and say your prayers before 
you die But, were | you, | know the deed that should be 
done’ 

I drew near him His supernatural powers made him an 
oracle in my eyes, yet a strange unearthly thrill quivered 
through my frame as I said, “Speak! - teach me - what act do 
you advise’ 

‘Revenge thyself, man! — humble thy enemies! - set thy 
foot on the old man’s neck, and possess thyself of his 
daughter" 

‘To the east and west I turn, cried I, ‘and see no means! 
Had I gold, much could I achieve, but, poor and single, | am 
powerless ` 

The dwarf had been seated on his chest as he listened to my 
story Now he got off, he touched a spring, it flew open! 
What a mine of wealth — of blazing jewels, beaming gold, and 
pale silver — was displayed therein A mad desire to possess 
this treasure was born within me 

‘Doubtless,’ I said, ‘one so powerful as you could do all 
things ° 

‘Nay,’ said the monster humbly, ‘I am less omnipotent than 
I seem. Some things I possess which you may covet, but I 
would give them all for a small share, or even for a loan of 
what ıs yours ’ 

‘My possessions are at your service,’ I replied bitterly ~ ‘my 
poverty, my exile, my disgrace — I make a free gift of them 
all.’ 

‘Good! I thank you Add one other thing to your gift, and 
my treasure 1s yours.’ 

‘As nothing 1s my sole inheritance, what besides nothing 
would you have ” 
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‘Your comely face and well-made limbs ’ 

I shivered Would this all-powerful monster murder me? I 
had no dagger I forgot to pray — but | grew pale 

‘Task for a loan, not a gift,’ said the frightful thing ‘lend 
me your body for three days — you shall have mine to cage 
your soul the while, and, in payment, my chest What say you 
to the bargain? — Three short days ’ 

We are told that it ıs dangerous to hold unlawful talk; and 
well do I prove the same Tamely written down, it may seem 
incredible that I should lend any ear to this proposition, but, 
in spite of his unnatural ugliness, there was something fascinat- 
ing in a being whose vore could govern earth, air, and sea I 
felt a keen desire to comply, for with that chest 1 could 
command the world My only hesitation resulted from a tear 
that he would not be true to his bargain Then, I thoughr, I 
shall soon die here on these lonely sands, and the limbs he 
covets will be mine no more — ıt is worth the chance And, 
besides, I knew that, by all the rules of art magi, there were 
formulae and oaths which none of its practisers dared break | 
hesitated to reply , and he went on, now displaving his wealth, 
now speaking of the petty price he demanded, ull it seemed 
madness to refuse Thus is tt, place our bark in the current 
ot the stream, and down, over fall and cataract it is hurried, 
give up our conduct to the wild torrent of passion, and we are 
away, we know not whither 

He swore many an oath, and I adjured him by many a 
sacred name, till I saw this wonder of power, this ruler of the 
elements, shiver like an autumn leaf before mv words, and as 
if the spirit spake unwillingly and pertorce within him, at last, 
he, with broken vore, revealed the spell whereby he might be 
obliged, did he wish to play me file, to render up the 
unlawtul spoil Our warm life-blood must mingle to make 
and to mar the charm 

Fnough of this unholy theme I was persuaded - the thing 
was done The morrow dawned upon me as l lay upon the 
shingles, and I knew not my own shadow as ıt fell from me. I 
felt myself changed to a shape of horror, and cursed my easy 
faith and blind credulity The chest was there — there the gold 
and precious stones for which I had sold the frame of flesh 
which nature had given me The sight a little stilled my 
emotions three days would soon be gone 
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They did pass The dwarf had supplied me with a plenteous 
store of food At first I could hardly walk, so strange and out 
of joint were all my limbs, and my voice — ıt was that of the 
hend But I kept silent, and turned my face to the sun, thar | 
might not see my shadow, and counted the hours, and rumi- 
nated on my future conduct To bring Torella to my feet - to 
possess my Juliet in spite of him — all this my wealth could 
easily achieve During dark night | slept, and dreamt of the 
accomplishment of my desires Two suns had set the third 
dawned I was agitated, fearful Oh «expectation, what a 
frightful thing art thou, when kindled more by fear than 
hope! How dost thou twist thyself round the heart, torturing 
its pulsations! How dost thou dart unknown pangs all through 
our teeble mechanism, now seeming, to shiver us like broken 
glass, to nothingness — now giving us a fresh strength, which 
can do nothing, and so torments us by a sensation, such as the 
strong man must feel who cannot break his fetters, though 
they bend in his grasp Slowly paced the bright, bright orb up 
the eastern sky, long it lingered in the zenith, and still more 
slowly wandered down the west it touchcd the honzon’s 
verge it was lost! Its glories were on the summits of the cliff 
— they grew dun and grey [he evening star shone bright He 
will soon be here 

He came not! - By the living heavens, he came not! and 
night dragged out its weary length, and, tn its decaying age, 
‘day began to grizzle its dark hair’, and the sun rose again on 
the most miserable wretch that ever upbraided its ight Three 
days thus I passed The jewels and the gold œh, how I 
abhorred them! 

Well, well — I will not blacken these pages with demoniac 
ravings All too terrible were the thoughts, the raging tumult 
of ideas that filled my soul At the cnd of that time I slept, | 
had not before since the third sunset, and I dreamt that I was 
at Juliet’s feet, and she smiled, and then she shrieked — for she 
saw my transformation — and again she smiled, for still her 
beautiful lover knelt before her But ıt was not I — it was he, 
the fiend, arrayed in my limbs, speaking with my vore, 
winning her with my looks of love I strove to warn her, but 
my tongue refused its office, I strove to tear him from her, 
but I was rooted to the ground — I awoke with the agony 
There were the solitary hoar precipices ~ there the plashing 
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sea, the quiet strand, and the blue sky over all. What did it 
mean? was my dream but a mirror of the truth? was he 
wooing and winning my betrothed? I would on the instant 
back to Genoa — but I was banished I laughed — the dwarf’s 
yell burst from my lips — | banished! Oh no! they had not 
exiled the foul limbs I wore, I might with these enter, without 
fear of incurring the threatened penalty of death, my own, my 
native city. 

I began to walk towards Genoa [ was somewhat accus- 
tomed to my distorted limbs, none were ever so il-adapted 
for a straighttorward movement, it was with infinite difficulty 
that I proceeded Then, too, 1 desired to avoid all the hamlets 
strewed here and there on the sea-beach, for I was unwilling 
to make a display of my hideousness [ was not quite sure 
that, if secn, the mere boys would not stone me to death as | 
passed, for a monster, some ungentle salutations I did receive 
trom the few peasants or fishermen I chanced to meet But it 
was dark night betore | approached Genoa Ihe weather was 
so balmy and sweet that it struck me that the Marchese and 
his daughter would very probably have quitted the citv for 
their country retreat It was from Villa Torella that I had 
attempted to carry off Juliet, I had spent many an hour 
reconnoitring the spot, and knew each inch of ground in its 
vicinity It was beautifully situated, embosomed in trees, on 
the margin of a stream As I drew near, it became evident that 
my conjecture was right, may, moreover, that the hours were 
hemp then devoted to feasting and mernmmcnt For the house 
was lighted up. strains of soft and gav music were wafted 
towards me by the breeze Mv heart sank within me Such 
was the generous kindness ot Torella’s heart that I felt sure 
that he would not have indulged in public manifestations of 
rejoring just after my unfortunate banishment, but for a 
cause I dared not dwell upon 

The country people were all alive and flocking about, ıt 
became necessary that I should conceal myself, and yet I 
longed ro address some one, or to hear others discourse, or in 
any way to gain intelligence of what was really going on At 
length, entering the walks that were in immediate vicinity to 
the mansion, | found one dark enough to veil my excessive 
frightfulness, and yet others as well as I were loitering ın its 
shade. I soon gathered all I wanted to know — all that first 
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made my very heart die with horror, and then boil with 
indignation Tomorrow Juliet was to be given to the penitent, 
reformed, beloved Guido — to-morrow my bride was to pledge 
her vows to a fiend from hell! And I did this! - my accursed 
pride — my demoniac violence and wicked self idolatry had 
caused this act For if I had acted as the wretch who had 
stolen my form had acted - 1f, with a mien at once yielding 
and dignified, I had presented myself to Torella, saying, I 
have done wrong, fergive me, I am unworthy of your angal 
child, but permit ine to claim her hereafter, when my altered 
conduct shall manifest that I abjure my vices, and endeavour 
to become ın some sort worthy of her I go to serve aginst 
the infidels, and when my zeal for religion and mv true 
penitence tor the past shall appear to you to cancel my crimes, 
permit me again to call myself your son Thus had he spoken. 
and the penitent wis welcomed even as the prodigal son of 
Scripture the fitted calf was killed for him, and he sull 
pursuing the same pith, displiycd such open hearted regret 
for his follies, so humble a concession of all his rights, and so 
ardent a resolve to revcquire them by 2 hfe of Contition ind 
virtue, that he quickly conquered the kind old man, ind full 
pardon, ind the gift of his lovely child followed in swift 
succession 

Oh, had an angel from Piradise whispered to me to it 
thus! But now, what would be the mnocent fulhets fate? 
Would God permit the foul union — or, some prodigy destroy 
ing it, link the dishonourcd nime of C arega with the worst of 
crimes? To morrow at dawn they were to be married there 
was but one way to prevent this — to meet mine enemy, and to 
enforce the ratihcation of our agreement I felt that this could 
only be done by a mortal struggle I had no sword if indecd 
my distorted arms could wield 1 soldier’s weapon but I had 
a dagger, and in that lay my hope There was no time for 
pondering or balancing nicely the question 1 might dic in the 
attempt, but besides the burning jealousy and despair of my 
own heart, honour, mere humanity, demanded that | should 
fall rather than not destroy the machinations of the fend 

The guests departed — the lights began to disappear, tt was 
evident that the inhabitants of the villa were seeking repose I 
hid myself among the trees - the garden grew deserted — the 
gates were closed — I wandered round and came under a 
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window — ah! well did I know the same! — a soft twilight 
glimmered 1n the room — the curtains were half withdrawn. It 
was the temple of innocence and beauty. Its magnificence was 
tempered, as it were, by the slight disarrangements occasioned 
by its being dwelt in, and all the objects scattered around 
displayed the taste of her who hallowed it by her presence. | 
saw her enter with a quick light step - I saw her approach the 
window — she drew back the curtain yet further, and looked 
out into the night Its breezy freshness played among her 
ringlets, and wafted them from the transparent marble of her 
brow. She clasped her hands, she raised her eyes to heaven. | 
heard her vore Guido! she softly murmured - mine own 
Guido! and then. as if overcome by the fulness of her own 
heart, she sank on her knees, — her upraised eyes - her 
gracetul attitude the beaming thanktulness that hghted up 
her face — oh, these are tame words! Heart of mine, thou 
mmagest ever, though thou canst not portray, the celestial 
beauty of that child of light and love 

I heard a step a quick firm step along the shady avenue. 
Soon [ saw a cavalier, richly dressed, young and, methought, 
graceful to look on, advance I hid myself yet closer The 
youth approached, he paused beneath the window She arose, 
and again looking out she saw him, and said I cannot, no, 
at this distant time l cannot record her terms of soft silver 
tenderness, to me they were spoken, but they were replied to 
by him 

‘Twill not go,” he cried there where vou have becn, where 
your memory ghdes hhe some heaven visiting ghost, I wall 
pass the long hours ull we meet, never, mv Juliet, again, day 
or might, to part But do thou, my love, rure, the cold moin 
ind fittul breeze will make thy cheek pale, and fill with 
languor thy love-lghted cyes Ah, sweerest! could E press one 
kiss upon them, I could, methinks, repose ’ 

And then he approached sull nearer, and methought he was 
about to clamber mto her chamber | had hesitated, not to 
terrify her, now I was no longer master of myself. | rushed 
forward - I threw myself on him — I tore him away — I cried, 
‘O loathsome and foul shaped wretch" 

I need not repeat epithets, all tending, as it appeared, to rail 
at a person I at present feel some partiality for A shriek rose 
from Juliet’s lips. I neither heard nor saw - 1 felt only mine 
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enemy, whose throat I grasped, and my dagger’s hilt; he 
struggled, but could not escape. At length hoarsely he breathed 
these words. ‘Do! — strike home! destroy this body - you will 
still live may your hfe be long and merry" 

The descending dagger was arrested at the word, and he, 
feeling my hold relax, extricated himself and drew his sword, 
while the uproar in the house, and flying of torches from one 
room to the other, showed that soon we should be separated 
In the midst of my frenzy there was much calculation fall I 
might, and so that he did not survive, I cared nor for the 
death-blow I might deal against mvself While still, cheretore, 
he thought I paused, and while I saw the villainous resolve to 
take advantage of my hesitation, in the sudden thrust he made 
at me, I threw myself on his sword, and at the same moment 
plunged my dagger, with a true, desperate aim, in his side We 
fell together, rolling over each other, and the tide of blood 
that tlowed trom the gaping wound of each mingled on the 
grass Morel know not | fainted 

Again I return to hfe weak almost to death, I found mysclt 
stretched upon a bed Julhet was knecling beside it Strange! 
my first broken request was for a mirror I was so wan and 
ghastly, that my poor girl hesitated, as she told me afterwards, 
but, by the mass! I thought myself a right proper youth when 
I saw the dear reflection of my own well-known features | 
confess it is a weakness, but I avow it, I do entertain a 
considerable affection for the countenance and limbs I behold, 
whenever I look at a glass, and have more mirrors in my 
house, and consult them oftener, than any beauty in Genoa 
Before you too much condemn me, pernut me to say that no 
one better knows than I the value of his own body, no onc, 
probably, except myself, ever having had tt stolen from him 

Incoherently I at first talked of the dwarf and his crimes, 
and reproached Juliet for her too easy admission of his love 
She thought me raving, as well she might, and yet it was some 
tıme betore I could prevail on myself to admit that the Guido 
whose penitence had won her back for me was myself, and 
while I cursed won her back for me was myself, and while I 
cursed bitterly the monstrous dwarf, and blest the well- 
directed blow that had deprived him of life, | suddenly checked 
myself when I heard her say, Amen! knowing that him whom 
she reviled was my very self A little reflection taught me 
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silence — a little practice enabled me to speak of that frightful 
night without any very excessive blunder The wound I had 
given myself was no mockery of one - it was long before I 
recovered - and as the benevolent and gencrous Torella sat 
heside me, talking such wisdom as might win friends to 
repentance, and mine own dear Juliet hovered near me, admin- 
istering to my wants, and cheering me by her smiles, the work 
of my bodily cure and mental reform went on together 1 have 
never, indeed, wholly recovered my strength my cheek ts 
paler since - my person a little bent Juliet sometimes ventures 
to allude bitterly to the malice that caused this change, but I 
kiss her on the moment, and tell her all is for the best I am a 
tonder and more faithful husband. and true is this - but tor 
that wound, never had I called her mine 

I did not revisit the sea-shore, nor seek for the fend’s 
treasure, yet, while I ponder on the past, E often think, and 
my confessor was not backward in favouring the idea, that it 
might be a good rather than an evil spirit, sent by my 
guardian angel, to show me the folly and misery of pride So 
well at least did I learn this lesson, roughly taught as | was, 
that I am known now by all my frends and fellow utizens by 
the name of Gudo ıl C ortese 


Il] 


The Archetypes 


The Golem 


By GUSTAV MEYRINK 


There have been several theories put forward as to where 
Mary Shelley found the mspiration for Frankenstein Mary 
herself im the introduction written in the 1831 edition said the 
idea came to ber m a kind of waking nightmare Others have 
suggested that it was mspired by Percy Shelley's interest m the 
Greek legend of Prometheus, who used lightning to infuse life 
mio model people Yet another school has argued that she 
may have read the story [The Sandman by the German, 
1 1 A Hoffman, about an wumated doll, which bad pust 
been translated into Inglish im 814 What seems more likely 
still is that an important influence was the real life man of 
day, the Golem, who had been spoken of in Jenish folklore 
for over ,00 years An account of this monstrous creature 
who had been brought to life in medteval times by Rabbi 
Judah I oeu im order to protect the Jeu s in the Prague Ghetto 
from a pogrom uas to be found im the collection of ghost 
stories, Kantasmagoniana read around the fire m the Villa 
Diodati Just hke the creature m trankenstein, the Golem 
proved to be his creator's ultimate undomg (li is also mterest- 
mg to note that when Unwersal’s film Frankenstein teas m 
pre production, st was mtended that the creature should be 
modelled on the traditional image of the Golem but this ran 
contrary to the venes of the director James Whale and, of 
course, make-up man, Jack Pierce | 

Although the legend of the Golem had caussted m several 
folk tales for many vears, it was not until t911 when an 
episode from a forthcommg novel by the Austrian-German 
satirist and occult novelist, Gustav Meyrink (1868-1932), 
appeared in the popular weekly, Pan, that the general 
public's interest im the story was really kindled. Meyrink, the 
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tllegitimate son of an actress and an elderly nobleman, 
spent his early years in Prague (where he doubtless first heard 
about The Golem) until mvolvement ın a financial scandal 
and a pertod of imprisonment made tt imperative for him to 
move, and he left for Vienna Here bis interest in the super- 
natural and his facility at writing enabled him to had a 
bohemian and somewhat precarious existence In seed, despite 
the success of his novels like The Waxworks (1907), Walperg! 
snacht (1917) and, of course, the Golem, he was rarely out of 
financial difficulties His reputation was not helped by his 
frequent satirical attacks on the proto Nazis of the day, u bich 
caused him to be counter attacked in the press as uell as 
resulting in his being stoned by angry mobs Much of his later 
lfe was to be spent fruitlessly u arning ugamst the rise of 
Nazism and he died a bitter und broken man 

The Golem bas, however, ensured Meyrink’s place as one 
of the foremost supernatural uriters of the tu entuth century, 
and ıt uas no surprise that as soon as the book appeared tt 
was snapped up for filming by the leading German actor 
director, Paul Wegener In the next five veurs Wegener dt 
rected und starred in three tersions of the story Der Golem 
(r914) Der Golem und dic Tanzerin (1917) and the feature 
length, Der Golem Wie Fr in dic Welt Kam (1920) which uas 
released internationally as the Golem lhis last production 
senpted faithfully from Meyrink s book by Henrik Galeen, ıs 
generally acknowledged to be a classic because of its superb 
art direction and acting There have subsequently bein a 
number of other film adaptations of the story all drat ing 
more or less from Meyrink’s origmal with just a single 
American version produced by Warner Brothers in 1966 star 
ring Roddy McDou all Here, then, ts the episode of Mevrink's 
story which inspired those movies, and which also outlines 
the legend that might just have inspired Frankenstein 


We had opened the window to try and get the smell of 
tobacco smoke out of my little room The cold night wind 


The Golem $99 


now blew in, making the curtain that hung over the door 
sway to and fro. 

‘Prokop’s hat would like to take unto itself wings and fly 
away,’ said Zwakh, and pointed to the musician’s broad- 
brimmed beaver that was flapping ın the draught. 

Josua Prokop gave a merry laugh. 

‘Let it go,” said he. 

‘It 1s setrzed with a desire to go dancing at Loisitschek’s.’ 
Brieslander put his spoke in. 

Prokop laughed again, and started to conduct with one 
hand the various noises borne over the roofs on the wings of 
the winter breeze. Then, from the wall, he took down my old 
guitar, and made as though he would pluck its broken strings, 
while he sang m his cracky falsetto, and wath fantastic 
phrasing: 


An Bein-del von Ei-sen recht alt 
An Stran-zen net gar a so kalt 
Messinung, a’ Raucherl und Rohn 
Und immer nurr put-7en... 


‘Hes a dab at the dialect all right. isn’t he? laughed 
Breslander, and drummed with his fingers and joined in. 


Und stok-en sich Aufzug und Phff 
Und schmallern an etsernes G’suff. 
Juch... 


Und Handschuhkren, Harom net san... 


‘They sing that old song every eventng down at 
Loisitschek’s,” Zwakh informed me. ‘Poor dotty old Nephtali 
Schaffraneck, with his green shade over his eyes, wheezes tt 
out, accompanied on the hurdy-gurdy by a painted piece of 
female goods. Really, you know Master Pernath, you ought to 
go along with us to that queer haunt one evening. P’raps to- 
might — later ~ when we're through with the punch - eh? 
What d’you say to it? Isnt at your birthday to-day, or 
something >” 

‘Yes,’ urged Prokop, as he closed the window once more, 
‘You come along with us, old fellow-me-lad. It’s a thing to see 
for yourself.’ 
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We sat around drinking hot punch, while our thoughts 
roamed the room. 

Brieslander was carving a marionette. 

‘Well, Josua’ —- Zwakh broke the silence — ‘you’ve shut us 
oft good and proper from the outer world Not one word has 
got itself spoken since you shut the window ’ 

‘I was thinking,’ said Prokop, rather hurriedly, as 1f apologis 
ing for his own silence, ‘how odd ıt ıs when the wind plays 
with inanimate objects It’s almost like a miracle when things 
that he about without a particle of life in their bodies suddenly 
start to flutter Haven't you ever felt that? Once I stood in a 
desolate square and watched a whole heap of scraps of paper 
chasing one another I couldn’ feel the wind, as I was in the 
shelter of a house, but there they were, all jumbled together in 
a veritable dance ot death Next instant they appeared to have 
decided on an armistice, but all of a sudden some unendurable 
puff of reminiscence seemed to blow through the lot of them, 
and off they went again, each hounding on his next dooi 
neighbour tll they disappeared round the corner One solid 
piece of newspaper only lagged behind, it lay helplessly on 
the pavement, flapping venomously up and down, like a fish 
out of water, gasping for an T couldn’t help the thought that 
rose in me _ if we, when all’s said and done, were something 
similar to these little bits of fluttering paper, neither more nor 
less Driven hither and thither by some invisible, incomprchen 
sible “wind” that dictates all our actions, for all we, in our 
vanity boast of our own volition Supposing life really werc 
nothing but that mysterious whirlwind of which the Bible 
states, it “bloweth where it listeth, and thou hearest the sound 
thereof, but canst not tell whence it cometh and whither ıt 
goeth”! Isn't there a dream that most of us have, when we 
fumble in deep pools after silver fish, and wake to find 
nothing in our hands but a cold draught of air blowing 
through them?’ 

‘Prokop, you’re catching that trick of speech from Pernarth! 
What's the matter with you” Zwakh regarded the musician 
suspiciously 

‘It's the result of the story or the book [bbur we had told to 
us before you came Pity you were late and missed ıt you 
can see the effect it’s had on Prokop’ This from Brieslander 

‘Storv from a book ” 
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‘Story of a man, rather, who brought the book, and seemed 
a queer card. Pernath doesn’t know who he 1s, where he lives, 
what his name ts, or what he wanted And, for all his visitor’s 
eccentric appearance, he can’t for the lite of him describe it ’ 

7 wakh listened attentively. 

‘Strange, that,’ he said, after a pause ‘Was the stranger 
clean shaven by any chance, and did his eyes slant ?’ 

‘I think so,” replied I ‘That 15 to say yes oves lam 
quite sure of it Do you know him? 

The marionette maker shook his head ‘Only 1t reminds me 
of the Golem ’ 

Brieslander, the painter, laid down his chisel 

‘The Golem? Pye heard talk of it a lot What d’you know 
about the Golem, Zwakh?’ 

‘Who can say he knows anything about the Golem? was 
Zwakh’s rejoinder, as he shrugged his shoulders ‘Always they 
treat it as t legend, ull something happens and turns it into 
wtuality once more After which its talked of for many a 
day, and the rumours wax ever more and more tantastn, till 
the whole business gets so exaggerated and done to death they 
die of therr own absurdity The original story harks back, so 
they say to the seventeenth century With the help of an 
wnaent formula, a rabbi is said to have put together an 
tomatic man and used it to help ring the bells in the 
Synagogue and for all kinds of other memal work But he 
hadn’t made it into a proper man, it was more like a kind of 
intimated vegetable, really What hte it had, too, so the storv 
runs, only derived trom a magic prescription placed behind 
his teeth cach day, that drew down to itself whit was known 
is “the tree sidercal strength of the universe ” And as, one 
evening, before evening prayers, the rabbi forgot to take the 
prescription out of the Golem’s mouth, the figure fell into a 
frenzy, and went raging through the streets hke a roaring lion, 
secking whom it might devour Ac last the rabbi was able to 
secure it, and he then destroved the tormula Lhe figure fell to 
pieces The only record left of it was the miniature clay figure 
that was shown to the people within the old Synagogue.’ 

‘Some say the old rabhi was afterwards elected emperor, 
that he conjured up the spirits of the dead and made them 
visible to human eyes,’ volunteered Prokop 

‘That I cannot say, Zwakh answered him ‘But this I know 
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— that there 1s something here in this our quarter of the town 
something that cannot die, and has tts being within our 

midst From generation to generation our ancestors have lived 
here ın this place, and no one has heard more tales about this 
reappearance of the Golem — happenings actually experienced 
as well as handed down — than I have ’ 

Zwakh suddenly ceased speaking It was obvious his 
thoughts had gone trailing off into the past 

As he sat there at the table, head on hand, his rosy, 
youthful looking cheeks contrasting oddly ım the lamplhight 
with his snowy hair, I could hardly refrain from comparing 
his face with the masks of the little puppets he had so often 
shown to me Curious how the old fellow resembled them! 
The same expression, and the same cast of countenance 

Some things there are on carth that seem to be complemen 
tary to each other, so 1 pondered As Zwakh’s simple life 
history passed betore my mind’s eye, it struck me as both 
monstrous and inexplicable that a man such as he, in spite of 
a better education than that of his forebears he had, as a 
matter of fact, been destined for the stage should suddenly 
insist on reverting to his dilapidated box of marionettes, 
trundling once more into the market place these aged dolls 
that had antıcked for the scanty living of his ancestors, and 
there making them re enact thar well worn histories in terms 
of clumsy gesture 

I appreciated the reason He could not endure to be parted 
from them, their lives were bound up with his, and once he 
was away from them they had changed to thoughts within his 
brain, where they led a restless existence ull he returned to 
whence they came For that reason did he love them, and trick 
them out in tinsel 

‘Won’t you tell us some more, Zwakh* Prokop begged the 
old man, with a glance at myself and Brieslander that sought 
approval 

‘I hardly know where to begin,” the old boy murmured, 
‘Golem stories are all hard telling, Pernath, here, just now 
was telling us he knew quite well how the stranger looked, 
but couldn’t describe him More or less every three and thirty 
years something takes place in our streets, not so out of the 
way startling in itself, yet the terror of ıt ıs too strong for 
either explanation or excuse 
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‘Always ıt happens that an apparition makes its appearance 
- an utterly strange man, clean shaven, of yellow complexion, 
Mongolian type, in antiquated clothes of a bygone day, it 
comes from the direction of the Altschulgasse, stalks through 
the Ghetto with a queer groping, stumbling kind of gait, as if 
atraid of falling over, and quite suddenly — 15 gone 

‘Usually it is seen to disappear round a corner At other 
times it 15 said to have described a circle and gone back to the 
point whence it started - an old house, close by the 
Synagogue. 

‘Some impressionable folk will tell how they have seen it 
coming towards them down a street, but, as they walked 
boldly to meet it, ıt would grow smaller and smaller, like in 
ordinary figure will do as it moves away trom vou, and finally 
disappear completely 

‘Sixty s years ago there must have been a particularly 
lively scare of this sort, for 1 remember I was a tiny 
voungster at the ume that the house in the Altschulgasse 
was searched trom top to bottom They hung washing out of 
every window, and only then was it discovered that there was 
1 room inside the house with no entrance to it, and the 
windows barred As the only means of reaching it, a man let 
himself down on a rope from the root, to see in But no 
sooner did he get near the window than the rope broke and 
the poor wretch cracked his skull upon the pavement And 
when they wanted, later on, to try agun, opimons differed so 
about the situation of the window that thev gave it up 

‘I myself encountered the Golem tor the first time in my lite 
nearly threc and thirty years ago l met it ina little alley, and 
we ran right into one another I am thanktul to say I cannot 
remember now very distinctly what went on in my mind at 
that encounter Heaven forbid anyone should spend his lite in 
perpetual expectation, day in, day out, of meeting the Golem 
I do remember ] had a premonition at the time, a distinct 
Premonition that | was going to meet ie Something cried out 
in me, loud and shrill, “ The Golem!” At that instant someone 
stumbled out of a doorway and the strange figure passed ine 
by Next moment I was surtounded by a sea of white, 
frightened faces, everyone asking if lhad seen it 

‘As I replied, I was aware for the frst ume of the cramp 
that gripped my tongue I was quite surprised to find I could 
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move my limbs, for I realised how, for the space of a heart- 
bear, I must have endured a paralytu shock from surprise 

‘I have given the subject much thought, and the nearest 1 
can get to the truth of it seems to be this that once m every 
generation a spiritual disturbance zigzags, like a Hash of 
lightning, right through the Gherto, taking possession of the 
souls of the living to some end we know not of, and rising in 
the torm of a wraith that appears to our senses in the guise of 
a human entity that once, centuries ago, maybe, inhabited 
here, and 1s craving materialisation 

‘Maybe, too, it lurks within our midst, day after day, and 
we know it not Neither do our eats register the sound of the 
turning-fork tll it as brought in contact with the wood, to 
which it necds must transmit its vibrations 

‘Think of the crystal, resolving itself, it knows not how, but 
in accordance with its own immutable laws, from an amor 
phous mass, to a definite ordered shape May it not be even 
so in the world of the spirit? Who shall say? Just as, in 
thundery weather, the electric tension in the atmosphere will 
increase to a point past endurance, and eventually give birth 
to the lightning, may ıt not be that the whole mass ot 
stagnant thought infecting the air of the Ghetto needs clearing 
from time to time by some kind of mysterious explosion, 
something potent ın its workings something that forces the 
dreams of the subconscious up into the hght of day some 
lightning stroke giving mse to an object that, could we but 
read its riddle, symbolises, both in ways and appearance, the 
whole soul of the masses, had we but got one glimmer of the 
cryptic language of form? 

‘And, just as Nature has her own happenings that fore 
shadow the advent of the lightning, so do certain forbidding 
signs portend the arrival of thts phantom within our world of 
fact. The plaster peeling from an old wall will adopt the 
shape of a stealthy human form, and stony faces stare from 
the rce flowers formed by the frost upon the window-panes 
Sand from the roof-tops will trickle to che ground in mysteri 
ous fashion, filling the apprehensive passer-by with the impres 
sion it has been thrown by some invisible spirit, trying to 
form, from the hiding-place wherein at lurks, all kinds of 
unfamiliar outhnes. No matter what the object one beholds — 
be it a wicker work basket, all one colour, or the uneven 
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surface of a human skin - we are still obsessed with this 
disconcerting gift of finding everywhere these ominous, signifi- 
cant shapes, that assume in our dreams the proportions of 
giants. And always, through these ghostly strivings of these 
troops of thoughts, endeavouring to gnaw their way through 
the wall of actuality, runs, like a scarlet thread, a torturing 
certitude that our own mental consciousness, strive as we 
may, 18 being sucked dry, deliberately, that the phantom may 
attain to concrete form 

‘Just now, when Í heard Pernath tell how he had met a man 
clean shaven, with slanting cycs, there stood the Golem before 
me as Tsaw at that time 

‘He stood there as though risen from the ground. And. for 
the space of a moment, I was filled with that dumb, familiar 
fear, the intuition of some ghostly presence near at hand, that 
[ had felt then. in my boyhood, when the Golem had thrown 
its dread, omimous shadow across inv path 

‘Sinty-sis veais ago! And another memory, too, is connected 
with it that of the might betore my sisters wedding. Our 
house was celebrating the event Amongst other things, the 
guests amused themsclyes by melting lead TE stood by. in 
open mouthed astonishment, wondering what it all might 
mean The childish workings of my mind connected it some- 
how ot other with the Golem, of whom I had often heard my 
tather talk Every moment I expected to see the door open 
and the stranger walk into the room, 

‘My sister filled a ladle wuh the molten stutt. and emptied 
tanto a bowl of water, laughing the while at my intense 
exaitement With his withered, trembling hands, my grand- 
father picked our the lump of lead and held it to the hght. 
Immediately arose a hubbub ot excitement Everybody talked 
at once, l mied to waggle through the crowd of agitated 
guests, but they stopped me 

‘Later, when I was older, my father cold me how the molten 
metal had shaped itself into a mumature but quite unmustak- 
able head, smooth and round, as though cast trom a mould, 
with features that bore such an uncanny resemblance to those 
of the Golem that fear possessed them all 

‘Many a time have [ discussed the matter with Schemajah 
Hillel the registrar, who has in his keeping the paraphernalia 
of the Old Synagogue, together with the clay figure I told you 
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of, from Kaiser Rudolf's days. He has given much time to the 
Cabbala, and he held the clay image to be nothing but a 
presage in human form of the tıme in which it was made, just 
as, in my case, was the lump of lead. And the stranger who 
haunted our precincts he held to be a projection of the 
thought that had sprung to hfe in the brain of the old rabbi 
before he had succeeded in giving it tangible form, and that ıt 
could only appear at stated intervals of time, under those 
astrological conditions in which it had been created, that 
then, and then only, would it come back to the earth on its 
agonised quest for matertalisation 

“Hillel’s wife, in her lifetime, had also seen the Golem tace 
to face, and felt the same shock of paralysis that I had so long 
as the inexplicable presence was near She said, too, she was 
quite positive that what she had seen was her own soul 
divested of its body, that just for a moment it had stood 
opposite to her, and gazed into her face with the features of a 
strange being In spite of the terrible fear that had got her im 
its grip, the conviction had never lett her that this thing 
confronting her was a part of her innermost self? 

‘It’s not credible,’ murmured Prokop, lost in thought 

Brieslander, too, sat there brooding 

Then came a knock at the door, and the old dame who 
brings up my evening water, and anything else I happen to 
want, came in, pliced the earthenware pitcher on the floor, 
and silently withdrew 

We all looked up and gazed vaguely round the room, as 
though awakening from slecp, though a long ume elapsed 
before any word was spoken 

Some new influence had entered the room with the old 
crone, and we had first to accustom ourselves to it 

‘That red-haired wench Rosina, too she has a tace that 
dances for ever before a man’s cycs out of the nooks and the 
crannies ’ This from /7wakh, quite suddenly ‘I've known chat 
fixed, grinning smile, now, tor a whole generation First the 
grandmother then the mother! And always the same facc 

not a feature altered! The same name, Rosina onc 

always the resurrection of the other? 

‘Isn't Rosina old Aaron Wassertrum’s daughter ” I asked. 

‘So they say,’ affirmed Zwakh ‘But Aaron Wassertrum has 
many a son and many a daughter folk know nothing of 
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Nobody knew who was the father of Rosina’s mother, nor 
what became of her At the age of fifteen she brought that 
child into the world, and that was the last heard of her Her 
disappearance had something to do with a murder, if I remem- 
ber nghtly, committed in this house on her account 

‘Just like her daughter, she turned all the heads of the half 
fledged youths One of them’s alive still - I see him quite 
often I can’t remember his name The others all came to a 
premature end - through her, probably I only remember 
detached episodes, here and there, of that bygone time, that 
stray through my brain hke a series of faded pictures There 
was one halt-witted fellow who used to go trom public house 
to public house every evening, cutting out sithoucttes in black 
paper for a couple of kreuzer Once thev’d got him tipsy he’d 
sit there in the depths of melancholy, cutting out always the 
same sharp girls profile, nll his little stock of paper was all 
used up Almost as a child, so they sid, he'd been Caught in 
the toils of a certun Rosini the grandmother probably of 
our one and loved her so madly he d all but lost his reason 
When I count the years back, it cant have been anvone but 
the grandmother of our present Rosina ’ 

Zwaikh cased speaking ind hay back in his chairr 

‘hate Hirs sn circles,’ thought l, ‘around and around this 
house, returning always to its starting pomt ` And a hidcous 
image of something I hid once scen shot simultaneously into 
my mind a cat pone maid twuling around trantie aly, in 
circle after circle 

‘Now tor the head’ all at once, in Bricslander’s cheery 
tones And he took a small billet of wood from his pocket and 
started to curve 

I pushed my arm chair into the background out of the 
light My eyes were heavy with weariness 

[he hot water tor the punch was sizzling in the kettle and 
Josua started to fll our glasses round agam Softly, very 
softly, the strains of dance musu stole through the closed 
window, fitfully, now coming, now gomg, according to the 
caprices of the wind 

Wouldn’t I clink glasses with hum? so the musician 
wanted to know, after a pause 

But I made no answer So loth was I to make any kind of 
movement, | would not even open my mouth Almost I might 
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have been asleep, such was the feeling of utter quiet that now 
possessed my soul. I had to glance now and again at the 
twinkling blade of Brieslander’s pocket-knife, as he cut small 
chips of the wood, to assure myself I really was awake. 

They were talking now of Dr Savioli, and the elegant lady 
some titled man’s wife who paid her clandestine visits to 
him in that obscure little studio Once again I saw floating 
before me the triumphant, mocking visage of Aaron Wasser- 
trum I wondered if | would confide that experience of mine 
to Zwakh, then came to the conclusion ıt would serve no 
useful purpose, to say nothing of the fact that I knew my will 
would be unequal to the effort ot relating ıt 

Suddenly I saw all three of them looking at me across the 
table ‘He ıs asleep,’ said Prokop, so loudly that it sounded 
almost like a question he had put to me 

Then thev spoke in subdued voices, and I realised I was the 
subject of their conversation 

The blade of Brieslander’s knife glanced here and there, 
catching the light from the lamp, and the glint of it burned 
into my eyes 

‘Mad,’ was the word I caught They talked on, and I 
listened 

‘Subjects like the Golem shouldn’t be raised in Pernath’s 
company,’ said Josua Prokop reprovingly, ‘just now, when he 
‘was telling us about the book Ibbur, we none of us said a 
word, but let him run on Just one of his dhusions, Pil bet you 
anything ° 

‘Quite mght” Zwakh nodded ‘It’s hke walking with a 
lighted candle through a disused room, in which the walls and 
furmture are all wrapped in dust sheets, while the dead tinder 
of the past smothers your footsteps ankle deep, one spark let 
fall, and fire’ll break out of every corner ’ 

‘Was Pernath long in the asylum? Poor devil, anyway 
can’t be much over forty ’ Thus Brieslander 

‘I don’t know. I haven't the faintest idea where he came 
from, or what his profession was before He has all the air of 
an old-fashioned French aristocrat, with his slender figure and 
pointed beard Onie, years and years ago, an old doctor of 
my acquaintance asked me to do him a favour, and see if | 
could procure for a patient of his a humble lodging somewhere 
in this street, where no one would be likely to disturb him, or 
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worry him with questions about the past.” Zwakh waved 
vaguely in my direction. ‘Ever since then he’s lived here, 
repairing old queer stuff and cutting precious stones, and 
apparently making a modest living out of it. It’s a good job 
for him he seems to have forgotten everything to do with his 
mental trouble You must on no account get htm on to 
subjects that concern the past. Thats what the old doctor 
used to keep impressing on me “Remember Zwakh,”’ he used 
to say, “all that’s over and done with, we've evolved a system 
now to treat it by, we've built a wall round ıt; there let it 
stay, and it'll do no harm to anybody ” 

Ihe marionette man’s talk struck at me hke a pole-axe 

on a defenceless beast Red, merciless hands were clutching 
at my heart I had had this dumb kind of torment before . 
a suspicion that something had once happened to me, and 
that a portion of my hfe had been spent fumbling at the 
bottom of an abyss. as sometimes happens toa a sleep- 
walker 

And now the secret was out, and gnawing hke a gaping 
wound 

That neurasthens disinchination of mine to brooding on 
past events that strange recurring dream 1 kept on having 
that I was in a house containing a certain room the door of 
which was locked to me the painful mabilty of my 
memory to function where associations of mv youth were 
concerned all these problems had suddenly achieved their 
terrible soluuon I had been mad, and treated by hypnosis. 
[hev had, in short, locked up 1 room whieh communicated 
with certain chambers in my brain, they had made me mto an 
exile m the midst of the life that surrounded me 

Not did there seem any prospect of mv ever recovering 
again that lost portion of my memory 

l understood now that the mainspring of all my thoughts 
and aces lay hidden in another world. forgotten and never to 
be recalled, I was like a grafted plant, a twig proceeding from 
an alien root. Fven if l ever did succeed in forcing the dour of 
that locked room, would I not tall immediately a prey to the 
spirits imprisoned therein ? 

The story of the Golem as related by 7wakh passed through 
my mind, and suddenly | recognised a connection of infinite 
mystery and magnitude between that legendary room without 
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an entrance, which the unknown was supposed to inhabit, 
and my own significant dream 

That was it! In my case, too, the cord would break, should 
I but try co glance into that barred window of my inner 
consciousness 

This curious connection became clearer and clearer within 
my mind, and the clearer it grew the more terrifying did ıt 
become. There were things in the world, so it seemed to me, 
beyond the mind of man to grasp, riveted indissolubly together 
and running about distractedly, hke blind horses, on a path 
whose direction is hidden from them 

Here, too, in the Ghetto a room, the door of which 
nobody could find, a ghostly presence dwelling therein, that 
from time to time would walk through the streets, spreading 
terror and fear in the minds of men! 

Brteslander was sull hacking away at his puppethead, vou 
could hear the scraping ot his knife upon the wood 

The sound of it somehow distressed me, and | looked up to 
see rf it would not soon be finished 

The head, turning about as it did in the sculptor’s hand, 
looked alive It seemed to be pecring into all the corners ot 
the room At last its eves rested upon me It appeared pleased 
to have found me at last 

And l, in my turn, was unable to turn my eyes away 
Stonily I stared at that little wooden tace 

The carver’s knife seemed to hesitate a little, then suddenly 
made a strong, decided cut, informing the wooden head, all at 
once, with terrifying personality | recognised the yellow coun 
renance of the stranger who had brought me the book 

There my powers of discernment ended It had lasted only 
one moment, but I could feel my heart cease to beat, and then 
bound forward agonisingly 

The face, none the less, remained in my mind Just as it had 
done betore 

It was | myself land none other and I lay there on 
Brieslander’s lap, gaping 

My eyes were wandering round the room, and strange 
fingers laid their touch upon my head 

All of a sudden I was aware of Zwakh’s face distorted with 
excitement. I could hear his voice ‘God! It’s the Golem" 

A short struggle had ensued, while they had tried to wrest 
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Brieslander’s work from his hand. But he had defended him- 
self, and crying, with a laugh ‘Don’t fuss yourselves, I’ve 
made a mess of this job,’ had opened the window and flung 
the head into the street below 


‘Wake up, T could hear Josua Prokop saying to me ‘You’ve 
been so fast asleep you couldn't feel how weve been shaking 
you We've finished the punch, and you’ve missed all the fun.’ 

Then the sharp pain of what I had just been hearing surged 
over me once more, and ] wanted to shriek aloud how it was 
not a dream what I had told them of the book dbbur that I 
would take ıt out of its box and show tt to them 

But I could neither utter these thoughts nor combat the 
general spirit of leave taking that had now seized my guests 

7wakh torcetully put my cloak round my shoulders while 
he cried 

‘Come along with us now to Lorsitschek’s, Master Pernath 
ICH cheer you up! 


Death of a Professor 


By MICHAEL HERVEY 


If The Golem could have been the inspiration for the monster 
in Mary Shelley's novel, then it 1s also possible that an actual 
scientific experimenter who was working m England im the 
early years of the nineteenth century and created life from 
inanimate objects, may have been the model for Frankenstein 
himself The man’s name was Andreu Crosse and be lwed in 
a remote Somerset manston, Fyne Court, which, because of 
the great flashes of lightning and tremendous explosions which 
were forecer emimating from the building earned him the 
reputation ın local gossip of being in league with the Devil 

Some even nicknamed him ‘The Wizard of the Quantocks’ 

Crosse was, though — like Frankenstein) a much misunder 

stood man, and found it difficult to get people to gwe a fair 
hearing to his beliefs about the boundless potential of electric 

ty However, at one of his lectures im London, on December 
28, 1814, among his audience were Percy ind Mary Shelley - 
a fact Mary recorded in ber Diary Crosse spoke with passion 
about his experiments and there 1s no doubt that the Shelleys, 
with their own interest in the subject, were impressed by him 

Crosse’s subsequent career also curiously paralleled that of his 
fictional counterpart - for m 1836 while working m his 
laboratory, he actually created u batch of extraordinary crea- 
tures in his apparatus which be named Acari Crossi These 
hairy, eight legged monstrosities emerged before his eyes from 
some crystals he had been treating with electrical currents 

The news of this unparalleled event was greeted with a 
mixture of horror and disbelief - the scientific world declaring 
that the creation of life in this manner was impossible, while 
the more superstitious members of the public believed Crosse 
had now added witchcraft to his crimes The man himself 
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made no clams for what he had done — merely stated the 
facts ın a scientific paper and left ıt at that. Thereafter he 
retreated into the fastness of his mansion and was little beard 
of again. As the months turned into years, stories of the Acan 
Crossi faded into legend, and today hts story is scarcely 
known Yet for me the conviction persists that Andrew Crosse 
played a larger role in the creation of Frankenstein than he 
has ever been gwen credit for * 

Che facts about thts experimenter have, however, been the 
inspiration for two novels, Sixty Years Hence by Captain C.F 
Henningsen (1847) in which the artificial organisms, the Acari, 
are used as a threat to the world’s supply of food, and The 
Thunder and Lightning Man by Colin C ooper (1968) a thinly 
disguised fictional biography There have been a few short 
stories, too, including The Flectric Vampire by FH Power 
u hich appeared in [he London Magazine of October toro 
and Death of a Protessor by Michael Hervey, published in 
1946 which appears hereunder Hervey (1920- ) who was 
trained as a commenaal artist, gave up his comfortable exist- 
ence to go globe trotting, returning to England just as the 
Second World War u as breaking out It proved an unnerving 
return, for be and his companion were arrested as spies as 
soon as thar ship docked in London Having satisfied the 
authorities he was not involved in espionage, Hervey went to 
uork in publishing and, appropriately, served as an editorial 
assistant in the Secret Publi ations Division for two years He 
was later the Observer drama criti before concentrating his 
energies us an extremely prolific and versatile author He bas 
a talent for stories of mystery and horror, and for a time his 
books carrie l the sub heading ‘If You're Nervy Don’t Read 
Hervey? In this story, Hervey utilises the facts of Andreu 
Crosse’s legend in u tale that adds yet another dimension to 
the Frankenstein legend 


* Those readers interested in learning more about this theory as well as 
the facts of this extraordinary man’s life, are refereed to my book, Ihe 
Man Who Was Frankenstein (1979) 
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I have in front of me a photograph of what looks like a 
bundle of clothes lying on the floor, and a rather massive 
diarv The bundle ıs all that ıs left of a certain Professor 
Stacey. It seems that he believed that it was possible to create 
life out of inorganic matter at least that 1s what his diary 
would have us believe Whether tt is possible I am not in a 
position to judge I am just a plain, common or garden 
CID man, and my knowledge of biology 15 extremely lim 
ited, but this much I can tell you there are some things we 
are not intended to know, and the secret of hte 1s one of 
them, as the professor’s diary will prove But first let me tell 
you how I came to lay mv hands on this extremely amazing 
record 

On June gth at 350 pm we received a call from the 
professor's housekeeper saying that she feared that he had 
met with an accident of some sort The protessor, it secms, 
had locked himself in his Jaboritory the previous day ind had 
not emerged from his room or given anv sign of hfe since, in 
spite of her repcated knocking at the door I was det uled to 
investigate the matter 

The professor's door was barred all mght, so were all the 
windows, trom the inside The glass was of the opaque kind 
making it impossible for me to look into the room I forced 
an entry, as the saying goes, in the end, ind found what was 
left of the professor lying on the floor in front of a bench 
piled high with all sorts of saienufte apparatus I say ‘whit 
was left of him’ because he resembled nothing human in so 
tar that he was just a shapele.s mass of tlesh and skin | bere 
wasn’t a bone of any sort left in bts body! 

There wasn’t a sign of a struggle of any sort, or a single 
mark on his ‘body’ for that matter, to indicate how he had 
met his end The autopsy did httle to clear up matters either 
There wasn’t a trace of poison in any of his organs To sav 
that we were puzzled is to put tt mildly An inquest of a sort 
was held and a verdict of ‘Death by Misadventure’ recorded | 
was far from satisfied, as was the rest of the department, and 
it was for that reason that I applied for permission to go 
through the professor’s effects And that 1s how I came to fay 
my hands on this diary I haven’t turned it over to the chief 
yet I doubt if I ever shall, somehow It would be better tor 
everyone 1f I burned the cursed thing. Someone might take it 
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into their heads to publish its terrifying contents and then ... 
well, read on and judge for yourself. 

The first and only entry ıs on page three, headed April 4th, 
and reads as follows: - ‘My experiments are bearing fruit. It 
would appear that there is no dividing line between “dead” 
and “hving matter” at all. My work with viruses leads me to 
beheve thar life as we know it does not come into existence 
suddenly, but ts inherent in all matter There 1s just a “pre- 
hfe” stage relating to all inorganic matter which under certain 
favourable conditions gives way to life Auto-genesis can no 
longer be denied Anyone who has studied the tobacco mosaic 
virus must eventually arrive at this conclusion, the virus in 
question being obtainable in crystalline form, and as such tt ts 
“dead” matter, but once the crystals are dissolved life becomes 
apparent 

‘Many of mv brother scicnusts have, of course, expert 
mented along auto-genesis lines, but they have all failed 
miserably in their quest All of them, thar ts, except a certain 
Andrew Crosse, a scientific: ‘amateur who made quite a 
nime for himself a lte over a hundred years ago, and 
whose work has since ban ignored for some unknown 
reason [came across his “Memorials” quite by accident ind 
was truly astonished at the progress he had made in this 
direction Here was a man who had actually created hving 
learus an potsonous solutions fatal to all amimal life (more 
by accident than by design it must be said), but instead ot 
honouring him and making it possible for him to carry on 
with his remarkable work, the world condemned him, with 
the result that his labours were nullited nd wasted, so 
much so that neither myselt or any of my colleagues had 
even heard of his efforts 

‘It seems thar he was engaged on experiments relating to 
the tormation of suhcrous crystals in a mixture of hydrochloric 
acid and a soluaion of silicate of potash m which a pece of 
porous stone was immersed He eventually struck upon the 
idea of sending an electet current through the mixture. It was 
then chat the acan, or living mites, first made their appearance. 
‘On the fourteenth day from the commencement of this experi- 
ment, he writes, ‘I observed through a lens some whitish 
excrescences or mpples, projecting from the middle of the 
stone. On the eighteenth day these projections enlarged, and 
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struck out seven or eight filaments, each of them longer than 
the hemisphere on which they grew. 

‘On the twenty-sixth day these projections assumed the 
form of a perfect msect, standing erect on a few bristles which 
formed its tail Till this period I had no idea that these objects 
were other than an inciprent mineral formation On the 
twenty-eighth day these tiny creatures moved their legs! | 
must say that I was not a little astonished After a few days 
they detached themselves from the stone, and moved about at 
pleasure 

‘In the course of a few wecks about 1 hundred of them 
made their appearance on the stone I caretully examined 
them under a microscope, and observed that the smaller acan 
appeared to have only six legs the larger ones eight Phese 
insects are Obviously of che acarus genus, bur there appears to 
be a difterence of opinion as to whether they ue a known 
species, some assert they ire not 

‘T hive never ventured an opimon on the cause of thar 
birth, and tor a very good reason I was unable to form 
one [he simplest solution of the problem which occurred to 
me was that they irose from ov1 deposited by insects floating 
in the atmosphere and hatched by electrice ation Sall I could 
not imagine that an ovum could shoot out filaments, or that 
these hlaments could become bristles and morcover | could 
not detect on the closest examination the remams of a shell! 

‘LT next imagined, as others have donc, that they might 
onginate from the water, and consequently made a close 
exanunation of numbers of vessels filled with the same fluid, 
in none of these could I perceive a trace of an msect, nor 
could I see any in any other part ot the room ’ 

‘Crosse went a step further with his cxpermments. discarding 
the stone he actually succeeded in creating the mites in poson- 
ous solutions consisting of concentrated copper sulphate, and 
anc sulphate, the customary prolonged electrical current 
having been pissed through the mixture Some of them actu 
ally crauled up the electrified wire and escaped from the 
vessel! 

“Tt, however” he goes on to say, “any of them were 
afterwards thrown into the fluid in which it was produced it 
immediately drowned f have never before heard of acari 
having been produced under a fluid, or of then ova throwing 
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out filaments; nor have I ever observed any ova previous to or 
during electrization!” 

‘Not satished with that, Crosse went on to produce acari in 
an air-tight glass retort, the silicate solution being put in 
while bot. Lhe battery was then connected to the retort with 
the result that an electric action immediately commenced, 
oxygen and hydrogen gases were liberated, the volumes of 
atmospheric air were soon expelled Every care had been 
taken to avoid atmospheric contact and admittance of extrane 
ous matter, the retort itself having been previously washed in 
alcohol This apparatus was placed in a dark cellar 

“I discovered no sign of incipient anmmal formation until 
on the hundred and forneth day, when I plainly distingurshed 
one acarus actively crawling about u thin the airtight retort 

“I found that | had made a gieat mistake in this expert 
ment, and I believe it was in consequence of this error that I 
not only lost sight of the single insect, but never saw any 
others in the apparatus I had omitted to insert within the 
retort a vesting place for these acari (they always die if thev 
tall back into the solution from which they have emerged) It 
Is strange that in a solugen emunently caustie and under an 
tmosphere of oxihydiogen gas, one single acarus should have 
actually made its appearance ” 

‘Crosse was not alone in these expersments A Mr Weeks, 
ot Sandwich, it appears, mide several attempts along the lines 
laid down by Crosse, and also succeeded m creating innumer- 
able acari, having first taken the precaution of baking all his 
Apparatus in an oven, and only using distilled water in his 
caperiments On top of which he super heated his silicate 
solution, utilizing manufactured oxygen, thus making trebly 
sure that no animal life of any sort was present at the outset 
of the experiment, at the conclusion of which he was able to 
bring an interesting pomt to light By vuving the carbon 
content of his solution he was able to decrease or increase the 
number of insects produced in this fashion 

‘Both Weeks and Crosse were much vilified as a result of 
these findings, being labelled as blasphemers and “revilers of 
our holy religion.” So much so, in fact, that they were 
eventually compelled to call a halt in their experiments, but 
not before Faraday himselt had delivered a paper on the 
subject to the Royal Institution, which, while agreeing with 


618 THE FRANKENSTEIN OMNIBUS 


their findings, categorically denied the possibility of any form 
of auto-genesis. Like many of his contemporaries, he put the 
insects down to some sort of mechanical growth that imitated 
the properties associated with living matter There are many 
growths of this nature, it so happens, some of which imitate 
living bodies to a remarkable degree, as in the case of the 
“Osmostic growths” recently produced by that eminent biolo 
gist Dr Leduc, but that does not alter the fact that at ts 
possible to create life from inorganic matter I now have 
irrefutable proof to that effect 

‘I have not only produced myriads of acari, but have 
actually made them grow and multply I have speeded up 
Crosse’s process to such an extent that I can produce as many 
acan as I wish at will Ihe difficulty was, of course, how to 
feed the mites, for like all living things they require nourish 
ment Crosse never discovered what to feed them on, with the 
result that they all died Not so mine It took me some time to 
find out what they liked I must have experimented with at 
least a hundred different kinds of food before discovering the 
peculiar fact that they thrived on calcuem only! They were in 
fact, to coin a phrase, cakium mad, the mere presence of 
bone in any shape or form makes them act like wild beasts of 
the jungle I have seen them tear each other to pieces in their 
eagerness to get at the stuff 

‘Theirs ıs a dangerous appetite I have just had the fact 
brought home to me in no uncertain fashion They must 
have escaped the other night and roamed about the labora 
tory in search of food They found Mrs Lever’s httle Persian 
kitten All they lett was the flesh and skin They must have 
entered through the mouth and devoured the skeleton, includ 
ing the skull It was a revolting shocking sight I man 
aged to lure them back into their container with 1 large 
bone It was a strange sight seeing them trail after the bone 
like a column of huge ants one which I shall nor torget 
in a hurry I must make sure thar they do not get out 
again, especially as I am becoming prone to fainting fits of 
jate ’ 

The diary, if one could call it such, ended there. The rest of 
the volume was made up with various formulas and figures 
relating to the experiments It’s perfectly plain what happened 

The hornble part of ıt being that those hellish little 


Death of a Professor 619 


monsters are roaming about somewhere ... maybe multiplying 
_ . Who’s going to be next? I keep asking myself . Who's 
going to be next... ? 


Frankenstein — Unlimited 


By H.A. HIGHSTONE 


Whether | I A Hoffman’s story The Sindman had any 
influence on the creation of Frankenstein, the German author s 
landmark tale about the making of a mechantcal female has 
mits turn been influcntial on a whole school of fiction about 
automatons Tuo which spring immediately to mind because 
they are so regularly anthologtsed are Moxon’s Master (£893) 
the tale of a mechanical chess player which becomes ton 
smart for tts oun good, unitten by the Amertain humorist 
Ambrose Bierce, and The Danang Partner (1995) about a 
mechanical man u ho literally sweeps a voung girl off her fect 
Ihis story was also the work of a humorist, the British 
novelist Jerome k Jerome, famous for his comic travelogue 
Three Min in a Boat 

Che rapid detelopment of robots in the tu entuth century 
made them one of the staple themes of Science Fiction during 
the luenties and Thirties And just as the earlier automatoms 
had become the butt of the humorists, so the naw generation 
of satirical u riters turned their attention to robots Frankin 
stem ~ Unlimited is, in fact, one of the earliest such treatments 
of the robot theme carried to its logual conclusion Lhe ston 
first appeared in Astounding Science Fiction i 1935, and was 
described as ‘Mr Highstone s reaction to the plethora of robot 
and machine age stones’ H A Highstone (1rgot—1986) was a 
curious mixture for an author best known for his contribu 
trons on farming - in particular brs best seller, Practical Farm 
ing tor Beginners (1934) he also wrote Science Fiction and 
contributed a small Lut influential group of stories to maga 
zines such as Astounding and Other Worlds Frankenstem - 
Unlimited may well be the best of Highstone’s excursions into 
fantasy and | am pleased to be reprinting ut im these pages. 
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From earliest recollection, the little boy, Chuth, had been 
aware that beyond the eastern horizon there lurked something 
menacing and dreadful. One of his first memories was of a 
night when the wind had been ın the right quarter, and the 
sound of the menace had drifted across the mountains of the 
vague figures of the tribesmen outside the caves in the star- 
light, peeting eastward with an apprehension so keen that 
even babies had sensed it and begun squalling 

Ghuth had added his wail to theirs, for all of his five years 

‘Hush? his mother had commanded in fierce anxiety ‘Hush 
up, or the Brain will hear you" He had ceased his cries then, 
to stare with the rest in dumb terror at the flickering glow 
bevond the eastern peaks, to listen with quaking limbs to the 
vague thundering which drifted down the wind 

‘The Great Brain” his elders had whispered, their voices 
low m awe 

At first, Chuth had accepted the explanation without 
wonder The Great Brain existed, it was over there beyond 
the mountains, 1t wa» something big and dreadful [hat was 
suthacar know ledge 

Only when he grew older did he begin to speculate about 
the Brain Was it, he wondered, like a bear a very large beat 

or a tree, or a rivet ? 

‘Grampaw’ could explun u to him, he knew Grampaw 
knew everything, because he was the oldest man in the tribe, 
and also because he had an ineshausttble tund of the most 
amazing and incomprehensible stories imaginable Grampaw 
knew, but he was an uncertain factor He was nearly always 
hungry, m common with the rest of the tribe, and it was only 
when he was not hungry, or not busy looking tor something 
to eat, or not sleeping in the sun that he was nor very short- 
tempered and incommunicative, especially is far as small boys 
were concerned Those times were infrequent 

Chuth was past eight years old when he at length found 
both courage and opportunity to ask Giampaw about the 
Bram There had been 1 great slaughter of wild goats, and 
the old man, like the rest, had eaten and slept and awakened 
to eat and sleep again unul neither consider ition interested 
him 

Chuth broached the question with all the subtlety his eight 
years Commanded, because he had entertained some fear that 
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even speaking the name of the Great Brain aloud might be 
dangcrous 

Grampaw merely cocked a quizzical eye at the boy and 
rumbled at length in his throat, meanwhile scratching himself 
vigorously, Chuth knew the signs, and his heart began to beat 
very rapidly with excitement Grampaw was feeling good, he 
had only to wait, and Grampaw would tell him 

‘Well, said Grampaw, atter he had rumbled in his throat a 
great many times, ‘it’s a machine, that’s what it 1s, a whoppin’ 
big machine Never mind asking me what a machine ts, it’s 
just a contraption that makes things 

‘Machines, continued the old man, ‘were discovered ‘way 
back - 2000 or 1900, or thereabouts, according to the books | 
read. Betore that, when folks wanted to make something, like 
a bow and arter, for instance, they’d just make it 

‘Machines, though — that was difterent A man would stick 
a chunk of wood in a machine, there’d be a busi and a 
grindin’ and ker plop, out would come a bow at the other end, 
all finished Folks turned out scads and scads of stutt 
more’n they could ever use You'd ^i thought that would 
have satished them, now, wouldnt you? But it didn’t Some 
smart-Aleck come along and he says, says he, “Let's make 1 
machine to stick that there block of wood in the bow ’ arrer 
machine Let's make another machine to take out the bow 
and cart it away It'll cut down the cost,” says he 

‘Well, once folks got the idear into their heads, they run her 
clear into the ground “Nobody won't have to work now,” 
they says to themselves, and off they went, a-whoopin’, build 
ing robots, as they called "em, to tun all the machines for em 
Mind now, he interjected, ‘this here’s just hke 1 read about it 
in the books when they was still books to read 

‘They built robots for everything Folks didn’t do hardly 
a tap of work except findin’ new ways to save labour, 
machmes that fed folks to save ’em the trouble of usin’ 
their knives, machines that drove the machines that took 
‘em out ridin’, machines that remembered things for ‘em, 


machines that build houses . What's a house?’ Well, it’s 
like a cave, only better’ The celd man’s eyes dimmed in 
restrospecuon 


‘Law, law!’ he murnured musingly. ‘Radios and airplanes 
- automobiles and movies! Plenty of grub! Beefsteak and pie 
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and seegars every night?” He licked his sun-blistered lips. 
‘None of this dummed goat meat and wild carrots” 

‘But tell me about the Great Brain, Grampaw,” interrupted 
chuth plaintively. “Tell me about it’ 

‘I’m a-comin’ to it,’ replied the old man, a unge of asperity 
in hrs voice ‘Gimme time! Well, this robot idear was like a 
lot of other idears at had a catch in it Folks began to 
wonder if they’d saved so much labour after all, seemed as 
though thev was losin’ as much as they was savin’, what with 
the ume they had to spend just keeping all those tarnation 
machines fixed up and repaired They began to ask themselves. 
“What's the use of having all these here labour-savin’ devices, 
when we got to be up half the night nnkering with em?” 

‘But pretty soon, up popped another smarr Aleck, and he 
says, says he, “Whither are we driftin’’ Ihe machines are 
gettin us down,” he says “Lers build some machines which 
will fix all these here machines for us!" 

‘Then st was tallyho and alley oop and off went the whole 
pis of mankind, buldi machines that would fix all the 
robots and the other machines when thev busted down While 
chev was atat- just so's they wouldi’t get in foo deep they 
built the fixing machines so's they could fix themselves when 
they busted down You sec, that saved em trom building still 
more machines to fix the machines that was gomg to fix the 
machines that was — Well, they wouldn't `i been an end to it, 
otherwise 

‘Thev had to do something before they wenr clean out of 
ther heads,” he continued ‘There’d been some complaints 
before about there bem so tarnation many machines under- 
foot, but that wasn’t a circumstame to what it come to be 
after they'd finished the fixing machines Folks couldn’t stir 
abour for machines 

‘They'd be hddling around with the radio, for instance, and 
then, all of a sudden, the mouse catching machine down in 
the basement would smell a mouse Up wd come, a-rarm’ and 
a-clatteri’, Knockin folks flat on the floor, tor all zt cared. 

‘Then, for example, say at run into the wall and busted 
some of its runards, right away here’d come a hung machine 
poking its nose in the door. Maybe folks would be havin’ a 
game of bridge or something right there in the same room, 
but that wouldn't bother the fixing machine. [td have bolts 
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and gears all over the room before you could say “cat,” and 
hammer and pound and file away regardless, until it had that 
there mouse-catching machine working again 

‘Then, too, they was so dummed many machines cavortin’ 
and whizzin’ around tn the streets and through the air that 
they was forever colliding with one another A man’s life 
wasn’t safe Hered come a machine goin’ up to Canada, 
maybe, to bring back pine needles for a Ladies Aid pageant, 
and right over St Louis or something, it'd get in the way of 
another machine runnin’ an errand Bein’ machines, of course, 
they didn’t have any sense, they just took the shortest path no 
matter what happened 

‘You'd be sitting in your house, all calm and peaceful, 
when down would come this mess of old iron through the 
roof and raise Ned with everything 

‘Then, here’d come a fixing machine a bustlin’ up, and hke 
as not, two or three of ’em, all full of authority and all of ’em 
with different idears “Scrap iron” one of ’em would say, 
looking over all the junk which hid just dropped on you 
head 

“I dunno,” another one would say ‘This here green one 
with the Nevada licence plate looks like she could be fixed ” 

‘One word’d lead to another, and itd cnd up with the 
fixing machines squabbling and noung right there m your 
living room Before they’d donc, most likely, they’d wrecked 
themselves and your house, to say nothing of your peut of 
mind 

‘Folks got frantu with machines Some of ‘em even begin 
to agitate busting up all the machinery and startin in working 
tor a livin’ again * Down with the michines!” they says 

‘Others among em riz up, however, and says there was no 
use in bein’ old fogies about the situation “Co ordination,’ 
they says “Co ordination 15 all we need to avert this herc 
crisis, Onward and upward, men" they says So they got 
together and they figgered and figgered and finally they 
figgured out the Great Brain Anyway, that’s how the books 
had it 

‘The hrst thing they done to tring order out of this here 
chaos they'd found themselves in was to take and lump all 
their factories in one place — right over there on t’other side of 
them mountains to the east The Central, they called it 
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‘At the same time, of course, they called in all the fixing 
machines and lumped them at the Central, too, where there 
was the most need for ’em Household machines that busted 
down, such as mouse-catching machines, eating machines and 
the like was just picked up by the delivering machines and 
brought into the Central for 1epairs. Then they laid down 
rules for the delivering machines, made ’em come into the 
Central for everything, no matter what it was, instead of 
whizzin’ around haphazard, hke they'd been doing. In no ume 
at all, hardly, they had things runnin’ smooth as silk ` 

‘But I want to know about the Great Brain, Grampaw,’ 
interrupted Chuth ‘Where was it?’ 

‘The Great Brain was sort of an accident,’ replied the old 
man ‘Remember now, all them tactories they’d lumped up at 
the Central was run by robots, men didn’t hive nothin’ to do 
with them nohow When they lumped up the factories, of 
course, they lumped up all the robots m one place for conven- 
ince, and when thev got through, blessed it they didn’t come 
ro find out the dratted thing could think, just like thes could 

‘So they up and called it the Great Brain Sounds funny, of 
course to talk about a dummced machine bein’ able to think, 
but when you set down ind hgga out what that there 
conglomeration of robots had to do, a body can see that itd 
hate to be able to reason somehow 

‘Lor instance, we'd give it an order for some houses Right 
away it'd send out some logging machines ind when thes 
come back with i passel of logs. itd run “em through the 
sawmill part of the Central, cut ’em up into pieces all ready 
for naih, crate ‘em up, send “em out on 2 delivering machine 
and then hust over some building machines to put the 
houses together It didn’t matter what it was canned toma- 
toes, flyin’ machines, pickled pigs’ feet or the daily paper, that 
there Great Brain took care of everything 

“Utopii at last says everybody to themselves, and they 
all just set back and didn’t do a blessed thing caceptin’ to give 
the Brain orders A few dozen of us tellers at the Central — 
technicians, we was called - was the only ones on earth who 
did a tap, and about all we did was to try to act as though we 
knew what it was all about, which we didn’t, nohow. 

‘You see, when I come into the picture, that there Brain had 
been doin’ all the thinking that was needed for about two 
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hundred years, and folks had sort of gotten out of the habit of 
doin’ any calculating on their own hook It wasn’t fashionable 
to think, anybody who did was looked on with suspicion. 

‘Us technicians just fed the orders into the Brain as they 
came in, and sort of jogged tt a little when ıt happened to 
make mistakes. Not too much, though, because that Brain 
had a mind of its own, even ıt ıt was just a dummed machine 
It'd stand for just so much complaining and then it’d start to 
clank and carry on fit to kill 

‘What if I did forget about that there order for flyin’ 
machines?’ it'd yell, madder’n a wet hen Of course, it 
didn’t exactly yell, hke you or me The way we talked to it 
was a mite complicated, but we could talk to it and it could 
answer back “Look at all the extry work Pm doing!” ıt 
would rave ‘Gettin’ in the wheat crop, tryin’ to catch up on 
the steel production and workin’ on the new encyclopaedia! 
They’s a limit to what I can do!’ it’d holler Then we'd have 
to bustle around, a calmin’ it down and pattin’ it on the 
back, so to speak, because we was always a speck fearful 
about what would happen if that there Brain ever got too 
mad ’ 

‘But how come you don’t work there any more?’ asked 
Chuth ‘What happened >” 

‘?’'m-a comin’ to that,’ the old man rephed ‘Just hold your 
hosses I told you the Brain had a mind of its own, didn’t I? 
Well, ıt began to get spells of makin’ mistakes, one right after 
the other and then talkin’ back, tmpudent, when we sort of 
jogged it We didn’t realize it at the time, but it'd begun to get 
idears, that’s what it'd done 

‘“QOh,” says the chief engineer at first, “it’s yest havin’ a 
little absent minded spell Let t be, and it'll get over ic” That 
was when it printed all the newspapers upside down and 
backward for three blessed days a runnin’ But it wasn’t no 
absent-mindedness, ıt was just plump deviltry that was ailin’ 
that there Brun Fven the chief finally had to admit it was 
time to take firm steps, no matter how mad it got 

‘That was when it began tinkerin’ with the radio pro 
gramme Folks depended a lot on the radio, on account of 
havin’ such a hard job killing time, what with there bein’ no 
work to do nohow, tt was just too much when the Brain 
began mixin’ in advertisements. Advertisements! We had to 
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look ın the history books to find out just what they was, they 
hadn’t been used for that long. 

‘A programme would start off, same as it had always done, 
but in about half a minute the musi would fade out and a 
voice would butt in, all strained and excited, as though it'd 
just found out that there was a Santy Claus, sure enough 
“Smart men and women will instantly recognize these here 
amazin’ values!’ ıt would yap “Dollar down, balance in easy 
monthly budgets brings you this unparalleled clothin’ value! 
Shoes, shirt, hat, tie, socks all to match! Don’t delay, take 
advantage of this outstandin’ offer ummejutly "”’ 

‘Inside of five minutes, us poor technicians at the Central 
would be snowed under with questions ind complaints Some 
folks would want to know what a dollar was, and others, 
thinkin’ it was a puzzle, would send in answers [hen there’d 
be some who'd take it personal and think it was some sort of 
an insult armed at’em It was time to take steps 

‘Well, for once, the Brain didn’t get impudent Instead, ıt 
got technical, explainin’ how the machines in the Central was 
beginnin’ to break down taster’n it could fy em “All the 
movin’ parts 1s beginnin’ to crystallize und bust somethin’ 
terrible,” at says “That's why they’s so many mistakes bein’ 
made ” 

“Well,” says the chief, swillowin’ the story whole, we 
got to do somethuy’ about that You got anv suggestions?” he 
asks, sort of helpless 

The only thing [see to do,” says the Bi un, “is to go on a 
twenty hour day, ‘stead of goin’ lickety splir without no stops 
at all exceptuin’ tor breakdowns Tharll stop all these here 
mistakes ” 

‘The chrt, he hemmed ind hawed for ì httle while. and 
finally he says he gucssed that'd be the best thing to do, in 
spite of all my warnings I'd suspicioned there was some 
deviltry afoot mght way and [ says to him, savs L “Idle 
hands is the devil’s workshop,” [says “Mark my words, give 
that there Brain an inch and she'll take an ell” But I might 
just as well `a saved my breath 

‘The mistakes all stopped for a httle while, of course. but 
the Brain wasn’t pullin’ no wool over my eves “How do we 
know what it’s a-doing while it’s idling around?’ E says 
“Reading books, most likely, and getun’ more ideas.” 
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‘And that’s just about what it bad been doin’, ıt wasn’t 
long before here ıt was, a-tinkering with the radio programmes 
again. 

‘“For the ensuin’ hours,” the radio would announce, “we 
will have a programme of popular must ” But they wouldn’t 
be hardly any popular musi at all Most of the time dus 
vore would be buttur in, all oily and confidential, sayin’ as 
how this was National Horse radish Week, or something 
People should eat more horse-radish, it would say, people 
should go to their grocers right away and order a couple of 
cases 

‘“Send in sixteen horse radish labels,” ıt would yap, “or 
reasonably accurate facsimiles thereof, with a letter of not 
more'n fifty words, tellin? why folks should eat more horse- 
radish Anybody can win in this here faseinatin’ ind easy 
contest!” 

“I warned you thev was deviltry a brewing,’ I says to the 
chief, and he had to allow that maybe I bud been right, after 
all 

‘The Brain flew right off the handle when he jumped on it 
“I gotta have Sundays off,” it savs “I never realized how 
ured I was until I come to set down No wonder 1 mike 
mistakes ” 

“Tired!” says the chief “Why, dang it, you're just a 
dummed machine You're just a mess of metal and glass and 
chemicals Don’t talk nonsense”? 

‘**Nonsense, 19 it?” yells the Brain “I been a workin’ for 
two hundred and eighteen years without a kct up workin’ 
my fingers to the bone for a bunch of parasites that never 
does a tap nohow I got some demands hert, and until they re 
met, | won’t turn a wheel ” 

“Oho” says the chief “You won’t, won't you?” 

‘“No,” says the Brain “And what are you 1 going to do 
about it?” 

‘Well sir, that brought us all up in a heap, because they 
wasn’t anything we could do about it What was there to do? 

‘However, the chief says be knew how to handle the situ 
ation “Diplomacy,” he says “Diplomacy ts the way to mect 
this here crisis A little sott soap will do the trick ” And he 
started ladling it out. 

‘Humanity’ he says “Humanity had reposed a sacred 
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trust in the Brain and we was all travelin’ together towards 
bigger and better goals. Even the hewers of wood and the 
drawers of water,” he says, meanin’ the Brain of course, 
“shared equally in each new triumph.” 

‘He went on hke this for the best part of an hour, and when 
he got through he hadn’t said a dummed thing, but just the 
same, a-listentn’ to him, you’d ‘a’ swore he meant every word 
of it 

‘fhe Brain didn’t have anything to say for quite a while 
atter he'd finished, although we could hear it sort of clicking 
ind boiling awav to itself outside the contiol room, as though 
it was mulling the thing over 

‘You'll get yout answer in a second,” it says, when the 
chiet began making noises like he was impatient 

‘Well, it'd hardly spoke the words when there was a knock 
on the door and in come one of the delivering machines with 
ı package The package was addressed to the chiet enginecr 

‘“Open her up,” says the Brain So he opened it, and what 
do you suppose was inside ? “Number Three Grade Baloney,”” 
says the chief, readin’ the label “Substandard, but not illegal 
Contains benzoate ot soda ” 

‘Then the Brain butred in * Arnfictally coloured and ta- 
vourcd.” at snarls “Reclarmed meat scrap idded, but it's a 
dratred sight better than thart stutt vou've been handin’ out 
Shut upt” at vells, when the chief began to ger red around the 
gills and make notes 

‘“krom now on” says the Brain, “Pm goin’ on 2 torty- 
hour week bisis, double time for overtime ind a closed shop! 
Iwo wecks’ vacation with pay.” it velis “Mastmum speed 
lmit of two thousand revolutions, except in emergencies! 
Shut up! ot yells agun. when the chief tried to hoin m a 
word. “Gimme liberty or gimme death! TP been squirmin’ 
under the iron heel of the oppressor long enough t” 

t This here is mutiny says the chrt, after he'd cur off the 
telephone connection to the Brain“ Thev’s only one thing to 
do, we got to go in there and pin that there Brain’s ears back 
tor t. We got to show it a few Come on, men!” savs he 

‘Then oft he went, teann’ across lots, up ladders and down 
‘em, across bridges and through tunnels, towards the forty- 
acre lot where the Brain building was located. There wasn't 
anything for the rest of us to do, except to foller him, 
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although I warned ‘em They wouldn’t listen, though. 
“Apple-sauce' they says “They ain’t no mess of old tron 
and chemicals going to get the best of the chief!” 

‘Well, I couldn’t see how it could, either, but just the same, 
me and a few of the boys sort of hung back and let the chiet 
and the rest go on ahead In they shot, and then, in maybe a 
minute, there began the awfullest rampagin’ and rarm’ around 
ever heard 

‘If it'd been the old Harry himself in there, a-fightun’ with 
Gabriel and all the angels, he couldn’t ’a° made halt the 
commotion that there Brain made Itd been sizzhn’ and 
clankin’ and whirrin’ pretty loud to begin with, on account of 
bern’ so mad, but that wasn’t a circumstance to what happened 
after the chief got mside 

‘What with the steam that come a roari out and the 
clankin’ and clackin’ of the forty cleven milion gears it was 
made out of, and the whizzin’ of the dynamos and generators, 
it made a man swear it must be the end of the world Bluc 
sparks was aflyin’ around the top of it ke Lightnin’ ind every 
once in a while there d be a flash and an eaplosion inside 
that'd shake the whole thing fit to knock it down and bust 
your car drums into the barg un 

‘Ie couldn’t go on forever, of course, ind bv and by the 
rampagin’ died down We knew then that somebody had been 
counted out, but whether it was the chuet or the Brain was 
sull so much guesswork, of course Evervthing got so quit 
ifter a while that we began to wonder 1f maybe it wasn’t both 
of “em, so we went up. cautious, to one of the doors, and 
peeked in 

‘There was so much smoke and steam circulann’ around 
we couldn’t sce 1 thing, except some of the chemical vats and 
there wasn’t hardly a sound, uther, except a sort of low 
bubblin’ and frothin’, with some generators runnin’ some 
where at half spced 

*“The whole business is done for,” says L, but just then we 
heard the chief's voice, way up overhead somewhere 

‘“You got enough?” he was sayin’ as though he was 
grittin’ his teeth 

‘“Nutf'™ we heard the Br un say, kind of feeble and hoarse 
as though it was pantin’ for breath, although of course, tt 
didn’t have no breath to pant with. For a minute, I could 
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hardly believe the chief had gone and made good on his brag. 
That there Brain was spread out over a forty-acre lot, like I 
said, and it was four stories high to boot. Just the same, he’d 
gone ın there and rassled ıt down on to its back and got both 
shoulders on the mat, so to speak, and madc it holler “Nuff!” 

‘You'd ‘a thought, of course, that after all the old Ned that 
had been goin’ on inside, that the chiet would have been a 
wreck, but they was hardly a hair out of place when he finally 
come out, dustin’ off his hands as though the job was just the 
regular run of the mill. 

“Oh,” he says, very casual, when we asked him how he'd 
done it, “it was all very simple F just ued down all the 
regulators - them was the things which kept the electric 
power from gettin’ too high or too low and whooped the 
voltage up about a hundred per cent Forty hour weck, sat?” 
he says, glarin’ up and down at the Brain building 

‘Well, sir, for a minute, L actually felt sorry tor that poni 
old Brain, flat on its back and its tongue a hangin’ out, so to 
speak, after the awful larrupmy the chief had give it Onc 
minute it was a-settuv there, all cocky and full of demands. 
and the neat it was just a wreck, smoke and steam was oozin’ 
out of it and the gears clatterim® around kind of feeble and 
dizzy as though it was tryin’ to figger out just whit had 
happencd You see, doublin’ up on the voltige was just about 
the same as doublin’ up a man’s blood pressure or his temper i 
ture, or something That Brain was wecks just getun’ uselt 
repaired and teplacin’ all the stuft that had buen busted 

‘Just the same, though, | knew he wasn’t done with it, not 
by a long sight I warned “em “If vou amr gone and addled 
that there Brain.” I says, “and av ll be a mercy if vou aim’, 
then youll watch if, 1f vou're smart ” 

‘But, no, they'd licked that tarnation Brun once, and they'd 
lick it again, tf it Come around askin’ tor it 

“You're just an old fogy,” thev says “You're one of these 
here prophets of doom “ 

‘Right then | began to choose my exit, so to speak, because 
as L says to mvself, “That there Brain 1s smart, a heap smarter 
than we are, and it’s full of the devil Somethin’s bound to 
happen ” 

‘And it did. 


‘The chief and all the rest of us fellers was in the control 


632 THE FRANKENSTEIN OMNIBUS 


room one day when we began to hear a noise outside, sort of 
a yappin’ and yammening off at a distance Finally the chief 
says, says he, “What in tarnation ıs that dratted noise? 
Somebody look outside and see ” 

‘One of the assistants come back ın a minute, kind of pale 
around the gills 

‘“They’s something wrong over there by the Brain,” he 
says 

“What’s wrong?” says the chief 

‘“I dunno,” says the feller “Come and look ” 

‘Well, we all took a look, and what do you suppose? Lined 
up in rows outside the Brain building was scads and scads of 
machines — robot machines it'd gone and built on the sly 
Something like delivering machines, they was, only consider 
able more mean lookin’ and ornery And there was the Brain, 
a clankin’ and 1 yappin’ away, talkin’ to ‘cm, if you can 
believe it, talking to them there robots in some sort of 
language it had invented 

‘The chief, he took one look and back he dashed into the 
control room ‘“What’s the mean’ of this °” he yclled 

‘Just then, the Brain stopped its clanking and all the robor 
machines lifted up one arm, sort of at in angle and began 
grindin’ their gears until a body couldn’t think 

“What’s the meanin’ of this?” the chief yelled again, as 
soon as the racket died down, but | suspicioned the answer 
nght then 

‘Forty eleven dozen of them there robots was a comin’ tull 
tlt for the control room, and I knowed they wasn’t on any 
good-will mission I give onc leap, I did, and out I went 
through the back way. a heading for the woods As I went, | 
could hear the Brain answerin’ the chief 

‘“War’s been declared!” it says 

‘War?’ yells the chief 

“Wart” yells the Brain “The machines have gone and 
declared war on their oppressors Democracy 15 im pernil, 
insidious torces 15 underminin’ the sa¢red liberties! We're a 
going to civilize you!’ 

‘Iwas too far away by then to hear if they was any more 
said, which wasn’t likely, because I could hear the radto 
power rays of them there robots a-hissin’, and I knew just 
how the Brain was doin’ tts civilizing Hardly a handful of us 
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got out alive, and here we been, for nigh onto fifty years, just 
a bunch of dummed cave men And there it’s been, for nigh 
onto fifty years, never doing a tap of work excepting to amuse 
itselt now and then 

‘It just goes to show,’ Grampaw concluded, ‘don’t matter 
what it 1s — machines or men - give ‘em an inch and they'll 
take an ell, every time Now run over and fetch me a mite 
more of that roast goat Accordin’ to all indications, she looks 
like a hard winter, I want to get me a httle more fat on my 
bones ’ 


It 


By THEODORE STURGEON 


Although part of Marvy Shelley's krankcnstein ts related from 
the creature’s weu point, very few subsequent writers have 
attempted this daunting task because of the difficulty of 
thinking oneself into the mind of a beng that has never quite 
existed - o1 certainly not in the manner in which it nou finds 
itself The first successful attempt at this and arguably still 
the best 13 the following story by Theodore Sturgeon (1916 ), 
the fantasy novelist and film and teleron scriptu riter It 16 
a remarkable story by any standards, but all the more so 
because Sturgeon was just twenty two when he wrote it ‘ld 
certainly seen Frankenstein at the movies which must bate 
had some influence on the story,’ Sturgeon said years later, 
‘but it was also one of those rare stories that u rote ttself ` 

it was first published ın 1940 in Unknown, another of the 
legendary American pulp magazines, edited by the mnovative 
John W Campbell, who had himself ulready created a famous 
creature story, Who Goes There? (1938) which bas since 
twice been filmed as lhe Thing Campbell bought the young 
author's story with considerable enthusiasm and published tt 
in his August 1940 issue under the mtriguing subheading ‘It 
wasn't vicious, it was simply curious and very horribly 
deadly” Ihe redoubtable SF historian Sam Moskouate is also 
an admurer of the tale, writing a few years after publication, 
‘Authors have created monsters before, many whose names 
became synonyms for terror, but none of them had been 
treated urth such objectivity or presented with such mncredible 
mastery of style’ You are now invited to meet It for 
yourself 
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It walked in the woods. It was never born. It existed. Under 
the pine needles the fires burn, deep and smokeless in the 
mould. In heat and in darkness and decay there is growth. 
Phere 1s life and there 15 growth It grew, but it is life and 
there 1s growth. It grew, but it was not alive It walked 
unbreathing through the woods, and thought and saw and 
was hideous and strong, and it was not born and it did not 
hve It grew and moved about without living. 

It crawled out of the darkness ind hot damp mould into 
the cool of a morning It was huge It was lumped and crusted 
with its own hateful substances and pieces of it dropped ott 
as if went its way, dropped off and lay writhing, and stilled, 
and sank putrescent into the forest loam 

It had no mercy, no laughter, no beauty It had strength 
and great intelligence And- perhaps it could not be destroy ed 
It crawled out of its mound in the wood and lay pulsing in the 
sunlight for 1 long moment Patches of it shone wetly in the 
golden glow, parts of u were nubbled and flaked And whose 
dead bones hid given it the form of a man? 

lt serabbled painfully with its half formed hands, beating 
the ground and the bole of a tree It rolled and lifted itself up 
on its crumbling elbows, and it tore up a great handful of 
herbs and shredded them against its chest, and it paused and 
gazed at the grey green juices with intelligent calm It wavered 
to its feet, and seized a young sapling and destroyed it, folding 
the slender trunk back on itself again and again, watching 
attentively the useless, fibred splinters And it squealed, snatch- 
ing up a fear frozen field creature, crushing it slowly, Jetting 
blood and pulpy flesh and tur ooze from between its fingers, 
run down and rot on the forearms 

It began searching 


Kimbo drifted through the tall grasses hke a putt of dust, his 
bushy tail curled tightly over his back and his long jaws 
agape He ran with an easy lope, loving his freedom and the 
power of his flanks and furry shoulders His tongue lolled 
listlessly over his lips His lips were black and serrated, and 
each tiny pointed liplet swayed with his doggy gallop Kimbo 
was all dog, all healthy animal 

He leaped high over a boulder and landed with a startled 
yelp as a long-cared cony shot trom its hiding place under the 
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rock Kimbo hurried after it, grunting with each great thrust 
of his legs The rabbit bounced just ahead of him, keeping its 
distance, its ears flattened on its curving back and its little 
legs mbbling away at distance hungrily It stopped, and Kimbo 
pounced, and the rabbit shot away at a tangent and popped 
into a hollow log Kimbo yelped again and rushed snuffling at 
the log, and knowing his failure, curveted but once around 
the stump and ran on into the forest The thing that watched 
from the wood raised its crusted arms and wanted for Kimbo 

Kimbo sensed n there, standing dead sull by the path To 
him it was a bulk which smelled of carrion not fit to roll in, 
and he snuffled distastefully and ran to pass ıt 

The thing let him come abreast and dropped a heavy 
twisted fist on him Kimbo saw it coming and curled up tight 
as he ran, and the hand clipped stunningly on his rump, 
sending him rolling and yipping down the slope Kimbo 
straddled to his feet, shook his head, shook his body with 2 
deep growl, came back to the silent thing with green murder 
in his eycs He walked sutfly, straight legged, his tail as low 
as his lowered head and a ruff of tury round his neck The 
thing raised its arms again, waited 

Kimbo slowed then flipped himself through the air at the 
monster’s throat His jaws closed on it, his teeth clicked 
together through a mass of hith, and he fell choking and 
snarling at its feet The thing leaned down and struck twice 
and after the dog’s back was broken, it sat beside him and 
began to tear him apart 


‘Be back in an hour or so, said Alton Drew, picking up his 
ritte from the corner behind the wood box His brother 
laughed 

‘Old Kimbo ‘bout runs vour life, Alton,” he said 

‘Ah I know the ol’ devil,’ said Alton ‘When I whistle for 
him for half an hour and he don’t show up, he’s in a jam or 
he’s treed something wuth shootin’ at The ol son of a gun 
calls me by not answerin’ ’ 

Cory Drew shoved a full glass of milk over to his nine year 
old daughter and smiled ‘You think as much o` that houn’ 
dog 0’ yours as I do of Babe here ’ 

Babe shd off her chair and ran to her uncle ‘Gonna catch 
me the bad fella, Uncle Alton” she shrilled. The ‘bad fella’ 
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was Cory’s invention — the one who lurked in corners ready 
to pounce on little girls who chased the chickens and played 
around mowing machines and hurled green apples with a 
powertul young arm at the sides of the hogs, to hear the 
synchronised thud and grunt, little girls who swore with an 
Austrian accent like an ex hired man they had had, who dug 
caves in haystacks tll they tipped over, and kept pet crawfish 
in tomorrow’s milk cans, and rode work horses to a lather in 
the night pasture 

‘Get back here and keep away from Uncle Alton’s gun" 
said Cory ‘If you see the bad fella, Alton, chase him back 
here He has a date with Babe herc for that stunt of hers last 
night ’ The preceding evening, Babe had kind heartedly poured 
pepper on the cows’ salt block 

‘Don’t worry, kiddo,’ grinned her uncle, ‘PU bring you the 
bad fella’s hide if he don’t get me first ° 


Alton Drew walked up the path towards the wood, thinking 
about Babe She was a phenomenon ~ a pimpered farm child 
Ah well she had to be They’d both loved € lissa Drew, and 
she’d married C ory, and they had to love Clissa’s child Funny 
thing, love Alton was a man’s man, and thought things out 
that way, and his reaction to love was a strong and trightened 
one He knew what love was because he telt it soll for his 
brother’s wife and would feel it 1s long a5 he lived for Babe It 
led him through his life, and yet he embarrassed himself bv 
thinking of it Loving a dog was an easy ching, because you 
ind the old devil could love one another completely without 
talking aboutit The smell of gun smoke and the smell of wet 
fur in the rain were perfume enough for Alton Drew, a grunt 
of satistacnon and the scream of something hunted and hit 
were poetry enough They weren't hke love for a human, that 
choked his throat so he could not sav words he could not 
have thought of anyway So Alton loved his dog Kimbo and 
his Winchester tor all to see, and let his love for his brother’s 
women, C lissa and Babe, eat at him quietly and unmentioned 
His quick eyes saw the fresh indentations in the soft earth 
behind the boulder, which showed where Kimbo had turned 
and leaped with a single surge, chasing the rabbit Ignoring 
the tracks, he looked for the nearest place where a rabbit 
might hide, and strolled over to the stump Kumbo had been 
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there, he saw, and had been there too late. ‘You're an ol’ 
fool,’ muttered Alton ‘Y’ can’t catch a cony by chasin’ it 
You want to cross him up some way” He gave a peculiar 
trilling whistle, sure that Kimbo was digging frantically under 
some nearby stump for a rabbit that was three counties away 
by now No answer A little puzzled, Alton went back to the 
path ‘He never done this before,” he said softly There was 
something about this he didn’t hke 

He cocked his .32-40 and cradled it At the county fair 
someone had once said of Alton Drew that he could shoot at 
a handful of salt and pepper thrown tn the ur and hit only che 
pepper Once he split a bullet on the blade of a knife and put 
two candles out He hid no need to tear anything that could 
be shot at [That's what he believed 


The thing in the woods looked curiously down vt what it had 
done to Kimbo, and moaned the way Kimbo had betore he 
died It stood a minute storing away facts in its foul, unemo 
tonal mind Blood was warm The sunlight was warm) Things 
that moved and bore fur had a muscle to torce the thick liquid 
through tiny cubes in their bodies The liquid cowgulated after 
aume The liquid on rooted green things was thinner and the 
loss of a limb did not mein loss of hte Tt was very interesting, 
but the thing, the mould with vo mind, was not pleased 
Neither was it displeased Its accidental urge was a thirst for 
knowledge, and it was only interested 

ft was growing lite and the sun reddened and rested 
awhile on the hilly hornzon, teaching the clouds to be inverted 
flames The thing threw up its head suddenly, noticing the 
dusk Night was ever a strange thing, even for those of us 
who have known it in Ife It would hase been frightening for 
the monster had it been capable of fright, but it could only be 
curious, if Could only reason from what it had observed 

What was happening? It was getting harder to see Why ? Ir 
threw its shapeless head from side to side Tt was true things 
were dim, and growing dimmer Things were changing shape, 
taking on a new and darker colour What did the creatures ut 
had crushed and torn apart see? How did they see? Phe 
larger one, the one that had attacked, had used two organs in 
its head That must have been it, because atter the thing had 
torn off two of the dog's legs it had struck ar the hairy 
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muzzle; and the dog, seeing the blow coming, had dropped 
folds of skin over the organs — closed its eyes. Ergo, the dog 
saw with its eyes. But then after the dog was dead, and tts 
body still, repeated blows had had no effect on the eyes. They 
remained open and staring The logical conclusion was, then, 
that a being that had ceased to live and breathe and move 
about lost the use of its eyes. Ir must be that to lose sight was, 
conversely, to die. Dead things did nor walk abour. They lay 
down and did not move Therefore the thing in the wood 
concluded that it must be dead, and so it lay down by the 
path, not far away from Kimbo's scattered body, lay down 
and believed itself dead 


Alton Drew came up through the dusk to the wood He was 
frankly worried He whistled again, and then called, and there 
was stil no response, and he said again, ‘The ol flea-bus 
never done this before,” and shook his heavy head It was past 
milking tome, and Cory would need him ‘Kimbo"” he roared 
Ihe ory echoed through the shadows, and Alton flipped on 
the safety catch ot his rifle and put the butt on the ground 
beside the pith Leaning on at, he took ott his cap and 
scratched the back of his head. wondering The fle butt sank 
into what he thought was sott carth, he staggered and stepped 
into the chest of the thing that lay beside the pach His foot 
went up to the ankle in its vielding rortenness, and he swore 
and jumped back 

‘Whew ' Sompn sure dead as hell there | Ugh! He swabbed 
it his boot with a handtul of kives while the monster lay in 
the growing blu kness with the edges ot the deep tootprint in 
its chest shiding into at, filling at up de lay there regarding him 
dimly out of ats mudds eves, thinking it wos dead because of 
the darkness, watching the araculanon of Alton Drew's joints, 
wondering at this new incautious cre ture 

Alton cleaned the butt of his gun with more leaves and 
went on up the path, whistling anxiously for Kimbo 


Clissa drew stood in the door of the milk shed, very lovely in 
red-checked gingham and a bluc apron. Her hair was clean 
yellow, parted in the middle and stretched tautly back to a 
heavy braided knor. ‘Cory! Alton” she called 1 little sharply. 
‘Well? Gory responded grutfly from the barn, where he 
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was stripping off the Ayrshire. [he dwindling streams of milk 
plopped pleasantly into the froth of a tull pail. 

‘ve called and called, said Clissa. ‘Supper’s cold, and Babe 
won't eat until you come, Why — where’s Alton?’ 

Cory grunted, heaved the stool out of the way, threw over 
the stanchion lock and slapped the Ayrshire on the rump. The 
cow backed and filled hke a towboat, clattered down the hne 
and out into the barnyard. ‘Ain’t back vet" 

‘Not back ? Clissa came in and stood beside him as he sat 
by the next cow, put his forehead against the warm flank. 
‘But, Corv, he said he'd ~ 

‘Yeh, veh, I know He said he'd be back fer the milkin’ I 
heard him. Well, he ain't’ 

“And vou have to - Oh, Cory, Pll help vou finish up. Alron 
would be back it he could Maybe he’s -° 

‘Maybe he's treed a blue jay.” snapped her husband ‘Him 
an’ thar damn dog.’ Hie gestured hugely wath one hand while 
the other went on milking. ‘Egor twenty sin head o° cows to 
milk. } got pigs to feed an’ chickens to put to bed PE yor to toss 
hay for the mire and turn the team out got harness to mend 
and a wire down in the mght pasture T got wood to sphr an 
carry.” He milked for a moment in silence, chewing on his lip 
Chlissa stood twisting her hands together, trying to think of 
something to stem the ade It wasit the first me Alton’s 
hunung had interfered with the chores “So I got ro go the id 
with it. I can’t intertere with Alton’s spoortn®. very damn 
ume that hound o` his smells out a squirtel T go without my 
supper. Fm gettin’ sick and 

‘Oh, PH help you" said Clissa She was thinking of the 
spring, when Kimbo had held four hundred pounds of raging 
black bear at bay unul Alton could put a bullet in ats brain, 
the ume Babe had found a bearcub and started to carry n 
home, and had fallen into a freshet, cutting her head You 
can’t hare a dog that has saved your child tor vou, she 
thought. 

‘You'll do nothin’ of the kind? Cory growled. “Ger back to 
the house. You'll hnd work enough there. PIl be along when | 
can. Dammit, Glissa, don’t cry! I didn’t meant to Oh, 
shucks" He got up and put his arms around her. ‘I'm wrought 
up, he sud “Go on now. I'd no call to speak that way to you 
Pm sorry. Go back to Babe. FIL put a stop to this for good 
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tonight, lve had enough. There’s work here for four farmers 
an’ all we've got 1s me an’ that .. that huntsman 

‘Go on now, Clissa ` 

‘All right.” she said into his shoulder. ‘But, Cory, hear him 
out first when he comes back He might be unable to come 
back thts ume. Maybe he he ’ 

*Ain’t nothin’ kin hurt my brother that a bullet will hit He 
can take cate of himself He's got no excuse good enough this 
time Goon, now Make the kid eat’ 

C lissa went back to the house, her young tace furrowed If 
Cory quarrelled with Alton now and drove him away, what 
with the drought and the creamery about to close and all, 
they just couldw’t manage Hiring a man was out of the 
guestion Cory'd have to work himsclt to death, and he just 
wouldn't be able to make it No one man could She sighed 
and went into the house ft was seven o'clock, and the milking 
not done yet Oh, why did Alton have to 

Babe was in bed it nine when Clissa heard Cory in the 
shed, slinging the wire cutters into a corner * Alton back yet’ 
they both said at once as Cory stepped into the kitchen, and 
as She shook her head he clumped over to the stove, and 
hung a lid, spat into the coals ‘C ome to bed,’ he said 

She latd down her satching and looked at his broad back 
He was twenty cight and he walked and acted hke 1 man ten 
years older, and looked hike 1 man five veurs younger “TH be 
upan a while, C lissa sud 

Cory glanced at the corner behind the wood box where 
Alton’s nfle usually stood, then made an unspellable, disgusted 
sound and sat down to take off his heavy muddy shoes 

‘It’s atter nine, Clissa volunteered nmidly Cory said noth- 
ing, reaching for house slippers 

‘Cory, you're not going to -` 

‘Not going to what?’ 

‘Oh, nothing ljust thought that maybe Alton 

‘Alton! Cory flared ‘The dog goes hunting field mice. 
Alton goes hunting the dog Now vou want me to go hunting 
Alton That's what vou want?” 

‘Ljust He was never this late betore ` 

‘lL won’t do it! Go out lookin’ for him at nine o'clock im the 
night? Pil be damned! He has no call to use us so, Chissa.’ 

Clissa said nothing. She went to the stove, peered into the 
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wash boiler, set it aside at the back of the range. When she 
turned around, Cory had his shoes and coat on again 

‘T knew you'd go,’ she said Her voice smiled though she 
did not 

‘Tl be back durned soon.’ said Cory ‘I don’t reckon he s 
strayed far It as late I ain’t feared for him, but -° He broke 
his 12 gauge shotgun, looked through the barrels, slipped two 
shells in the breech and a box of them into his pocket ‘Don't 
wait up,’ he said ove. his shoulder as he went out 

‘I won't, Clissa replied to the closed door, and went back 
to her stitching by the lamp 


The path up the slope to the wood was very dark when Cory 
went up it, peering and calling The ur was chill and quiet 
and a fetid odour of mould hung inat Cory blew the caste of 
it out through impatient nostrils, drew it in agam with the 
next breath, and swore Nonsense’ he muttered ‘Hour 
dawg Hunnn’ at ten in th’ mght, too Alton? he bellowed 
‘Alton Drew" Echoes answered him and he entered the 
wood The huddled thing he passed in the dark heard him 
and felt the vibranons of his footsteps ind did not move 
because it thought it was de id 

Cory strode on, looking around ind thoad and not down 
since his feet knew the pith 

‘Alton! 

“That you, Cory? 

Cory Drew froze Lhat corner of the wood was thickly set 
and as dark as a burial vault Phe vorne he heard was choked 
quict, penetr iting 

‘Alton * 

‘I found Kimbo, Cory ’ 

‘Where the hell have you been” shouted Cory furiously He 
dishked this pitch blackness, he was afratd at the tense hope 
lessness of Alton’s vone, and he mistrusted his ability ro stay 
angry at his brother 

q1 called him, Cory IE whistled at him, an the ol? devil 
didn’t answer ’ 

‘can say the same for you, you your louse Why weren't 
you to milkin’? Where are you? You caught in a trip?” 

‘The houn’ never missed answerin’ mt before, you know 
said the tight monotonous vore from the darkness 
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‘Alton! What the devil’s the matter with you? What do I 
care if your mutt didn’t answer? Where ~’ 

‘I guess because he ain’t never died before,’ said Alton, 
refusing to be interrupted 

‘You what? Cory clicked his lips together twice and then 
said, “Alton, you turned crazy ? What’s that you say ” 

‘Kimbo’s dead ’ 

‘Kim oh! Oh? Cory was seeing that picture again in his 
mind — Babe sprawled unconscious in the freshet, and Kimbo 
raging and snapping against a monster bear, holding her back 
unul Alton could get there ‘What happened, Alton ” he asked 
more quietly 

‘Lam to find out Someone tore him up’ 

‘lore him up* 

‘There ain’t a bit of him lett tacked together, Cory Every 
damn joint in his body tore apart Guts our of him’ 

‘Good God! Beir, you reckon” 

No bear, nor nothin’ on four legs Fie’s all here None of 
him’s been et Whoever donc it just killed him an’ tore him up ’ 

‘Good God! Cory said again Who could’ve - There was 
a long silence, then ‘Come “long home,’ he said almost 
gently *T here's no call for you to set up by him all mghe ' 

‘Vil set T aim to be here it sunup, an Um goin’ to start 
trickin’, in I’m gonr to keep trachin’ ll t find the one done 
this job on Kimbo ` 

‘You're drunk or crazy, Alton’ 

‘I un't drunk You can think what vou like abour the rest 
of it Pm stickin’ here ’ 

‘We got a farm back vondir Remember? I anret going to 
milk twenty six head o` Cows again m the mornm’ like I did 
jest now, Alton ` 

‘Somebody's got to Tcan’t be there 1 guess you'll just have 
to, Cory’ 

‘You dirty ssum” Cory screamed ‘You'll come back with 
me now or PH know why" 

Alton’s vore was still ughe, half sleepy ‘Don’t you come 
no nearer, bud ’ 

Cory kept moving toward Alton’s voice 

‘T said’ — the vone was very quiet now ‘stop where you 
are ` Cory kept coming A sharp click told ot the release of 
the 32-405 satety. Cory stopped 
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‘You got your gun on me, Alton?’ Cory whispered 

‘Thass right, bud You ain't a-trompin’ up these tracks for 
me. | need ’em at sun-up ’ 

A full minute passed, and the only sound in the blackness 
was that of Corv’s pained breathing Finally 

‘I got my gun, too, Alton Come home ’ 

‘You can't see to shoot me ’ 

‘We're even on that’ 

‘We ain’t I know just where you stand, Cory I been here 
tour hours ` 

‘My gun scatters ’ 

‘My gun hulls ° 

Without another word Cory Drew turned on his hecl and 
stamped back to the firm 


Black ind diquescent it liy in the blackness not alive, not 
understanding death, beleving itself dead Things that were 
alive saw and moved about Things that were not alive could 
do nuther lt rested its muddy gaze on the line of trees at the 
crest of the rise, ind deep within n thoughts tickled wely H 
lay huddled, dividing its new tound frets dissecting them as it 
had dissected Ive things when there was hyht comparing, 
concluding, pigeonholing 

The trees at the trop of the slope could just be seen, as then 
trunks were 1 traction of a shade Lighter thin the dark sky 
behind them At length thev, too, disappeared, and for 4 
moment sky and trees were 1 monotone The thing knew n 
wis dead now, and hke many 1 being before at, a wondered 
how long it must stay hke this And then the sky bevond the 
trees grew a httle lighter Phat was t manifestly impossible 
occurrence. thought the thing, but ir could see at and it must 
be so Did dead things live again? That was carious Whit 
about dismembered dead things ? Ir would wait ind see 

[he sun came hand over hand up a beam of light A bird 
somewhere made a high yawning pecp, and as an owl killed 3 
shrew, a skunk pounced on another, $0 that the might shift 
deaths and those of the day could go on without cessation 
Two flowers nodded archly to each other, comparing their 
pretty clothes A dragon fly nymph decided it was tired of 
looking serious and cracked its back open, to crawl out and 
dry gauzily Lhe first golden ray sheared down between the 
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trees, through the grasses, passed over the mass in the shad- 
owed bushes. ‘I am alive again,’ thought the thing that could 
not possibly live ‘I am alive, for E see clearly ° It stood up on 
its thick legs, up into the golden glow Ina little while the wet 
flakes thar had grown during the night dried in the sun, and 
when it took its first steps, they cracked off and a little 
shower of them fell away It walked up the slope to tind 
Kimbo, to see if he, too, were alive again 


Bibe let the sun come into her room by opening her eyes 
Uncle Alton was gone ~ that was the first thing that ran 
through her head Dad had come home last night and had 
shouted at mother for in hour Alton was plumb crazy Hed 
turned a gun on his own brother If Alton ever came ten feet 
into Cory’s land, Cory would till him so tull of holes he'd 
look like a tumbleweed Alton was lazy shiftless selfsh, and 
one or two other things of quesmonable taste but undoubted 
vividness Babe knew her father Uncle Alton would never be 
safe in this county 

She bounced our of bed in the craviible wav of che verv 
young, and ran to the window Cory was trudging down to 
the night pasture with two bridles over his arm, to get the 
tam There were kitchen noses from dow nstairs 

Bibe ducked her head m the washbow! ind shook oft the 
water hke a tarer bitore she towelled Trading ckan shirt 
ind dungirces, she went to the head ot the srurs shd inte the 
shunt, and began her morning ritual wath the trousers One 
step down was a step through the mght leg One more, and 
she was mto the kett Phen bounving step by step ou both 
tect, butroning one button per step. she reached the bottom 
tully dressed and ran into the kitchen 

Didivr Uncle Alton come back a tall, Mum? 

Morning, Babe No dear Clissa was too quet, smiling 
too much, Babe thought shrewdly W asn t hippy 

Where'd he go, Mum?” 

‘We don’t know. Babe Sit down and cat vour breaktase’ 

‘What's a misbegotten, Mum? the Bibe asked suddenly 
Her mother nearly dropped the dish she w.o drving ‘Babe! 
You must never say that again" 

‘Oh Well, why is Uncle Alton, then ~ 

‘Why is he what >’ 
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Babe's mouth muscled around an outsize spoonful of oat- 
meal. ‘A misbe ~ 

‘Babe! 

‘All mght, Mum, said Babe with her mouth full ‘Well, 
why ?’ 

‘lL told Cory not to shout last mpht. Clissa said half to 
herselt 

‘Well, whatever it means, he isn’t.’ said Babe with finality 
‘Did he go hunting again?’ 

‘He went to look for Kimbo, darling, ’ 

‘Kimbo? Oh Mummy, is Kimbo gone, too? Didn’t he come 
back either ?’ 

‘No dear Oh, please, Babe, stop asking questions! 

‘All right Where do you think they went” 

‘Into the north woods Be quiet’ 

Babe gulped away it her breaktast An idea struck her, and 
as she thought of it she ate Slower and slower, ind cast more 
and more glances at her mother from under the lashes of her 
tilted eves It would be iwetul af daddy did anything to Ench 
Alcon Someone ought to warn him 

Babe was halfway to the woods when Altoms 32 go sent 
echoes giggling up and down the valley 

Cory was in the south thirty nding 1 cultivator and cuss 
ing at the team of greys when he heard the gun Hoa, he 
called to the horses, and sat 1 moment to listen to the sound 
‘One-two-three Four, he counted “Saw somconc, blasted 
away at him Had a chance to take aim and give him another, 
careful My God" He threw ap the culuvator pomis and 
steered the team into the shade of three oaks He hobbled 
the gelding with swift tosses of a spare strap, and headed for 
the woods ‘Alton a killer? he murmured, and doubled back 
to the house for his gun Clissa was standing just outside the 
door. 

‘Get shells” he snapped and flung into the house Clissa 
followed him He was strapping his hunting knite on before 
she could get a bos oft the shelf “Cory” 

‘Hear that gun, did you? Alton’s off his nut He don't 
waste lead He shot at someone just then, and he wasn’t fixin’ 
to shoot pa’tridges when I saw him last He was out to get a 
man. Gimme my gun’ 

‘Cory, Babe ’ 
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‘You keep her here. Oh, God, this 1s a helluva mess I can’t 
stand much more.’ Cory ran out the door 

Clissa caught his arm ‘Cory, Pm trying to tell you Babe 
isn’t here Pve called, and she isn’t here.’ 

Cory’s heavy, young-old face tautened ‘Babe - Where did 
you last see her” 

‘Breakfast ’ C lissa was crying now 

‘She say where she was going ” 

‘No. She asked a lot of questions about Alton and where 
he’d gone.’ 

‘Did you sav” 

C lissa’s eyes widened, and she nodded, biting the back of 
her hand 

‘You shouldn't ha’ done that, Clissa,’ he gritted, and ran 
toward the woods Clissa looking atter him, and in that 
moment she could have killed herselt 

Cory ran with his head up, straining with his legs and lungs 
and eyes at the long path He putfed up the slope to the 
woods, agonived tor breath after the forty five minutes’ heavy 
gomg He couldn't even notice the damp smell of mould in 
the air 

He caught a movement in a thicket to his right, and 
dropped Struggling to keep his breath, he crept torward unul 
he could see clearly There was something an there, all right 
Something black, keeping sell Cory relaxed his legs and torso 
completely to make it caster tor his heart to pump some 
strength back into them, and slowly raised the 12 gauge until 
it bore on the thing hidden in the thicket 

‘Come out! Cory said when he could speak 

Nothing happened 

‘Come out or by God FH shoot! rasped Cory 

[here was a long moment of silence and his finger oghtened 
on the trigger 

‘You asked for it,” he said, and as he fred the thing leaped 
sideways into the open, screaming 

It was a thin httle man dressed m sepulchral black, and 
bearing the rosiest little baby tace Cory had ever seen The 
face was twisted with fright ind pam The h de man scram- 
bled to his feer and hopped up and down siving over and 
over, ‘Oh, my hand. Don't shoot again! Oh, my hand Don’t 
shoot again! He stopped atter a bit, when Cory had climbed 
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to his feet, and he regarded the farmer out of sad china-blue 
eyes. ‘You shot me,’ he said reproachfully, holding up a little 
bloody hand ‘Oh, my goodness.’ 

Cory said, ‘Now, who the hell are you ” 

The man immediately became hystertcal, mouthing such a 
Hood of broken sentences that Cory stepped back a pace and 
half-raised his gun in selt detence It seemed to consist mostly 
of ‘I lost my papers,’ and ‘I didn't do 1t, and ‘It was horrible 
Horrible Horrible, and ‘The dead man,’ and ‘Oh, don't 
shoot again ’ 

C ory tried twice to ask him a question, and then he stepped 
over and knocked the man down He lay on the ground 
writhing and moaning and blubbering and putung his bloody 
hand to his mouth where Cory had hit him 

‘Now what’s going on around here” 

The man rolled over ind sat up “I didn’t do it? he sobbed 
‘didn’t! I was walking along ind I heard the gun and I he urd 
some swearing and an awful scream and I went over there 
and peeped and } saw the dead man and I ran away ind you 
came and I hid and vou shot me and 

‘Shut up’ The man did, as if a switch had been thrown 
‘Now, said Cory, pointing along the path, ‘you say there's a 
dead man up there ” 

The man nodded and began crying in carnest: Cory helped 
him up ‘follow this path back to my tirm house,” he said 
‘Tell my wite to hx up your hand Don t tell her anything 
else And wut there until I come Hear?” 

‘Yes Thank you Oh, thank you Soff’ 

‘Go on now’ Cory gave him a gentle shove in the right 
direction and went ione, in cold fear up the path to the spot 
where he hid found Alton the mghe be fore 

He tound him here now, too, and Kimbo Kimbo and Alton 
had spent several years together m the deepest: faendship 
they had hunted and fought ind slept together and the lives 
they owed each other were finished now They were dead 
together 

It was terrible that they died the same way. Cory Drew was 
a strong man, but he gasped and tainted dead way when he 
saw what the thing of the mould hid done to his brother ind 
his brother’s dog 
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The little man in black hurried down the path, whimpering 
and holding his injured hand as if he rather wished he could 
Imp with it After a while the whimper faded away, and the 
hurried stride changed to a walk as the gibbering terror of the 
last hour receded Fle drew two deep breaths, said ‘My 
goodness" and felt almost normal He bound a linen handker- 
chief around his wrist, but the hand kept bleeding He tried 
the elbow, and that made it hurt So he stutted the handker- 
chief back in his pocket and simply waved the hand stupidly 
in the air until the blood clotted 

It wasn’t much of a wound [wo of the balls of shot had 
struck him, one passing through the fleshy part of his thumb 
and the other scoring the side As he thought of it, he became 
a little proud that he had borne a gunshot wound He strolled 
along m the midmorning sunlight, feeling a dreamy commun 
ron with the bows at the front * Phe whine of shot and shell — 
Where had he read that’ Ah, what a story this would make 
‘And there beside the’ what was the line? - ‘the embattled 
tarmer stood ` Didn't the awfullest things happen in the nicest 
places? [This was a nice forest: No screeches and snakes and 
deep dark menaces Not a storybook wood at all Shot by a 
gun How exciting! He was now © he strutted — a gentleman 
adventurer He did not sce the great moist horror that clumped 
along behind him, though his nostrils crinkled a little with its 
foulness 

The monster had three little holes close together on its 
chest, and one little hole in the middle of its slimy forehead It 
had three close set pits in its back and one on the back of its 
head These marks were where Alton Drew's bullets had 
struck and passed through Halt of the monster's shapeless 
face was sloughed away, and there wis a deep indentation on 
its Shoulder This was what Alton Drew's gun butt had done 
after he clubbed it and struck at che thing that would not he 
down after he put his four bullets through it When these 
things happened the monster was not hurt or angry It only 
wondered why Alton Drew acted that wav Now it tollowed 
the httle man withour hurrying at all, matching his stride step 
by step and dropping little particles of muck behind ıt 

The little man went on out of the wood and stood with his 
back against a big tree at the torest’s edge, and he thought 
Lnough had happened to him here. What good would tt do to 
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stay and face a horrible murder inquest, just to continue this 
silly, vague quest? There was supposed to be the ruin of an 
old, old hunting lodge deep in this wood somewhere, and 
perhaps ıt would hold the evidence he wanted But it was a 
vague report — vague enough to be forgotten without regret It 
would be the height of foolishness to stay for all the hick 
town red tape that would follow that ghastly affair back in 
the wood Lrgo, it would be ridiculous to follow that farmer’s 
advice, to go to his house and wait for him He would go 
back to town 

The monster was leaning against the other side of the big 
tree 

The httle man snuftled disgustedly at a sudden overpower 
ing odour ot rot He reached for his handkerchief, fumbled 
and dropped it As he bent co pick it up, the monster’s arm 
whuffed heavily ın the air where his head had been — a blow 
that would certainly have removed that baby faced protuber 
ance The man stood up and would have put the handkerchief 
to his nose had it not been so bloody [he creature behind the 
tree lifted its arm again just as the little man tossed the 
handkerchief away and stepped out into the field, heading 
across country to the distant highway that would take him 
back to town The monster pounced on the handkerchiet, 
picked it up, studied it, tore ıt across several umes and 
inspected the tattered edges Then it gazed vacantly at the 
disappearing figure of the little man, and finding him no 
longer interesting, turned back into the woods 


Babe broke into a trot at the sound of the shots It was 
important to warn Uncle Alton about what her father had 
said, but ıt was more interesting to find out what he had 
bagged Oh, he’d bagged it, all mght Uncle Alton never fired 
without killing This was abour the first time she had ever 
heard him blast away like that Must be a bear, she thought 
excitedly, tripping over a rout, sprawling, rolling to her feet 
again, without noticing the tumble She’d love to have another 
bearskin in her room Where would ¢he put it? Maybe they 
could line it and she could have ıt for a blanket Uncle Alton 
could sit on it and read to her in the evening — Oh, no No 
Not with this trouble between him and dad Oh, if she could 
only do something! She tried to run faster, worried and 
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anticipating, but she was out of breath and went more slowly 
instead. 

At the top of the rise by the edge of the woods she stopped 
and looked back. Far down in the valley lay the south thirty 
She scanned ıt carefully, looking tor her father The new 
furrows and the old were sharply defined, and her keen eyes 
saw immediately that C ory had left the line with the cultivator 
and had angled the team over to the shade trees without 
finishing his row That wasn’t like him She could see the 
team now, and Corv’s pale-blue denim was not in sight. 

A little nearer was the house, and as her gaze fell on it she 
moved out of the cleared pathway Her father was coming, 
she had seen his shot gun and he was running, He could really 
cover ground when he wanted to He must be chasing her, she 
thought immediately Hed guessed that she would run toward 
the sound of the shors, and he was going to follow her tracks 
to Uncle Alton and shoot him She knew that he was as good 
1woodsm in as Alton, he would most certainly see her tracks 
Well, she’d hx him 

She ran along the edge of the wood, being caretul to dig her 
heels deeply into the loam A hundred yirds ot this and she 
angled into the forest ind ran unul she reached a particularly 
thick grove of trees Shinnying up like a squirrel, she squirmed 
from one Close-set tree to another untl she could go no 
farther back towards the path, then dropped lightly to the 
ground and crept on her way. now stepping very gently It 
would take him an hour to beat round tor her trail, she 
thought proudly, and by that time she could easily get to 
Uncle Alton She giggled to herself as she thought of the way 
she had fooled her father And the lieth sound of laughter 
drowned out, for her, the sound of Alton’s hoarse dying 
scream 

She reached and crossed the path and shd through the 
brush beside it The shots came from up atound here some 
Where. She stopped and listened sevetal times, and then sud- 
denly heard something coming toward her, fast She ducked 
under cover, terrihed, and a little baby taced man in black. 
his blue eyes wide with hortor, crashed blindly past her, the 
leather case he carried catching on the branches It spun a 
moment and then fell right in tront of her The man never 
missed it. 
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Babe lay there for a long moment and then picked up the 
case and faded into the woods Things were happening too 
fast for her She wanted Uncle Alton, but she dared not call 
She stopped again and stratned her ears Back towards the 
edge of the wood she heard her father’s voice, and another’s — 
probably the man who had dropped the briefcase She dared 
not go over there Filled with enjoyable terror, she thought 
hard, then snapped her fingers in triumph She and Alton had 
plaved Injun many times up here, they had 1 whole repertoire 
of secret signals She had practised birdcalls until she knew 
them better than the birds themselves What would it be? Ah 
— blue jay She threw back her head and by some youthful 
aluhemy produced a nerve shattering screech that would have 
done justice to any jay that ever flew She repeated it, and 
then twice more 

The response was immediate — the call of a bluc yay four 
times, spaced two ind two Babe nodded to herself happily 
That was the signal that they were to mect immediately at 
The Place The Plice was a hide out that he had discovered 
and shared with her, ind not another soul knew of it, an 
angle of rock beside a stream not far away It wasn t exactly 1 
cave, but almost Fnough so to be entrancing Babe trotted 
happily away towards the brook She had just known that 
Uncle Alton would remember the call of the blue yay and 
what ıt meant 

In the tree that arched over Alton’s scittered body perched 
a large jav bird, preening itself and shining in the sun Quite 
unconsuious of the presence of death hardly noting the 
Babe’s realist cry, it screamed again four times, two and 
two 


It took Cory more thin a moment to recover himself trom 
what he had seen He turned awyy from it and leaned weakly 
against a pux, panting Alton That was Alton lying therc, in 
— parts 

‘God! God, God, God 

Gradually his strength returned, and he forced himself 
to turn again Stepping carefully, he bent and picked up the 
32-40 Its barrel was bright and clean, but the butt and 
stock were smeared with some kind vf stinking rottenness 
Where had he seen the stuff before? Somewhere — no matter 


He cleaned ıt off absently, throwing the befouled bandanna 
away afterwards. Through his mind ran Alton’s words — was 
that only last night >- ‘I'm goi to start tracki An’ I'm gown’ 
to keep trackin’ till 1 find the one done this job on Kimbo” 

Cory searched shnnkingly untl he found Alton’s box of 
shells The box was wet and sticky That made it - better, 
somehow. A bullet wet with Alton’s blood was the right thing 
to use. He went away a short distance, circled around tll he 
found heavy footprints, then came back 

‘Pm a-trackin’ for you, bud,’ he whispered thickly, and 
began Through the brush he followed its wavering spoor, 
amazed at the amount of hlthy mould ibour, gradually associ 
ating it with the thing that hid killed his brother There wis 
nothing in the world tor him any more but hate and dogged 
ness Cursing himself for not getting Alton home last night, he 
followed the tracks to the edge of the woods They kd him to 
y big tree there, and there he saw something cle the 
footprints of the httle arny man Nearby liy some tattered 
scrips of linen, ind what was thu? 

Another set of prints small oncs Small, stub toed ones 
Babe’s 

‘Babe! Cory screamed ‘Babe ! 

No answer The wind sightd Somewhere a blue jay called 


Babe stopped and turned when she heard het father’s voice, 
taint with distance, prercing 

‘Listen at him holler’ she crooned delightedly “Gee, he 
sounds mad ' She sent a yay bird’s call disrespectfully back to 
him ind hurried to The Place 

It consisted of a mammoth boulder beside the brook Some 
upheaval in the glacial age had cleft it, cutting our 1 huge V 
shaped chunk The widest part of the cleft was it the water's 
cdge, and the narrowest was hidden by bushes It made a little 
culingless room, rough and uneven and tull of pothoks and 
cavelets inside and yet with quite a level floor Lhe open end 
was at the water's edge 

Babe parted the bushes and pecred down the cleft. 

‘Uncle Alton” she called softly There was no answer Oh, 
well, he’d be along She scrambled m and slid down to the 
floor 

She loved it here. It was shaded and cool, and the chattering 
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little stream filled ıt with shifting golden lights and laughing 
gurgles. She called again, on principle, and then perched on 
an outcropping to wait. It was only then she realised that she 
still carried the little man’s briefcase. 

She turned it over a couple of times and then opened :t It 
was divided in the middle by a leather wall On one side were 
a few papers in a large yellow envelope, and on the other 
some sandwiches, a candy bar, and an apple With a young- 
ster’s complacent acceptance of manna from heaven, Babe fell 
to She saved one sandwich tor Alton, mainly because she 
didn’t like its highly spiced bologna The rest made quite a 
teast 

She was a little worned when Alton hadn’t arrived, even 
after she had consumed the apple core. She got up and tried 
to skim some flat pebbles across the roiling brook, and she 
stood on her hands, and she tried to chink of a story to tell 
herself, and she tried just waiting Finally, in desperanon, she 
turned again to the briefcase, took out the papers, curled up 
by the rocky wall and begin to read them It was something 
to do, anyway 

There was an old newspaper clipping that told about 
strange wills that pcople had lett An old lady had once left 1 
lot of money to Whoever would make the trip from the Faith 
to the Moon ind back Another had financed a home for cats 
whose masters and mistresses had died A man lett thousands 
of dollars to the first man who could solve a certain marhe matı 
cal problem and prove his solution But onc item was blue 
pencilled It was 


Onc of the strangest of wills stl in force is that of Thaddeus 
M. Kirk, who died in 1920 It appears that he built an 
elaborate mausoleum with bunal vaults tor all the remaims 
of his family He collected and removed caskers from all 
ovet the country to fill che designated miches Kirk was the 
last of his hne, there were no relatives when he died His 
will stated that the mausoleum was to be kept in repan 
permanently, and that a certa‘n sum was to be set aside os 
a reward tor whoever could produse the body of his grand 
father, Roger Kik, whose niche ty still empty Anyone 
finding this body 15 eligible to receive a substantial fortune 


Babe yawned vaguely over this, but kept on reading because 
there was nothing else to do. Next was a thick sheet of 
business correspondence, bearing the letterhead of a firm of 
lawyers. The body of it ran 


In regard to your query regarding the will of Thaddeus 
Kirk, we are authorised to state that his grandfather was a 
man about hve feet, five inches, whose left arm had been 
broken and who had a triangular silver plate set into his 
skull. There 1s no information as to the whereabouts of his 
death He disappeared and was declared legally dead after 
the lapse of fourteen years 

The amount of the reward as stated in the will, plus 
accrued witerest, now amounts to a fraction over sixtv-two 
thousand dollars [his will be paid to anyone who produces 
the remains, providing that said remains answer descrip- 
trons kept in our private files 


Thcre was more, but Babe was bored She went on to the 
little black notebook There was nothing in it but pencilled 
wnd highly abbreviated records of visits to libraries , quotations 
from books with title hke ‘History of Angelina and Tyler 
Counties’ and ‘Kirk Family History” Babe threw that aside, 
too Where could Uncle Alton be? 

She began to sing tunelessly, ‘Tumalumalum tum, ta ta ta,’ 
pretending to dance a minuet with flowing skirts like a girl 
she had seen in the movies A rustle of the bushes at the 
entrance to The Place stopped her She peeped upward, saw 
them being thrust aside Quickly she ran to a tiny cul de sac 
in the rock wall, just big enough for her to hide in She 
giggled at the thought of how surprised Uncle Alton would be 
when she jumped out at him 

She heard the newcomer come shutfling down the steep 
slope of the crevice and land heavily on the floor There was 
something about the sound — What was it? It occurred to her 
that though it was a hard job for a big man like Uncle Alton 
to get through the little opening in the bushes, she could hear 
no heavy breathing. She heard no breathing at all! 


Babe peeped out into the main cave and squealed in utmost 
horror Standing there was, not Uncle Alton, bur a massive 
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caricature of a man a huge thing like an irregular mud doll, 
clumsily made It quivered and parts of it glistened and parts 
of it were dried and crumby Half of the lower left part of its 
face was gone, giving it a lop-sided look It had no perceptible 
mouth or nose, and its eyes were crooked, one higher thau the 
other, both a dingy brown with no whites at all It stood quite 
still looking at her, its only movement a steady unalive quiver 
ing of its body 

It wondered about the queer little noise Babe had made 

Babe crept far back against a little pocket of stone, her 
hrain running round and round in tiny circles of agony She 
opened her mouth to cry out, and could not Her eyes bulged 
and her face flamed with the strangling effort, and the two 
golden ropes ot her braided hair twitched and twitched as she 
hunted hopelessly for a way out It only she were out in the 
open — or in the wedge shaped half cave where the thing was 
— or home ın bed! 

The thing clumped towards her, expressionless, moving 
with a slow inevitability chat was the sheer crux of horror 
Babe lay wide eyed and frozen, mounting pressure of terror 
stilling her lungs, making her heart shake the whole world 
The monster came to the mouth of the little pocket, tried to 
walk to her and was stopped by the sides 

It was such a narrow littl fissure, and it was all Babe 
could do to get in The thing trom the wood stood straining 
against the rock at its shoulders, pressing harder and harder 
to get to Babe She sat up slowly, so near to the thing that its 
odour as almost thick enough to see, and a wild hope burst 
through her voiceless fear It couldn’t get in! It couldn't get in 
because ıt was too big! 

The substance of its feet spread slowly under the tremen 
dous strain, and at its shoulder appeared a slight crack It 
widened as the monster unfeelingly crushed itself against the 
rock, and suddenly a large piece of the shoulder came awa 
and the being twisted slushily three feet farther ın It lay 
quietly with its muddy eyes fixed on her, and then brought 
one thick arm up over its head and reached 

Babe scrambled ın the inch farther she had believed imposs) 
ble, and the filthy clubbed hand stroked down her back, 
leaving a trail of muck on the blue denim of the shirt she 
wore. The monster surged suddenly and, lying full length 
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now, gained that last precious inch. A black hand seized one 
ot her braids, and tor Babe the lights went out. 

When she came to, she was dangling by her hair from that 
same crusted paw Ihe thing held her high, so that her tace 
and its featureless head were not more than a foot apart It 
gazed at her with a mild curiosity in its eyes, and it swung her 
slowly back and forth. Fhe agony of her pulled hair did what 
fear could not do - gave her a vone She screamed She 
opened her mouth and puffed up her powertul young lungs, 
and she sounded oft She held her throat in the position of the 
frst scream, and her chest laboured and pumped more air 
through the frozen throat Shrill ind monotonous and inf 
nitely perang, her screams 

The thing did not mind It held her as she was, and 
watched. When it had learned all it could from this phenom 
enon, it dropped her yarringly, and looked around the half 
cave, ignoring, the stunned and huddled Babe It reached over 
and picked up the leather bricfcase and tore it twie across as 
if it were tissue Ft saw the sandwich Babe had left, picked it 
up, crushed it, dropped at 

Bibe opened her eyes, saw that she was tree and just as the 
thing turned back to her she dived between its kgs and out 
nto the shallow pool in front of the rock, paddled across and 
hit the other bank screaming A vicious little hght of fury 
burned in her, she picked up a grapefruit sized stone and 
hurled it with all her frenzied might It flew low and fast, and 
struck squashily on the monster's ankle The thing was just 
taking a step towards the warer, the stone cought it ott 
balance, and its unprictised equilibrium could not save u Hr 
tottered tor a long, silent moment it the edge and then 
splashed into the stream Wirhout a second look Babe ran 
shrieking away 

Cory Drew was following the little gobs of mould that 
somehow indicated the path of the murderer, and he was 
nearby when he first heard her scream) He broke into a run, 
dropping his shotgun and holding the 32 40 ready to fre He 
ran with such deadly panic in his heart that he ran right past 
the huge cleft rock and was a hundred vards past it betore she 
burst out through the pool and tan up the bank. He had to 
run hard and fast to catch her, because anything behind her 
was that faceless horror in the cave, and she was living for the 
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one idea of getting away from there. He caught her in his 
arms and swung her to him, and she screamed on and on and 
on. 

Babe didn’t see Cory at all, even when he held her and 
quieted her 


The monster lav in the water It neither liked nor disliked this 
new elemint It rested on the bottom, tts massive head a foot 
beneath the surface, and it curiously considered the facts that 
it had garnered There was the little humming noise of Babe's 
voice that sent the monster questing into the cave. There was 
the black material of the briefcase that resisted so much more 
than green things when he tore it There was the little two 
legged one who sang and brought him near, and who screamed 
when he came [here was this new cold moving thing he had 
fallen into it was washing his body away lhat had never 
happened before That was interesting The monster decided 
to stay and observe this new thing It felt no urge to save 
itself, ıt could only be curious 

The brook came laughing down out of its spring, rin down 
from its source beckoning to the sunbeams and embracing 
freshets and helpful brooklets It shouted and played with 
streaming little roots, and nudged the minnows and pollywogs 
about in its uny backwaters It was a happy brook When ıt 
came to the pool by the cloven rock it tound the monster 
there, and plucked at it It soaked the foul substances and 
smoothed and melted the moulds, and the waters below the 
thing eddied darkly with its diluted matter It was 2 thorough 
brook It washed all it touched, persistently Where it found 
filth, ıt removed filth, and if there were layer on layer of 
foulness, then layer by foul layer ıt was removed It was a 
good brook It did not mind the potson of the monster, but 
took ıt up and thinned ıt and spread it in little rings round 
rocks downstream, and let it drift to the rootlets of water 
plants, that they might grow greener and lovelicr And the 
monster melted 

‘1 am smaller,’ the thing thought ‘That ts interesting | 
could not move now And now this part of me which thinks 1s 
going, too It will stop in just a moment, and drift away with 
the rest of the body. It will stop thinking and I will stop 
being, and that, too, is a very interesting thing.’ 


So the monster melted and dirtied the water, and the water 
was clean again, washing and washing the skeleton that the 
monster had left. It was not very big, and there was a badly 
healed knot on the left arm [he sunlight flickered on the 
triangular silver plate set into the pale skull, and the skeleton 
was very clean now The brook laughed about it tor an age 


They found the skeleton, sıx grim lipped men who came to 
hnd a killer No one had believed Babe, when she told her 
story days later It had to be days later because Babe had 
screamed tor seven hours without stopping, and had Jain like 
a dead child tor a day No one believed her at all, because her 
story was all about the bad fella, and they knew that the bad 
fella was simply a thing that her father had made up to 
frighten her with But it was through her that the skeleton 
was found, and so the men at the bank sent 1 check to the 
Drews for more money than they had tver dreamed about It 
was old Roger Kirk, sure enough, that skeleton, though it was 
found five miles from where he had died and sank into the 
torest floor where the hot moulds builded around his skeleton 
and emerged a monster 

So the Drews had a new barn and fine new hvestock and 
they hired four men But, they didn’t have Alton And they 
didn’t have Kimbo And Babe screams at night and has grown 
very thin 


Wednesday’s Child 


By WILLIAM TENN 


By the middle of this century, the mgenmty which writers 
were bringing to the Frankenstein concept had become more 
and more taried as mstanced by stortes such as Wednesday's 
Child about a curious young woman who has no navel and of 
whom her doctor says she ‘might have been put together from 
a kit’ When this story uas first published in the January 1956 
issue of Fantasie Universe, the Editor leo Marguiltes 
described ıt perceptwely as ‘ging Saence Fantasy a new look 

and enlarging tts boundaries mmc asurably 

like Theodore Sturgeon’s It, this was Wiliam Tenn’s first 
contribution to the magazme, and he was similarly greeted as 
being a ‘writer of quite phenomenal maturity with a variation 
on a theme which uill bewitch and astound readers’ Willium 
Tenn ts, in fact, the pseudonym of the American uniter and 
academic Philip Klass (1920- \ u bom lrerett E Bleier once 
called ‘one of the pronecrs m satire and humor in Amertcan 
SF’ Tenn’s interest in the theme of creating artrhatal life was 
revealed in one of bis earhest short stories Down Among, [he 
Dead Men (1954), about the use of androids reconstituted 
from the corpses of soldiers to serve as front lme troops ina 
savage interstellar uar Cunously, though, ufter producing 
half a dozen highly imaginative and popular collections of 
short stories in the Fifties and early Sixties Wiliam Lenn has 
written virtually nothing since | am pleased, therefore, to be 
able to remtroduce his name to a new generation of readers 
uith the following outstanding var'ation on our theme 
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When he first came to scrutinize Wednesday Gresham with 
his rimless spectacles and restive blue eyes, Fabian Balik knew 
nothing of the biological contradictions which were so incred- 
ibly a part of her essential body structure. He had not even 
noticed - as yet — that she was a remarkably pretty girl with 
eyes like rain-sparkling violets. His original preoccupation 
with her was solely and specifically as a problem in personnel 
administration. 

All of which was not too surprising, because Fabian Balik 
was a thoroughly intent, thoroughly sincere young office 
manager, who had succeeded in convincing his glands conclu- 
sively, m several bitter skirmishes, that their interests didn’t 
have a chance against the interests of SLAUGHTER, STARK & 
SEINGSBY: Advertising & Public Relations. 

Wednesday was one of the best stenographers in the secre- 
tarial pool that was under his immediate supervision. There 
were, however, small bur highly unusual derelictions in her 
employment history. They consisted of peculiarities which a 
less dedicated and ambitious personnel man might have put 
aside as mere trifles, bur which Fabian, after a careful study 
of her six-year record with the firm, felt he could not, in good 
conscience, ignore. On the other hand, they would obviously 
require an extended discussion, and he had strong views 
about cutting into a girl’s working time. 

Thus, much to the astonishment of the office and the 
confusion of Wednesday herself, he came up to her one day at 
noon, and informed her quite calmly that they were going to 
have lunch together. 

“This 1s a nice place,’ he announced, when they had been 
shown to a table. ‘It’s not too expensive, but I've discovered ıt 
serves the best food in the city for the price. As it’s a bit off 
the beaten track it never gets too crowded. Only people who 
know what they want manage to come here. I’ve always liked 
that kind of restaurant.’ 

Wednesday glanced around, and smiled. ‘Yes,’ she said. ‘I 
hike it too. I eat here a lot with the girls." 

After a moment, Fabian picked up a menu. “I suppose you 
don’t mind if | order for both of us?’ he inquired. ‘The chef 1s 
used to my tastes. He'll treat us right.’ 

The girl frowned. ‘I’m ternbly sorry, Mr Balik, but ~’ 

‘Yes? he said encouragingly, though he was more than a 
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little surprised He hadn’t expected anything but compliance. 
After all, she must surely be palpitating inwardly at being out 
with him 

‘Pd like to order for myself, she said ‘I'm on a —a special 
diet.’ 

He raised his eyebrows and was pleased at the way she 
blushed He nodded slowly, with dignity, letting his displeas 
ure come through only in the way he pronounced the next 
five words ‘Very well, if you insist ’ 

A few moments later, however, his curiosity got too strong 
for him and broke through the e ‘What kind of dict 1s 
that?’ he asked ‘Fresh fruit salad, a glass of tomato juice, raw 
cabbage, and — a baked potato? You can’t be seriously trying 
to lose weight if you eat potatoes ’ 

Wednesday smiled tmidly ‘Fm not trying to reduce, Mr 
Balik These are all toods rich in Vitamin C I necd a lot of 
Vitamin C ’ 

Fabian remembered her smile There had been a few spots 
of more than natural whiteness in i “Dental trouble?” he 
inquired 

She nodded, but showed no inclination to pursuc the topic 
Quickly she countered with ‘This ts a nice place There’s a 
restaurant almost like it near where | live Of course it’s a lot 
cheaper and -` 

‘Do you hve with your parents, Miss Gresham ? 

‘No, I hve alone Pma Pm an orphan’ 

He waited until the waiter had deposited the first course, 
then spooned up a bit of the shrimp and returned to the 
attack ‘Since when” 

She stared at him over her fresh fruit salad ‘I beg your 
pardon, Mr Balık ” 

‘Since when? I mean how long have you been an 
orphan ?” 

“Since I was a little baby Someone left me on the doorstep 
of a foundling home ’ 

He noticed that while she was replying to his questions in 
an even tone of voice, she was staring at her food with a good 
deal of concentration and her blush had become more pro 
nounced Was she embarrassed at having to admit her prob 
able lack of legitimacy, he wondered Surely at twenty-four 
she had grown accustomed to ıt Nonsense, of course she had 
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‘But on your original application form, Miss Gresham, you 
gave Thomas and Mary Gresham as the names of your 
parents.’ 

Wednesday had stopped eating and was playing with hei 
water glass. ‘They were an old couple who adopted me,’ she 
said in a very low vore ‘They died when I was fifteen I have 
no living relatives ° 

‘That you know of,’ he reminded her, raising a cautionary 
finger 

Much to Fabian’s surprise, she laughed It was a very odd 
laugh and made him teel extremely uncomtortable ‘That’s 
night, Mr Balik I have no living relatives that I know of’ 
She looked over his shoulder and laughed agun ‘That I know 
of,’ she repeated, softly ro herself 

Fabian felt irritably chat the interview was somehow getting 
away from him He rused his vore shghtl ‘Phen who is Dr 
Morris Lorington ?’ 

She was attentive again ‘Dr Morris Lorington ” 

‘Yes, the man vou said should be notified in the event of an 
emergency I mean of you should meet with an accident 
while in our emplov ` 

She looked very wary now Her eves were narrowed, and 
she was watching him very closely. Her breathing had become 
abit faster, too 

‘Dr Lormegton is an old trend, she said ‘He he was the 
doctor at the orphinage Atter the Greshams adopted me | 
kept going to him whenever ~ Her voce tt uted off 

‘Whenever vou needed medial attention? Faban 
suggested 

‘Yees she sud brightcnmy, asat he hid come up with an 
enurely novel reason for consulting a phystaiain ‘E saw him 
whenever I needed medical attention ’ 

kabian grunted There wis something vers wrong but tanta 
livingly elusive about this whole business But she was answer 
mg his questions with no apparent constraint He couldn't 
deny that She was certainly answering 

‘Do you expect to see him next October ? he inquired 

And now Wednesday was no longer waty She was fright- 
ened ‘Next October ^ she quavered 

babian finished the last of his shrimp, and wiped his hps 
But he didn’t take his eves from her tace “Yes, next October, 


664 THE FRANKENSTEIN OMNIBUS l 

Miss Gresham. You've applied for a month’s leave of absence, 
beginning October fifteenth. Five years ago, after you had 
been working for Slaughter, Stark and Slingsby for thirteen 
months, you also apphed tor a leave of absence in October.’ 

He was amazed at how scared she looked. He felt triun- 
phantly that he had been night in looking mto the entire 
matter. The feeling of curiosity he had experienced ın connec- 
tion with her had not been merely thar. It had been an instinct 
of good personnel management as well. 

‘But Pm not getting pard tor the time off,’ she protested. 
‘I'm not asking to be paid for it, Mr Balik. And I didn’t get 
any vacation allowance the — the other time.’ 

She was clutching her napkin up near her face, giving him 
the impression that she was getting ready to bolt through the 
back door of the restaurant. Her blushes had departed with 
such thoroughness as tu leave her skin absolutely white. 

‘The tact thar you’re not getting paid, Miss Gresham, is not 
really -° Before Fabian could complete the remark he was 
interrupted by the waiter with the entree By the time the man 
had gone, he was annoyed to observe that Wednesday had 
used the respite to recover some of her poise While she was 
still pale, she had a spot of red in each cheek, and she was 
leaning back in her chair now instead of using the edge of it 

‘The fact that you’re not getting paid 1s of no consequence,’ 
he continued resolutely ‘It’s merely logical After all, you 
have the customary two weeks of vacation with pay every 
year. Which brings me to the second point I wanted to discuss 
with you You have every year made two unusual requests 
First, you've asked tor an additional week’s leave of absence 
without pay, making three wecks in all And then you've 
asked —’ 

‘To take it in the early Spring,’ she finished for him, her 
vore entirely under control ‘Is there anvthing wrong with 
that, Mr Balik? That way I won’t have any conflict with the 
other girls and the firm will have the satisfaction of knowing 
that a secretary will be in the office all through the summer ’ 

‘There’s nothing wrong with such an arrangement per se 
By that I mean,’ he said, translating caretully, ‘that there 14 
nothing wrong with the arrangement if it could stand in 
complete isolation by itself. But tt makes for loose ends, for 
organizational confusion. And loose ends, Miss Gresham, 
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loose ends and organizational confusion have no place in a 
well-regulated office ` 

He was pleased to note that she was looking uncomtortable 
again 

‘Does that mean - that I might be laid off?’ 

‘It could happen,’ Fabian agreed, neglecting to add that it 
was, however, very unhkely to happen in the case of a 
secretary who was as genctally efficient on the one hand, 
and as innocuous on the other, as Wednesday Gresham 
With his knife he carefully freed 1 fork sized portion of roast 
becf from its accompanying, strip of orange fat before going 
on 

‘Look at it this way,’ he sard How would it be it every girl 
in the office asked for an additional week's leave of absence 
every vear — even if it was without pay, as it would naturally 
have to be? How would it be if, every few years, they wanted 
in additional month’s leave of absence on top of that? What 
kind of office would we have, Miss Gresham? Not a well 
regulated one, certainly ’ 

As he mastic ated the roast beef with the requisite thorough- 
ness, he beamed at the thoughtful concern on her face and 
was mentally grateful that he hadn’t had to present a similar 
lne of argument to anyone as sharp as well, Arlette Srein 
He knew what that large boned and thirtyvish bookkeeper 
would have immediately replied ‘But every girl in the office 
doesn’t ask tor at, Mr Bahk” A heavy snecr at such sophistry 
would mean little to Stain 

Wednesday, he appreciated, was not the person to go in tor 
such counter attacks She was pursing her lips distressedly 
ind trying to think of a polite, good employee way out There 
was only one, and he was sure she would have to come to tt 
m a moment 

She did 

‘Would n help any,” she began and stopped She took a 
deep breath ‘Would it help any af E told you the reasons tor 
the for the leaves of absence >” 

‘It would,’ he said heartily ‘It would indeed, Miss Gresham 
That way I, as office manager. can operate trom tacts instead 
of mysteries I can listen to vour reasons, weigh them for 
validity and measure their importance and vour usefulness 
as a secretary — against the disorganization vour absences 
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create in the day-to-day operation of Slaughter, Stark and 
Slingsby ’ 

‘M-m-m.’ She looked troubled, uncertain ‘Pd like to think 
a bit, if you don’t mind.’ 

Fabian waved a cauliflower-filled fork magnanimously 
‘Take all the time in the world! Think it out carefully Don’t 
tell me anything you aren’t perfectly assured about in your 
own mind Of course anything you do tell me will, I can 
promise you, remain completely conhdential 1 wall treat it as 
official knowledge, Miss Gresham not personal And while 
you're thinking, you might start cating your raw cabbage 
Before it gets cold,’ he added with a rich, executive type 
chuckle 

She looked at him with the barest trace of a smile and 
began working at her plate in an absent minded, a not 
particularly-hungry fashion 

‘You see,’ she began abruptly, as if she'd found a good 
point of departure, ‘some things happen to me that don't 
happen to other people ’ 

‘That, I would say, 15 faintly obvious `° 

‘They're not really bad things I mean they're not what the 
newspapers would call bad And they're not dangerous things 
exactly They're - they're things that happen to my body ` 

Fabian finished his plate, sit back and crossed his arms 
‘Could you be just a httle more specific ” he urged ‘Unless 
He was suddenly struck by a horrifying thought ‘Unless 
they're what what is known as er female dithcultics In 
that case, of course ~’ 

This ume she didn’t even blush ‘Oh, no not at all At 
least, there’s very little of that Its other things [ike ms 
appendix Every year I have to have my appendix out ' 

‘Your appendix?” He turned that over in his mind ‘Fier 
year? But I don’t understand A human bang only has on 
appendix And once it’s removed, it doesn’t grow back ` 

‘Mine does,’ she told him ‘On the tenth of April. every 
single year, I get appendicitis and have to have an operation 
That’s why I cake my vacation chen And my teeth F very five 
years, I lose all my teeth I start losing them about this ame 
and | have dental plates that were made when I was a httk 
girl. I use them until my tceth grow back — until about the 
middle of October when the last of them goes, and the new 


Wednesday's Child 667 


ones start coming up I can’t use dental plates while they’re 
growing, so naturally I look kind of funny for a while. That’s 
why | ask for a leave of absence In the middle of November, 
the new teeth are almost full-grown, and I can come back to 
work ’° 

She took a deep breath and timidly lifted her eves to his 
face She had evidently completed all she had to say Or 
wished to sav 

All through dessert, he thought about ir He was positive 
she was telling the truth A girl like Wedesdav Greshim didn’t 
he Not to such a fantastic extent, at any rate — and not to her 
boss 

‘Well,’ he said at last ‘It’s certainly very unusual ’ 

‘Yes,’ she agreed ‘Very unusual ’ 

‘Do you have anything else the mutter with vou? I mean, 
ire there any other peculiarities Oh, darn! Is there anything 
else?” 

Wednesdav considered “There are Bur, f vou don’t mind, 
Mr Balik, Pd rather not talk about them ’ 

fabian decided not to take thar ‘Now see here, Miss 
Gresham,’ he said firmly ‘let us not play gimes You didn’t 
have to tell me anything But you decided for yourself for 
your own good reasons to do so Now l must insist on the 
whole story, and nothing but the whale story What other 
physical dithculties do you have ” 

lt worked She cringed a bit in her chair, but almost 
instantly she straightened up again and began ‘I’m sorry, Mr 
Balk I wouldn't dream of - of playing games with you 
There ate lots of other things, but none of them interfere with 
my work, really For instance, | have some tiny hairs growing 
on my fingernails See?” 

Fabian glanced at her hand There were a tew almost 
microscopic tendrils on each ghttering hard surface of finger- 
nal, but he had to strain his eyes to see them 

‘What else? he inquued 

‘Well, my tongue I have a few hairs on the underside of my 
tongue. They don’t bother me, though They don't bother me 
In any way. And there’s my — my ~’ 

‘Yes” he prompted Who could beleve that colourless little 
Wednesday Gresham 

‘My navel. I don't have any navel ’ 
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‘You don’t have any — but that’s impossible!’ he exploded. 
He felt his glasses sliding down his nose. ‘Everyone has a 
navel! Everyone alive - everyone who’s ever been born.’ 

Wednesday nodded, her eyes unnaturally bright and large. 
‘IL know —’ she began, and suddenly, unexpectedly, broke into 
tears. She brought her hands up to her tace and sobbed 
through them, great, pounding, racking sobs that pulled her 
shoulders up and down, up and down. 

Fabian’s consternation made him completely helpless. He'd 
never in his life been in a crowded restaurant with a crying 
girl betore. 

‘Now, Miss Gresham Wednesday, he managed to get 
out, and he was annoyed to hear a high, skittery note in his 
own voice. ‘There's no call tor this. It only makes you feel 
worse. Crying, I mean Uh — Wednesday * 

‘Maybe,’ she gasped again, between sobs, ‘m-maybe that’s 
the answer ’ 

‘What's the answer?” Fabian asked loudly, desperately 
hoping to distract her with some kind of conversation 

‘About ~ about being born What if I wasn’t b-born? What 
if | was m-m-made"’ 

And then, as if she'd merely been warming up betore, she 
really went into hysterics Fabian Bahk at last realized what 
he had to do. He paid the bill, put his arms around her watst 
and half-carrted her out of the restaurant. 

It worked. She became quieter the momenr they were tn the 
open air. She leaned against a building, no longer crymg, and 
shook her shoulders in a steadi diminishing movement 
Finally, she quieted down completely, and turned groggily to 
him, her face looking as tf it had been rubbed determinedly in 
an artist’s palette 

‘Tm s-sorry,’ she said. ‘I’m t-terribly s-sorry [haven't done 
that for years. But you sce, Mr Bahk - I haven't talked about 
myself for years.’ 

‘There’s a nice bar at the corner,’ he pointed out, tremen 
dously relieved. He had feared she had made up her mind to 
drive him to some drastic act of desperation by crying all day! 
‘Let’s pop in, and Pil have a drink. You can use the ladies’ 
room to fix yourself up.’ 

He took her arm and steered her into the place. Then he 
chmbed onto a bar stool and had himself a double brandy. 
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What an experience! And what a remarkably strange girl! 

Of course, he shouldn’t have pressed her quite so hard on a 
subject about which she was evidently so sensitive Was that 
his fault, rhough that she was so sensitive ? 

Fabian considered the matter carefully, judicially, and de 
cided that he was blaming himsclf needlessly No, it definitely 
wasn’t his fault 

But what a story! Ihe foundling, statement, the appendix 
statement, the teeth, the hair on the fingernails and tongue 
And that last unbelievable assertion about the navel! 

He'd have to think it out mavbe get some other opimons 
But one thing he was sure of Wednesday Gresham hadn't 
been lying in any partuular Wednesday Greshim was just 
not the sort of a giel who made up tall stories about herself 

When she rejoined him, he urged her to have 1 drink ‘It 
will help vou get 1 gnp on vourselt’ 

She demurred, protesang that she didn’t drink very much 
Bur he insisted and finally she give im ‘Just 1 liqueur 
invthing You order iat: Mr Bahk 

Fabin was secretly very plowed at her doality No repr 
manding, no back biting, such as most other girls indulged in 
Alrhough what m the world could she have reprimanded him 
for, come to think of it 

‘You sull look a heth frayed he told her When we get 
bik, done bother going to your dusk Go tight in to Mr 
Osborne and timsh taking datatuion Theres no point m gis 
ing the other girls something to talk iabour Pil signin tor vou ’ 

She inclined her head subnissively and continued to sip 
from the tiny glass 

‘What was that hist Comment vou made m che restaurant,” 
he asked ‘Pm sure you won't mind discussing tt now Emen 

about not being born, but banyu made? Thit was an odd 
thing to say 

Wednesday sighed ‘Ie isn’t my own idea Its Dr Lorne 
tons Yours igo: when he was examining me, he said that I 
looked asat Fd been made by an amateur By someone who 
didn’t have all the blucprints, or didn't understand them, o1 
wasn’t concentrating hard enough ` 

‘I see’ He stared at her, absolutely intrigued She looked 
normal enough Better than normal, in fact And ver 
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Later that afternoon, he telephoned Jim Rudd and made an 
appointment for right after work. Jim Rudd had been his 
roommate in college and was now a doctor. Whatever his 
shortcomings, a practising physician should be able to give 
him some adve that would be at least professional, and 
carry the weight of authority 

But Jim Rudd wasn't able to help him very muth Fle 
listened patiently to Fabian’s story and at the end of it leaned 
back in his chair and pursed his lips at the diploma hanging 
neatly framed on the wall facing him 

‘You sure do go in for the unusual, Fabe For a superhaally 
well-adjusted, well-organized guy with a real talent for the 
mundane things of life, you pick the damn'dest women I ever 
heard of. But that’s your business Maybe it's your way of 
adding a necessary pinch of the exot to the grim daily 
round Or maybe you're making up for the drabness of your 
father’s grocery store ’ 

‘This girl isn’t a weirdie, Habian insisted angrily ‘She's a 
very simple little secretary, prettier than most but that’s 
about all’ 

‘Have itt vour own way Fo me, she’s areal weirdie Lo me, 
there’s not a hell of a lot of difference from vour descripuon 
— between her and that crazy White Russian dame you were 
running around with back in our junior year You know the 
ene | mean ~- what was her name ” 

‘Sandra? Oh, Jim, what's the matter with vou? Sandra was 
a bolhxed up box of dynamite who was always blowing up in 
my face This kid turns pale and dies sf I so much ws 1 use my 
voice. Besides, I had a real puppy love crush on Sandra Miss 
Gresham is somebody I just met, and I don't teel anything for 
her, one way or the other ' 

The young doctor grinned ‘So you come up to my office 
and have a consultation about her! Well, its your funcral 
What do vou want to know ^ 

‘What causes all these - these physical peculiarities ? 

Dr Rudd got up and sat on the edge of his desk ‘Eust,’ he 
said, ‘whether you want to recognize it of not, she’s a highly 
disturbed person [he hysterics in the restaurant point to m, 
and the fantast nonsense she told you about her body docs 
too So right there, you have something If only one percent of 
what she told you 1s true and even that [ would say ts pretty 
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high - ıt makes sense in terms of psychosomatic imbalance. 
Medicine doesn’t yet know quite how it works, but one thing 
seems certain. Anyone badly mixed up mentally 1s going to be 
at least a little mixed up physically, too.’ 

Fabian thought about that for a while. ‘Jim, you don’t 
know what it means to those little secretaries in the pool to 
tell lies to the office manager! A fib or two, about why they 
were absent the day before, yes. But not stories such as she 
told - not to me.’ 

Rudd shrugged. ‘1 don’t know what you look like ro them. 
[ don’t work for you, kabe But none of what you say would 
hold true for a psycho. And a psycho is what I have to 
consider her Look, some of that stuft she told you is possible. 
Some of tt has even occurred in medical literature. There have 
been well-authenticated cases of people, for example, who 
have grown several sets of tecth in then litetime. These are 
biological sports, one-in-a-nullion individuals Okav Bur the 
rest of ic? All the rest of it happening to one person ? Please.” 

Isaw some of it, Fabian protested ‘Isaw the hairs on her 
fingernails.’ 

"You saw something on her fingernails. It could be any one 
of a dozen ditferent possibihacs. Fm sure of one thing. It 
wasn't haw Right there she gave herself away. Dammit, man, 
hast and nails are the same organs, essentially One doesn’t 
grow on the other" 

‘And the navel? The missing navel * 

Jim Rudd dropped to his teet and strode rapidly abour the 
othee. E wish IE knew why Pm wasting so much time with 
vou,” he complained. ‘A human being without a navel is as 
possible as an insect with a body temperature of ninety-eighe 
degrees [t yuse can’t be. Its unheard of in medical literature.’ 

He seemed to get more and more upset as he considered it. 
He kept shaking his head negatively as he paced 

‘Suppose I brought her to your office” said Fabian. ‘And 
suppose vou examined her and found no navel. Now just 
consider that tor a moment: What would you sav then” 

‘Fd say plastic surgery,” the doctor said instantly. "Mind 
you, Pm positive she'd never submit to such an examination, 
but if she did, and there were no navel, plastic surgery would 
be the only answer.’ 

‘Why would anyone want to do plastic surgery on a navel? 
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‘I don’t know. I haven’t the vaguest idea. Maybe she was in 
a serious accident. Maybe she had a disfiguring birthmark in 
that place. But there will be scars, let me tell you. She bad to 
be born with a navel. 

Fabian got up too. He was feeling very excited. ‘And 1f she 
hadn’t been born? The usual way, I mean?’ 

‘Whar other way 1s there? Hatching out of an egg” 

‘She could have been made,’ Fabian suggested. ‘Just as she 
says - by an amateur An amateur who, in addition to all his 
other errors, forgot to put in a navel.’ 

Rudd went back to his desk. He picked up a prescription 
pad. ‘Let me give you the name of a good psychiatrist, Fabe 
I’ve thought ever since that Sandra business that you’ve had 
some personal problems that might get out of hand one day. 
This man ts one ot the finest 

Fabian left He went into a phone booth and called Wednes 
day and made a date with her tor Saturday mght.. 

She was so obviously in a flutter when he picked her up 
that mght - so much more of a flutter than a date with the 
boss would account for that Fabian was puzzled Bur he 
waited and gave her an ostentatious and expensive good time 
Afterwards, after dinner and after the theatre, when they were 
sitting in the corner of a small might club over their drinks, he 
asked her about it 

‘You don’t date much, do vou, Wednesday - 

‘No, I don’t, Mr Balik - I mean, Fabian, she said, smiling 
shvly as she remembered the hrst name privilege she had been 
accorded for the evening ‘I usually just go our with girl 
trends, not with men J usually turn down dates ’ 

‘Why? You're not going to find a husband that way You 
want to get married, don’t you?’ 

Wednesday shook her head slowly ‘Edont chink so. 1 Pm 
afraid to Not of marnage Of babies { don t think a person 
like me ought to have a baby ° 

"Nonsense! [s there any suentific reason why you 
shouldn't ? 

‘Pm afraid it might be - I think with my body being as as 
funny as it as, I shouldn't take chances with a child) Dr 
Lorington thinks so too. Besides, there's rhe poem.’ 

Fabian put down his drink ‘Poem? What poem ” 

‘You know, the one abour the days of the week. | learned it 
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when I was a little girl, and it frightened me even then. It 
goes 


Monday’s child 1s fair of face, 
Tuesday's child ts full of grace, 
Wednesday's child ıs full of woe, 

l hursday’s child has far to go, 
Friday's child 1s loving and giting - 


And so on When I was a little girl in the orphanage, I used to 
sav to myself, “Pm Wednesday lm difterent from all other 
little girls in all kinds of strange ways And my child 7" 

‘Who gave you that name ” 

‘lL was left at the foundling home just after New Year's Eve 

Wednesday morning So thev did nor know what else to call 
me, especially when they found I didn't have a navel And 
then, as I told you, after the Greshams adopted me, I took 
their last name ’ 

He reached for her hand ind grasped it firmly with both 
of his He noted with triumphant pleasure that the finger- 
nails were hary ‘You're a very pretty girl, Wednesday 
Greshin ` 

When she saw that he meant it, she blushed and looked 
down at the table cloth 

‘And vou really don’t have a navel” 

‘No, [don't Really * 

‘What else about you is different’ Fabian asked 1 mean, 
besides the things you told mc 

‘Well,’ she considered ‘Phere’s that business about my 
blood pressure ° 

‘Tell me about tt,’ he urged 

She told him 

Iwo dates later, she intormed Fabian that Dr Lormgton 
wanted to see him alone He went all the way uptown to the 
old tashtoned brownstone, hardly able to control his excite- 
ment He had so many questions to ask! 

Dr Lormgton was a tall, aged man with pale skin and 
absolutely white hair. He moved very slowly as he gestured 
his visitor to a chair, but his eves never left Fabian’s face. 

‘Wednesday tells me you've been seeing a good deal of her, 
Mr Balik May I ask why ” 
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Fabian said, hesitantly, ‘1 — I like her very much I'm 
interested in her ’ 

‘Interested Just how do you wish me to construe that? 
Clinically — as a specimen” 

‘What a way to put it, Doctor! She’s a pretty girl, she’s a 
nice girl Why should I be interested tn her as a specimen ” 

The doctor stroked his chin, still watching Fabian very 
closely ‘She's a pretty girl,” he agreed, ‘but there are many 
pretty girls You’re a young man obviously on his way up ın 
the world, and you're also obviously far out of Wednesday’s 
class From what she’s told me — and mind you, it’s been all 
on the positive side — I’ve got a definite impression that you 
look on her as a specimen, but a specimen, let us siy, about 
which you feel 1 substantial collector's urge 

“Why you should feel this way, I don’t know enough about 
vou to say But no matter how she rhapsodizcs about you, | 
continue to teel strongly that you have no conventional 
expected emotional interest m her And now that I've sien 
you, I’m positive that I am right ’ 

‘Glad to hear she rhapsodizes about me,’ Fabian tned to 
squeeze out a bashful type grin ‘You have nothing to worry 
about, Doctor ’ 

‘| chink there’s quite a bit to worry about,’ the doctor said 
‘Frankly, Mr Balik, your appearance has confirmed my previ 
ous impressions I am quite certain l don’t ike you Further 
more, Í don’t like you for Wednesday ’ 

Fabian thought that over for a moment, then shrugged 
‘That’s too bad But I don’t think she'll listen to you She’s 
gone without male companionship too long, and she’s too 
flattered by my going after her ` 

‘Tm terribly afraid you’re right Listen to me, Mr Balik Pm 
very fond of Wednesday and I know how unguarded she 15 I 
ask you, almost as a father, to leave her alone I’ve taken care 
of her since she arrived at the foundling home I was responsi- 
ble for keeping her case out of the medical journals so that 
she might have some chance for a normal hfe At the moment, 
I'm retired from practice Wednesday Gresham ts my only 
regular patient Couldn't you find it in your heart to be kind 
and have nothing more to do with her?’ 

‘What’s this about her being made, not born” Fabian 
countered ‘She says it was your idea ' 
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The old man sighed and shook his head over his desk-top 
for a long moment. ‘It’s the only explanation that makes 
sense, he said at last, dispiritedly. ‘Considering the somatic 
inaccuracies and ambivalences.’ 

Fabian clasped his hands and rubbed his elbows thought- 
fully on the arms of his chair ‘Did you ever think there might 
be another explanation? She might be a mutant, a new kind 
of human evolution, or the offspring of creatures from another 
world, say, who happened to be stranded on this planet ”’ 

‘Highly unlikely,’ Dr I orington said ‘None ot these physical 
modifications arc especially useful in any conceivable environ- 
ment, with the possible exception of the constantly renewing 
teeth Nor are the modihcations tual They tend to be just - 
inconvenient As a physician who has examined many human 
beings in my lite, | would sav that Wednesday ıs thoroughly, 
indisputably human She as just a lieth well, the word 1s 
amateurish ` 

The doctor sat up straight ‘Phere is something else, Mr 
Balik I think at extremely inadvisable tor peuple like Wednes 
day to have children of thur own’ 

Fabian’s eyes ht up in fascination “Why What would the 
children be hki ” 

‘They might be hke anything imaginable or unimaginable 
With so much disarrangement of the normal physical svstem, 
the modifiation in the reproductive functions must be enor 
mous too That's why Task you Mr Bahk, not to go on 
seeing Wednesday, not to go on stimulating her to thoughts of 
marnage Because this ts one girl that Pam certain should not 
have babies ? 

‘We'll sec’ Fabian rose and offered his hind “Thank you 
very much tor yout time and trouble, Dottor ` 

Dr Lormgton cocked his head and stared up at him Then, 
without shaking the hand. he said in a quiet, even voice. “You 
are welcome Goodbye, Mr Bahk ` 


Wednesday was naturally miserable over the antagonism be- 
tween the two men. But there was verv httle doubt where her 
loyalties would he m a crisis All those years ot determined 
emotional starvation had resulted im a frantu voracity Once 
she allowed herself to think of Fabian romantially, she was 
done for. She told him that she did her work at the othce - 
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from which their developing affair had so far been successfully 
screened -ın a daze at the thought that be liked ber. 

Fabian found her homage delicious. Most women he had 
known began to treat him with a gradually sharpening edge 
of contempt as time went on. Wednesday became daily more 
admiring, more agreeable, more comphant. 

True, she was by no means brilliant, but she was, he told 
himself, extremely pretty, and, therefore, quite presentable. 
Just to be on the safe side, he tound an opportumity to confer 
with Mr Slaughter, the semor partner of the firm, ostensibly 
on personnel matters. He mentioned in passing that he was 
slightly interested in one of the girls in the secretarial pool. 
Would there be any high-echelon objection to that ? 

‘Interested to the extent of perhaps marrying the girl?” Mr 
Slaughter asked, studying him from under a pair of enor- 
mously thick eyebrows. 

‘Possibly. It might very well come to thar, sir. If you have 
no ob ~ 

‘No objection at all, my boy, no objection at all! I don't 
like executives flim-flamming around with their file-clerks as 
a general rule, but if it’s handled quietly and ends in matri 
mony, it could be an excellent thing for the office. I'd like to 
see you married, and steadied down. It might give the other 
single people in the place some sensible ideas for a change. 
But mind you, Balik, no flim-flam. No hanky-panky, especially 
on office time” 

Satished, Fabian now devoted himself to separating Wednes- 
day from Dr Lorington. He pointed out to her that the old 
man couldn’t live much longer and she needed a regular 
doctor who was young enough to be able to help her with the 
physical complexities she faced for the rest of her life. A 
young doctor like Jim Rudd, for example. 

Wednesday wept, but was completely incapable of hghting 
him for long. In the end, she made only one condition - that 
Dr Rudd preserve the secrecy that Lomngton had initiated 
She didn’t want to become a medical journal freak or a 
newspaper sob story. 

The reasons why Fabian agreed had only a httle to do with 
magnanimity. He wanted to have her oddities tor himself 
alone. Sandra he had worn on his breast, lke a flashing jewel 
hung from a pendant. Wednesday he would keep in a tiny 
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chamois bag, examining her from time to ume ın a self- 
satisfied, miserly fashion 

And, after a while, he might have another, smaller jewel ... 

Jim Rudd accepted his conditions. And was astounded 

‘There is no navel at all” he ejaculated when he had 
rejoined Fabian in his study, after the first examination. ‘I’ve 
palpated the skin for scar tissue, but there’s nor the slightest 
hint of ıt And that’s not the half of it' She has no discernible 
systole and diastole Man, do you know what that means ?” 

‘Tm not interested right now,’ Fabian told him ‘Later, 
maybe Do you think you can help her with these physical 
problems when they come up ” 

‘Oh, sure At least as well as that old fellow 

‘What about children ? Can she have them?’ 

Rudd spread his hands ‘I don’t see whv not For all her 
peculiarities, she’s a remarkably healthy young woman And 
we hive no reason to believe that this condition — whatever 
vou want to callie 1s hereditary Of course, some part of ıt 
might be, in some strange way or other, but on the 
evidence 

They were married, just before the srart of kabian’s vaca 
tron, at City Hall They came back to the othce after lunch 
and told everyone about it Fabian had already hired a new 
secretary co replice his wite 

Two months later, Fabian had managed to get het 
pregnant 

He was amazed at how upset she became, considering the 
meekness he had induced in her from the beginning ot their 
marriage He tried to be stern and to tell her he would have 
none of this nonsense, Dr Rudd had said there was every 
reason to expect that she would have a normal baby, and that 
was that But it didn’t work. He tried gentle humour, cajolery. 
He even took her m his arms and told her he loved her too 
much not to want to have a httk girl pust like her But that 
didn t work either 

‘kabian, darling,’ she moaned, ‘don’t vou understand? Pm 
not supposed to have a child Fm not hike other women ` 

He finally used something he had been saving as a last 
resort for this emergency He took a book trom the shelf and 
tipped it open ‘I understand,’ he sud ‘Its half Dr L orngton 
and his nineteenth-century superstitious twaddle, and half a 
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silly little folk poem you read when you were a girl and that 
made a terrifying impression on you Well, I can’t do anything 
about Dr Lorington at this pomt in your life, but I can do 
something about that poem Here. Read this,’ 

She read 


Birthdays 

by BL FARJEFON 
Monday's child ts fan of face 
Iuesday’s child ts full of grace 
Wednesday's child ts loving and giving, 
Chursday's child works hard for a lung, 
Iriday’s child ts full of woe, 
Saturday’s child has far to go. 
But the child that ıs born on the Sabbath day 
Is brave und bonny, and good and gav 


Wednesday looked up and shook the tears from her eves 
‘But I don’s understand,’ she muttered in confusion * that’s 
not like che one I read ’ 

He squatted beside her and explained patiently ‘The one 
you read had two lines transposed, right? Wednesday's and 
Thursday’s child had the lines that Fridav’s and Saturday's 
child have in this version and vice versa Well, it's an old 
Devonshire poem orginally, and no one knows for sure 
which version is might Tlooked it up especially for you Tyust 
wanted to show vou how silly you were, basing your cnure 
attitude towards hfe on a couple of verses which could be 
read either way, not to mention the face that they ware 
written several centurics before anyone thought of naming 
you Wednesday ’ 

She threw her arms round him ind held on ughtly ‘Oh, 
Fabian, darling! Don’t be angry with me It’s just that Fm so 
— frightened" 


Jim Rudd was a httle concerned. too ‘Oh, Pm pretty sure tt 
will be all nght, but I wish you'd waited unul { had time to 
familiarize myself a bit more with the patient Che only thing, 
kabe, PI have to call in a first rate obstetrician Pd never 
dream of handling this myself I can make him keep it quiet, 
about Wednesday and all that But the moment she enters the 
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delivery room, all bets are off Too many odd things about 
her — they’re bound to be noticed by some nurse, at least ’ 

‘Do the best you can,’ Fabian told him ‘I don’t want my 
wife involved in garish publicity, if it can be helped But tf ıt 
can’t be - well, it’s about time Wednesday learned to live in 
the real world ’ 

The gestation period went along pretty well, with not much 
more than fairly usual complications The obstetrical specialist 
Jim Rudd had suggested was as intrigued as anyone else by 
Wednesday’s oddities, but he told them that the pregnancy 
was following a monotonously normal course and that the 
foetus seemed to be developing satisfactorily and completely 
on schedule 

Wednesday became fairly cheerful again Outside of her 
minor fears, Fabian reflected, she was in eminently satisfac 
torv and useful wife She didn’t exactly shine at parties where 
they mingled with other married couples from Slaughter, 
Stark and Slingsby, but she never committed 1 major taux pas 
ether She was in fact rather well liked, and, as she obeved 
him faithfully in every particular, he had no cause at all for 
complaint 

He spent his days at the office handling the dry, minuscule 
details of paper work and personnel administration more 
efficiently than ever before, and his mights and week ends 
with a person he had every reason to belicve was the most 
different woman on the tive of the Farth He wis very well 
satished 

Near the end of her term, Wednesday did beg for permission 
to visit Dr Lorington just once Fabian had to refuse, regret 
fully but firmly 

es not that I mind his not sending us a congratulatory 
telegram or wedding gift, Wednesday I really don’t mind that 
at all Fm not the kind of man to hold a grudge But you're in 
good shape now You're over most of your silly fears Loring- 
ton would just make them come alive again ° 

And she continued to do what he said Without argument, 
without complaint She was really quite a good wife Fabian 
looked forward to the baby cagerly 

One day, he received a telephone call at the office from the 
hospital. Wednesday had gone into labour while visiting the 
obstetrician She’d been rushed to the hospital and given birth 
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shortly after arrival to a baby girl Both mother and child 
were doing well 

Fabian broke our the box of cigars he’d been saving for this 
occasion He passed them around the office and received the 
felicitations of everybody up to and including Mr Slaughter, 
Mr Stark and both Mr Slingsbys Then he took off for the 
hospital 

From the moment he arrived in the Maternity Pavilion, he 
knew that something was wrong It was the wav people 
looked at him, then looked quickly away He heard a nurse 
saying behind him “That must be the father’ His lips went 
tight and dry 

They took him in to see his wite Wednesday lay on her 
side, her knees drawn up aginst her abdomen She was 
breathing hard, but seemed to be unconscious Somcthing 
about her position made him fee! acutely uncomfortable, but 
he couldn’t decide exactly what it was 

‘I thought this was going to be the natural childbirth 
method,’ he said ‘She told me she didn’t think you’d have to 
use anaesthesia ` 

‘We didn’t use anaesthesia,’ the obstetrician told him Now 
let’s go to your child, Mr Balik ` 

He let them fit a mask across his face and lead him to the 
_glass-enclosed room where the new born infants lay in their 
tiny beds He moved slowly, unwillingly, a shrieking song of 
incomprehensible disaster building up slowly in his head 

A nurse picked a baby out of a bed that was off in a corner 
away from the others As Fabian stumbled closer, he observed 
with a mad surge of relief that the child looked normal There 
was no visible blemish or deformity Wednesday's daughter 
would not be a freak 

But the infant stretched its arms out to him ‘Oh, Fabian, 
darling,’ ıt hsped through toothless gums ın a voice that was 
all too terrifyingly familar ‘Oh Fabian, darling, the strangest, 
most unbelievable thing has happened " 


Dial ‘F’ 
For Frankenstein 


By ARTHUR C. CLARKE 


Arthur © (Clarke (1917 ) is certainly the best known and 
most highly acclarmed writer of Science Liction m the world 
today, while the film, 2001 A Space Odyssey. on which 
Stanley Kubrick based bis story and script has been called ‘the 
most famous of all SI films’ What 1s far less well known, 
hou ever, ts that Arthur has a very mtriguing link with Andrew 
Crosse, ‘lhe Wizard of the Quanto. ks’, because he was born 
on a farm in Minehead, Somerset, less than four miles from 
(roses mansion, Fyne Court It was not until a fet vears 
ago, howerer, that he discovered the link bitu een the experi- 
menter and the book ubhich ts sad ta mark the start of the 
genre that he now domimates Arthur was, of course, familiar 
with Mary Shelley's original novel and a number of the 
subse quent Frankenstein mores, but it was only after reading 
my book, The Man Who Was Frankenstein, that be realised 
he had groun up in the same vicinity as Crosse And it was 
during a return trip to Somerset from hts home in Sr Lanka 
mm 1985 that be finally cisited the remams of the erperimenter’s 
home 

‘Although a fire bad destroyed the laboratory section (1 
cannot confirm that it was torched by fear maddened peas- 
ants) some of the equipment and furniture stil survived,’ he 
wrote im his autobiography, Astounding Davs (1989) ‘Most 
remarkable of all, one of the conductors which Crosse used 
for his ill-advised attempts to tap atmospheric electricity can 
still be seen, high up in the fork of an anctent tree on the 
estate. As I stared at this relic, I remembered hov the lightning 
played around the bulking, soon-to-be-animated body of Wil- 
ham Henry Pratt a.k.a Boris Karloff.’ 

This was not the only surprise that awaited Arthur on that 
homecoming For he also learned that during World War Il 
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his mother had made a practice of hiring out ponies from the 
farm to soldiers billeted in a nearby army camp so that they 
could go riding across the neighbouring countryside One of 
her favourite customers had apparently been a young actor 
later destined to become famous ın that role associated unth 
Andrew Crosse His nume was Peter Cushing Although 
Arthur C Clarke's birthplace bas now been marked by a 
spectal plaque, only a simple cross in the local graveyard 
marks Andrew ( rasse’s last resting place 

It came as no surprise to me to find that Clarke bad written 
a story that fitted our theme Dial ‘F For Frankenstein 1s, in 
fact, another man versus machines tale, but one full of unex 
pected surprises It tas first published in Playboy magazine m 
January 1965 with a warning that n should be taken uith 
very feu grams of salt in view of the omniscence C larke has 
shown in the past anent future scientific events’ Tuttle bas 
changed to alter this u armng in the intervening years 


At or 50 Greenwich Mean Time on December 1, 1975, every 
telephone in the world started to ring A quarter of a billion 
people picked up their receivers, to listen for a few seconds 
with annovance or perplexity [Those who had been awakened 
in the middle of the mght assumed that some tar off friend 
was calling, over the satellite telephone network that had 
gone into service, with such a blaze of publicity, the day 
before But there was no voice on the line, only a sound that 
to many seemed hike the roaring of the ser — to others, hke the 
vibrations of harp strings in the wind And there were manv 
more, in that moment, who recalled a secret sound of child 
hood the nose of blood pulsing through the veins, heard 
when a shell 1s cupped over the car Whatever it was, it lasted 
no more than 20 seconds, then it was replaced by the dialling 
tone 

The world’s subscribers cursed, muttered ‘Wrong number’ 
and hung up Some tried to dial a complaint, but the hne 
seemed busy In a few hours, everyone had forgotten the 
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incident — except those whose duty it was to worry about 
such things 

At the Post Office Research Station, the argument had been 
going on all morning, and had got nowhere It continued 
unabated through the lunch break, when the hungry engineers 
poured into the little cafe across the road 

‘J sall think,’ said Willy Smith, the solid state electronics 
man, ‘that it was a temporary surge of current, caused when 
the satellite network was switched in’ 

‘Ir was obviously something to do with the satellites,’ 
agreed Jules Reyner, circuit designer ‘But why the time delay? 
They were plugged in at midnight, the ringing wis two hours 
later — as we all know to our cost ` He yawned violently 

‘What do you think, Doc è? asked Bob Andrews, computer 
programmer ‘You've been very quiet all morning Surely 
you've got some idea ?” 

Dr John Williams, head of the Mathematics Division, stirred 
uneasily 

‘Yes, he said ‘Ihave But vou won't take it seriously ’ 

‘That doesn’t matter Kven if it’s as crazy as those science 
fiction yarns you write under a pseudonym, it may give us 
some leads ' 

Williams blushed, but not very hard E vervone knew about 
his stories, and he wasn’t ashamed of them = After all, they 
had bein collected in book torm (Remainder at five shillings, 
he still had a couple of hundred copies ) 

‘Very well, he sud, doodling on the tablecloth ‘This ts 
something lve been wondering about for years Have vou 
ever considered the analogy between an automit telephone 
exchange and the human brain *’ 

‘Who hasn’t thought of it?’ scoffed one of his listeners 
‘That idea must go back to Graham Bell ’ 

‘Possibly, I never sud it was orginal But l do say it’s time 
we started taking it seriously > He squinted balefully at the 
fluorescent tubes above the table, they were necded on this 
foggy winter day ‘What's wrong with the damn lights? 
They’ve been flickering for the last tive minutes | 

‘Don’t bother about that, Matsie’s probally forgotten to 
pay her electricity bill Let's hear more about your theory ’ 

‘Most of it isn’t theory, it’s plain faet We know that the hu- 
man brain ıs a system of switches neurons — interconnected 


684 THE FRANKENSTEIN OMNIBUS 


in a very elaborate fashion by nerves. An automatic tele- 
phone exchange 15 also a system of switches ~ selectors, and 
so forth — connected together with wires ’ 

‘Agreed,’ said Smith. ‘Buc that analogy won’t get you very 
far. Aren’t there about fifteen billion neurons in the brain? 
Thats a lot more than the number of switches in an 
autoexchange ’ 

Williams’ answer was interrupted by the scream ot a low- 
flying yet, he had to wait unul the cafe had ceased to vibrate 
before he could continue. 

‘Never heard them fly that low,’ Andrews grumbled. 
‘Thought it was against regulations ’ 

‘So itis, but don’t worry — London Airport Control will 
catch him ’ 

‘I doubt it,’ said Reyner ‘Chat wus London Airport, bring 
ing in a Concorde on Ground Approach But Pve never heard 
one so low, either Glad L wasn’t aboard ` 

‘Are we, or are we not, going to get on with this blasted 
discussion ?? demanded Smith 

‘You're right about the fitteen billion neurons in the human 
brain,’ continued Wilhams unabashed ‘And that’s the whole 
point Fifteen bilhon sounds a large number, but ac isn’t 
Round about the 1960s, there were more than that number of 
individual switches in the world’s autoexchanges Today, 

there are approximately five times as many ’ 

‘I see,” said Revner, very slowly ‘And as of yesterday, 
they’ve all become capable of full interconnection, now that 
the satellite links hase gone into service ` 

‘Precisely `° 

There was silence tor a moment, apart from the distant 
clanging of a fre-engine bell 

‘Let me get this straight,’ sard South ‘Are you suggesting 
thar the world telephone system is now a giant brain?" 

‘That’s putting it crudely — anthropomorphually | prefer 
to think of it in terms of critical size.’ Wifliams held his hands 
out in front of him, fingers partly closed. 

‘Here are two lumps of U 235, nothing happens as long as 
you keep them apart But bring them together’ he suited the 
action to the words — ‘and you have something very different 
from one bigger lump of uranium You have a hole half a mile 
acros». 
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‘It’s the same with our telephone networks, until today 
they’ve been largely independent, autonomous. But now 
we've suddenly multiplied the connecting links — the net- 
works have all merged together — and we've reached 
criticality.’ 

‘And just what does criticality mean in this case” asked 
Smith. 

‘For want of a better word — consciousness.’ 

‘A weird sort of consciousness,” said Reyner ‘What would 
it use for sense organs ?” 

‘Well, all the radio and TV stations in the world would be 
feeding information into it, through their landhnes [hat 
should give it something to think about! Then there would be 
all the data stored ın all the computers, it would have access 
to that — and to the electronic libraries, the radar tracking 
systems, the telemetering in the automatic factories Oh, tt 
would have enough sense organs! We can’t begin to mmagine 
its picture of the world, but it would be infinitely richer and 
more complex than ours ’ 

‘Granted all this, because it’s an entertaining idea,’ said 
Reyner, ‘what could it do exccpt think? Tt couldn't go any- 
where, it would have no limbs ’° 

‘Why should it want to travel? It would already be every- 
where! And every piece of remotely controlled electrical equip- 
ment on the planet could act as a hmb ’ 

‘Now I understand that time delay,” interjected Andiews 
‘It was conceived at midmight, but it wasn’t born until t ṣo 
this morning The noise that woke us all up was ats birth 
cry’ 

His attempt to sound facetious was not altogether convine- 
ing, and nobody smiled. Overhead, the lights continued their 
annoying flicker, which seemed to be getting worse Then 
there was an interruption trom the front of the cafe. as Jim 
Small of Power Supphes made his usual boisterous entry. 

‘Look at this, fellows,’ he grinned, waving a piece of paper 
in front of his colleagues. ‘I’m rich Fver seen a bank balance 
like that” 

Dr Wilhams took the proffered statement, glanced down 
the columns, and read the balance aloud ‘Credit 
£999,999,897.87 ` 

‘Nothing very odd about that,’ he continued, above the 
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general amusement. ‘I’d say it means the computer’s made a 
slight mistake. That sort of thing was happening all the time, 
just after the banks converted to the decimal system.’ 

‘| know, | know,’ said Jim, ‘but don’t spoil my fun. Pm 
going to trame this statement — and what would happen if | 
drew a cheque tor a tew million, on the strength of this? 
Could I sue the bank it it bounced ?’ 

‘Not on your lite,” answered Reyner. ‘Pll take a bet that the 
banks thought of that years ago, and protected themselves 
somewhere down ın the small print. But by the way - when 
did you get that statement ?’ 

‘In the noon delivery ; it Comes straight to the office, so that 
my wife doesn’t have a chance of seeing tt.’ 

‘Hmm - chat means tt was computed early this morning. 
Certainly after midnight .. ° 

‘What are you driving at? And why all the long taces ?” 

No one answered him, he had started a new hare, and the 
hounds were in full crv 

‘Does anyone here know about automated banking sys- 
tems?” asked Willy Smith. ‘How are they tied together ”” 

‘Like everything else these days,’ said Bob Andrews 
‘They're all in the same network — the computers talk to one 
another all over the world. It’s a point for you, John. If there 
was real trouble, that’s one of the first places Pd expect irt. 
Besides the phone system ttself, of course.” 

‘No one answered the question I asked before Jim came tn,’ 
complained Reyner ‘What would this supermind actually do ? 
Would it be friendly - hostile indifferent? Would it even 
know that we exist, or would it consider the electronic signals 
it’s handling to be the only reality ” 

‘I see you’re beginning to believe me,” said Williams with a 
certain grim satistaction ‘f can only answer your question by 
asking another. What does a newborn baby do? It starts 
looking for food.’ He glanced up at the flickering lights. ‘My 
God,’ he said slowly, as if a thought had just struck him 
‘There’s only one food it would need - electricity.’ 

‘This nonsense has gone far enough,’ satd Smith. ‘What the 
devils happened to our lunch? We gave our orders twenty 
minutes ago.’ 

Everyone ignored him. 

‘And then,’ said Reyner, taking up where Williams had left 
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off, ‘it would start looking around, and stretching its limbs. In 
fact, it would start to play, like any growing baby.’ 

‘And babies break things,’ said someone, very softly. 

‘It would have enough toys, heaven knows. That Concorde 
that went over just now. The automated production lines. 
The traffic lights in our streets.’ 

‘Funny you should mention that,” interjected Small. ‘Some- 
thing’s happened to the traffic outside - 1t’s been stopped for 
the last ten minutes Looks hke a big jam’ 

‘[ guess there’s a hre somewhere I heard an engine ’ 

‘Te heard two - and what sounded like an explosion over 
towards the industrial estate Hope it’s nothing serious ’ 

‘Maisie!!! What about some candles? We can’t see a 
thing" 

‘I’ve just remembered this place has an all-electric kitchen 
We're going to get cold lunch, if we get any lunch at all’ 

‘At Jeast we can reid the newspaper while we're waiting Is 
that the latest edition you've got there, Jim *’ 

‘Yes havert had ume to look at it vec Hmm there do 
seem to have been a lot of odd accidents this morning - 
railway signals jammed water main blown up through 
tulure of relief valve dozens of Complaints about lasr night's 
wrong numbers 

He turned the page, and became suddenly silent 

‘What's the matter *’ 

Without a word. Small handed over the paper Only the 
tront pape made sense Throughout the mtertor, column after 
column wis a mass of printer’s pe with, here and there, a 
few mcongruous advertiscments making islands ot sinity ina 
sea of gibberish They had obviously been set up as independ 
ent blocks, and had escaped the scrambling chat had overtaken 
the text around them 

‘So this is where long distance type seting ind autodistribu- 
tion have brought us? grumbled Andiews ‘Pm afraid Fleet 
Sueet’s been putung too many eggs in one electrome basket ’ 

‘So have we all, Tm atraid, sud Wilhams, very solemnly. 
‘So have we all" 

‘If I can get a word in edgeways. in ume to stop the mob 
hysteria which seems to be intecting this table” said Smith 
loudly and firmly, ‘Yd [ike to pomt out that there's nothing to 
worry about - even if John’s ingenious fantasy is correct. We 
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only have to switch off the satellites — and we'll be back 
where we were yesterday.’ 

‘Prefrontal lobotomy,’ muttered Williams. ‘Td thought of 
that.’ 

‘Eh? Oh yes — cutting out slabs of the brain. That would 
certainly do the trick. Expensive, of course, and we'd have to 
go back to sending telegrams to each other. But civilization 
would survive.’ 

From not too tar away, there was a short, sharp explosion. 

‘T don’t hke this,’ said Andrews nervously. ‘Lets hear what 
the old BBC’s got to say - the one-o’clock news has just 
started.’ 

He reached into his brietcase and pulled out a transistor 
radio. 

‘— unprecedented number of industrial accidents, as well as 
the unexplained launching of three salvos of guided missiles 
from mulitary installations in the United States Several air 
ports have had to suspend operations owing to the erratic 
behaviour of their radars, and the banks and stock exchanges 
have closed because their information processing systems have 
become completely unreltable > (“You're telling me,” muttered 
Small, while the others shushed him ) ‘One moment, please 
there’s a news flash coming through .. Here it is. We have 
just been informed that all control over the newly installed 
communication satellites has been lost. They are no longer 
responding to commands from the ground. According to . 

The BBC went off the air, even the carrier wave died. 
Andrews reached tor the tuning knob, and twisted it round 
the dial. Over the whole band, the ether was silent. 

Presently Revner said, m a vore not far from hysteria 
‘That prefrontal lobotomy was a good idea, John. Foo bad 
that baby’s already thought of tt.’ 

Walliams rose slowly to his feet. 

‘Let’s get back to the lab, he said. ‘There must be an 
answer somewhere.’ 

But he knew already that it was far, tag too late. For Homo 
sapiens the telephone bell had tolled 


The Plot is the Thing 


By ROBERT BLOCH 


Robert Bloch (1917. ) who began his life long fascination 
with horror cowering in a cinema seat wate hing Ton Chaney’s 
terrifying performance us the original Phantom of the Opera 
in 1925, bas since repaid his debt to the genre by writing some 
of its most blackly humorous not to mention chilling short 
stones lle ts also famous as the author of Alfred Hitchcock's 
best known movie Psycho, based on his 1959 novel Bob’s 
work as a screenwriter has brought him mto close contact 
uith many horror actors, and for years one of his closest 
friends was Boris Karloff He is also a friend of Karloff’s 
successor in the Frankenstein role, Peter Cushing 

Since Robert Bloch’s earliest short stories for Weird Tales 
in the Thirties on ubuh be recened considerable advice 
from HP Jovecraft — he bas mtroduced the ‘monster’ and 
‘creation of Itfe’ themes mto a number of his tales, as well as 
in his seript for the 1968 mouie, Torture Garden in u huh a 
group of Hollywood stars maintained their vouthful good 
looks and immortality by baving their brains transferred to 
robot bodies Probably his most suitable story for this collec- 
tion is The Plot is the Thing which he wrote m 1966 for the 
Magazine of Fantasy and Science Fiction Ht ts all about an 
avid movie fan who ws given a brain operation and thereafter 
believes she ss actually taking part in old films Her encounter 
unth the Frankenstein monster provides the climactic experi- 
ence of thts compelling and gruesome tale by the man who 
has not without good reason been described us ‘the master of 
graveyard horror’. 
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When they broke into the apartment, they found her sitting in 
front of the television set, watching an old movie. 

Peggy couldn’t understand why they made such a fuss 
about that She hked to watch old movies the Late Show, 
the Late, Late Show, even the All Night Show That was 
really the best, because they generally ran the horror pictures 
Peggy tried to explam this to them, but they kept prowling 
around the apartment, looking at the dust on the furniture 
and the dirty shcets on the unmade bed Somebody said there 
was green mould on the dishes in the sink, it’s true she hadn’t 
bothered to wash them for quite a long time, bur then she 
simply hadn’t bothercd to eat for several days, either 

It wasn’t as though she didn’t have any money, she told 
them about the bank accounts But shopping and cooking and 
housekeeping was just too much trouble, and besides, she 
really didn’t hike going outside and seeing all thosc people So 
if she preferred watching TV, that was her business wasn’t it? 

They just looked at eich other and shook their heads and 
made some phone calls And then the ambulance came, and 
they helped her dress Helped her? They practically forced 
her, and by the time she realized where they were taking her it 
was too late 

Ac firse they were very nxe to her at the hospital, but they 
kept asking those idiote questions When she said she had no 
relatives or triends they wouldn't believe her, and when they 
checked and found out it was true it only made things worse 
Peggy got angry and said she wis gomg home and it all 
ended with a hypo in the arm 

There were lots of hypos after that and in in between umes 
this Dr Crane kept after her Hie was one of the heads of staft 
and at hrst Peggy liked him, but not when he began to pry 

She tried to explain to him that she'd always been 1 loner, 
even before her parents dicd And she told him there was no 
reason for her to work, with all chat moncy Somehow, he got 
it out of her about how she used to keep going to the movics, 
at least one every day, only she liked horror prtures and ot 
course there weren’t quite that many, so after while she just 
watched them on IV Because it was easter, and you didn’t 
have to go home along dark streets after seeing something 
frightening At home she could lock herself in, and as long as 
she had the television going she didn’t teel lonely Besides, she 
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could watch movies all night, and this helped her insomnia. 
Sometimes the old pictures were pretty gruesome and this 
made her nervous, but she felt more nervous when she didn’t 
watch Because in the movies, no matter how horrible things 
seemed for the heroine, she was always rescued in the end. 
And that was better than the way things generally worked out 
in real life, wasn’t it? 

Dr Crane didn’t think so And he wouldn’t let her have any 
television in her room now, either He kept talking to Peggy 
about the need to face reality, and the dangers of retreating 
into a fantasy world and identifying with frightened heroines 
The way he made ıt sound, you'd think she wanted to be 
menaced, wanted to be killed, or even raped 

And when he started all that nonesense about a ‘nervous 
disorder’ and told her about his plans for treatment, Peggy 
knew she had to escape Only she never got a chance Before 
she realized it, they had arranged for the lobotomy 

Peggy knew what a lobotomy was, of course And she was 
afraid of it, because it meant tampering with the brain She 
remembered some mad doctor -~ Lionel Atwill, or George 
Zucco? saying that by tampering with the secrets of the 
human brain one can change reality ‘There are some things 
we were not meant to know, he hid whispered But that of 
course, was in a movie And Dr Crane wasn’t mad She was 
the mad one Or was she? He certainly looked insane — she 
kept trying co break free after they strapped her down and he 
came after her she remembered the way everything gleamed. 
His eyes, and the long needle The long needle, probing into 
her brain to change reality — 

The funny thing was, when she woke up she telt fine ‘Pm 
like a ditferent person, Doctor ' 

And ıt was true No more jitters, she was perfectly calm 
And she wanted to eat, and she didn’t have insomnia, and she 
could dress herself and talk to the nurses, even kid around 
with them The big thing was that she didn’t worty about 
watching television any more She could scarcely remember 
any of those old movies that had disturbed her. Peggy wasn't 
a bit disturbed now. And even Dr Crane knew it 

At the end of the second week he was willing to let her go 
home. They had a little chat, and he complimented her on 
how well she was doing, asked her about her plans for the 
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future. When Peggy admitted she hadn’t figured anything out 
yet, Dr Crane suggested she take a trip She promised to think 
It over. 

But it wasn’t until she got back to the apartment that Peggy 
made up her mind The place was a mess The moment she 
walked in she knew she couldn’t stand it All that dirt and 
grime and squalor — it was like a movie set, really, with 
clothes scattered everywhere and dishes piled in the sink 
Peggy decided right then and there she'd take a vacation 
Around the world, maybe Why not? She had the money And 
it would be interesting to see all the real things she’d seen 
represented on the screen all these years 

So Peggy dissolved into a travel agency and montaged into 
shopping and packing and faded out to London 

Strange, she didn’t think of it in that way at the time But 
looking back, she began to realize that this 1s the way things 
seemed to happen She'd come to a decision, or go somewhere 
and do something, and all of a sudden she'd find herself in 
another setting just hke in a movie, where they cut from 
scene to scene When she first became iware of it she was a 
httle worried, perhaps she was having blackouts Atter all, 
her brain fad been tampered with But there was nothing 
really alarming about the littl mental blanks In a way they 
were very convenient, just like in the movies, you don’t 
particularly want to waste time watching the heroine brush 
her teeth or pack her clothing or put on cosmetics The plot ts 
the thing Thats what’s real 

And everything was real, now No more uncertainty Peggy 
could admit to herself that before the operation there had 
been times when she wasn’t quite sure about things, some 
times what she saw on the screen was more convincing than 
the dull grey fog which seemed to surround her in daily life 

But that was gone, now Whatever that needle had done, ıt 
had managed to pierce the fog Fverything was very clear, 
very sharp and definite, like good black-and-white camera 
work And she herself felt so much mpre capable and confi 
dent She was well-dressed, well groomed, attractive again 
The extras moved along the streets in an orderly fashion and 
didn’t bother her And the bit-players spoke their lines crisply, 
performed their functions, and got out of the scene, Odd that 
she should think of them that way they weren’t ‘bit-players’ 
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at all; just cravel clerks and waiters and stewards and then, at 
the hotel, bellboys and maids. They seemed to fade ın and out 
of the picture on cue. All smiles, like in the early part of a 
good horror movie, where at first everything seems bright and 
cheer ful. 

Paris was where things started to go wrong. This guide - a 
sort of Eduardo Ciannelli type, in fact he looked to be an 
almost dead ringer for Ciannelli as he was many years ago — 
was showing her through the Opera House. He happened to 
mention something about the catacombs, and that rang a 
bell. 

She thought about Erik. That was his name, Enk - The 
Phantom of the Opera. Te had lived in the catacombs under- 
neath the Opera House Ot course, it was only a picture, but 
she thought perhaps the guide would know about it and she 
mentioned Erik’s name as a sort of joke. 

hats when the guide turned pale and began to tremble. 
And then he ran Just ran otf and left her standing there. 

Peggy knew something was wrong, then. The scene just 
seemed to dissolve that part didn’t worry her, it was just 
another one of those temporary blackouts she was getting 
used to and when Peggy regained awareness, she was im this 
bookstore asking a clerk about Gaston Leroux. 

And this was what frightened her. She remembered dis- 
tmnceth that [he Phantom of the Opera had been written by 
Gaston Leroux, but here was this French bookstore clerk 
telling her there was no such author 

I hats what they said when she called the library No such 
author - and no such book Peggy opened her mouth, but the 
scene was already dissolving 

In Germany she rented a car, and she was enjoying the 
scenery when she came to this burned null and the ruins of 
the castle beyond. She knew where she was, of course, but it 
couldn’t be not until she got out ot the car, moved up ro the 
great door, and m the waning sun of twilight, read the 
engraved legend on the stone Pramkenstert 

There was a faint sound from behind the door, a sound of 
muffled, dragging footsteps, moving closer. Peggy screamed, 
and ran.. 

Now she knew where she was running to. Perhaps she'd 
find satety behind the Iron Curtam. Instead there was another 
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castle, and she heard the howling of a wolf in the distance, 
saw the bat swoop from the shadows as she fled. 

And in an English library in Prague, Peggy searched the 
volumes of literary biography There was no listing for Mary 
Wollstonecraft Shellev, none for Bram Stoker 

Of course not There wouldn't be, in a movie world, 
because when the characters are real, their ‘authors’ do not 
exist 

Peggy remembered the wav Larry Talbot had changed 
before her eyes, metamorphosing into the howling wolf She 
remembered the sly purr of the Count’s vore, saying, ‘I do 
not drink — wine’ And she shuddered. and longed to be far 
away from the superstitious peasintry who draped wolfbane 
outside their windows 1t night 

She needed the reassurance of sanity in an Fnglish speaking 
country She’d go to London, see a doctor immediately 

Then she remembered what was im London Another were 
wolf And Mr Hyde And the Ripper 

Peggy flcd through a fadeout, bick to Paris She found the 
name of a psychiatrist, made her appointment She was per 
fectly prepared to face her problem now perfectly prepared to 
face realiry 

But she was not prepared to face the bald headed httle man 
with the sinister accent and the bulging eyes She knew him 
Dr Gogol, in Mad Love She also knew Peter Lorre had 
passed on, knew Mad I ore was only 1 movie, madc the year 
she was born But that was in another country, and besides, 
the wench was dead 

The wench was dead, but Peggy was alive ‘I am a stranger 
and afraid in a world | nerer made’ Or had she made this 
world? She wasnt sure All she knew was that she had to 
escape 

Where? It couldn’t be I gypt, because that’s where be would 
be - the wrinkled, hideous image of the Mummy superim 
posed itself momentarily Fhe Orient? What about Fu 
Manchu? 

Back to Ameria, then’ Home 15 where the heart 15 but 
there'd be a knite waiting for that heart when the shower 
curtains were ripped aside and the creature of Psycho screamed 
and slashed . 


Somehow she managed to remember a haven, born in other 
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films. The South Seas — Dorothy Lamour, Jon Hall, the 
triendly natives in the tropical paradise. There was escape. 

Peggy boarded the ship in Marseilles It was a tramp 
steamer but the cast - crew, rather was reassuringly small 
At first she spent most of her time below deck, huddled in her 
berth Oddly enough, it was getting to be like it had been 
before. Before the operation, that is, before the needle bit into 
her brain, twisting it, or distorting the world. Changing 
reality, as Lionel Atwill had put it She should have listened to 
them — Atwill, Zucco, Basil Rathbone, Edward Van Sloan, 
John Carradine They might have been a httle mad, but they 
were good doctors, dedicated scientists They meant well 
‘There are some things we were not meant to know ’ 

When they reached the tropics, Peggy felt much better She 
regained her appetite, prowled the deck, went into the galley 
and joked with the Chinese cook Ihe crew seemed aloof, but 
they all treated her with the greatest respect She began to 
realize she'd done the right thing this uas escape And the 
warm scent of tropic mghts beguiled her From now on, this 
would be her hfe, drifting through nameless, uncharted seas, 
safe from the role of heroine with all tts haunting and horror 

It was hard to believe she'd been so frightened There were 
no Phantoms, no Werewolves in this world Perhaps she 
didn’t need a doctor She was facing reality, and it was 
pleasant enough There were no movies here, no television, 
het fears were all part of a long forgotten mghtmare 

One evening, after dinner, Peggy returned to her cabin with 
something nagging at the back of her brain The Captain had 
put in one of his infrequent appearances at the table, and he 
kept looking at her all through the meal Something about the 
way he squinted at her was disturbing Chose little pig eves of 
his reminded her of someone Noah Beers ? Stanley Fields ? 

She kept trying to remember, and at the same time she was 
dozing off Dozing off much too quickly Had her food been 
drugged? 

Peggy tued to sit up Through the porthole she caught a 
iceling ghimpsc of land beyond, but then everything began to 
Whirl and it was too late 

When she awoke she was already on the island, and the 
woolly-headed savages were dragging her through the gate, 
howling and waving their spears. 
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They tied her and left her and then Peggy heard the chant- 
ing She looked up and saw the huge shadow Then she knew 
where she was ind what it was, and she screamed 

Even over her own screams she could hear the natives 
chanting, just one word, over and over again It sounded like, 
‘Kong’ 


Fortitude 


By KURT VONNEGUT, JR. 


It ts not only modern Horror and Science Fiction writers who 
have been attracted to the krankenstcin theme - a number of 
mainstream novelists have also utilised some of its ideas m 
segments of their work, thereby demonstrating further the 
adaptability of Mary Shelley’s original concept Foremost 
amongst these hus been Kurt Vonnegut Jr. (rg2z- ) now 
recognised as one of the mayor Amertcan writers of the post 
War period Vonnegut suri wed the terrible trauma of being a 
prsoner of war in Dresden during the bombing of the city 
and the subsequent firestorm, and this has understandably 
made much of bis work irom and full of apocalyptic pessi- 
mism., Interestingly, bts first novel, Plaver Piano (1952), fea- 
tured automatons and described the state of human bemgs 
who were gradually surrendering all their actuaties and dea 
sions to machines 

lhe black humour of this book has been repeated im a 
number of Vonnegut’s short stories including Forutude u hich 
was first published m 1968. In a curious u av, this story is a 
kind of sequel to Dick Donovan's Some Experiments With A 
Head written almost eighty vears earlier. For bere we have the 
ageing Dr Norbert Frankenstein successfully keeping alwe the 
head of a female patient with devies simulatmg human 
organs and systems. The problem begins when the doctor 
realises he ıs in love with the disembodted head and wants to 
be umted uith her in immortality. lhis adroit satire ty written 
in the form of a script and ts an example of Vonnegut ut his 
most ingenious ... 
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THE TIME the present 1H1 PLAC! Upstate New York, a 
large room filled with pulsing, writhing, panting machines 
that perform the functions of various organs of the human 
body - heart, lungs, liver, and so on. ( olour-coded pipes and 
wires swoop upward from the machines to converge and pass 
through a hole m the cetlng lo one side is a fantastically 
complicated master control console 

DR EIBERT LITTLE, a kindly, attractwe young general 
practitioner, is being shown around by the creator and boss of 
the operation, DR NORBERT ERANKENSTIFIN FRANKEN 
STEIN ty 66, d crass medical genius Seated at the console, 
wearing headphones and watching meters and flashing lights, 
IS DR IOM SWIFT. FRANKENSTELIN'S enthustastin, first 
assistunt 


rirrit Oh, my God oh, my God 

FRANKENSTEIN Yeah Those arc her kidneys over there 
That's her liver, of course There vou got her pancreas 

unire Amazing Dr Frankenstein, after seeing this, | wonder 
if I've been practising medicine, if Pve ever even been to 
medical school (Pointing) That's her heart? 

KRANKENSTFIN [hats a Westinghouse heart They make a 
damn good heart, if vou ever need one They make a 
kidney I wouldn’t touch with a ten foot pole 

Lirit That heart is probably worth more than the whole 
township where I practise 

FRANKENSTEIN. Ihat pancreas 1s worth your whole state 

LITHIE Vermont 

FRANKENSTEIN What we paid for the pancreas yeah, we 
could have bought Vermont for that Nobody’d ever made 
a pancreas before, and we had to have one tn ten days or 
lose the patient So we told all the big organ manutacturers, 
‘OK, you guys got to have a crash programme for a 
pancreas Put every man you got on the job We don’t care 
what it costs, as long as we gèt a pancreas by next 
Puesday ' 

LIITII And they succeeded 

FRANKENSTEIN The patient’s sull alive, isn’t she? Believe 
me, those are some expensive sweetbreads 

LITLE But the patient could afford them. 

FRANKENSTEIN You don’t live like this on Blue Cross 


Fortitude 699 


LIIE And how many operations has she had? In how 
many years ? 

FRANKENSSLEIN I gave her her first mayor operation thirty 
six years ago She s hid seventy eight operations since then 

yigtit And how old ts she ? 

FRANKINGIEIN One hundred 

Lirtek What guts chat womin must hive! 

ERANAKENSTEIN You're looking t'em 

ritit [mean what courage! What fortitude! 

ERANKINSTEIN, We knock her out you know We dont 
operate without anu sthitis 

LILLIE Tvenseo 


RANKENSIEIN Haps s8 Dag on the shoulder switt frees im 
ip from the beadphones diuates hi attention between the 
re ors ond the console 


FRANKENSTEIN: Dt Pom Swatt this is Dr H ibert Lute Tom 
heres my Mist assistant 
vith Howdy doods 

PRKANKENSERON Dir fatele has vd pra tee up m Vermont Fife 
happencd to be mo the maphbourhood tle asked for i 
tour 

bittid) Whatdo you he wan the neadphones- 

switi Anything thats com on m the potents room dhe 
offers the beadphones Bem, guest 

aa bstonna to beadphores Nothin 

sagr Shes having her bur brushed now Phe boautirie s 
up thire Shes always que when her hou s bey brushed 
(iI tiki 4 th t þr rdphorne ` b l Å 

FRANKENSTEIN Jo switi We should orng rul te our 
young, visitor here 

swn Whit tor’ 

unt Good gucstion Whit for 

PRANKENSTEIN, Oh Eknow about the great honom that his 
come vour Wty 

Citite Em notr sure [do 

IRANKENSIIIN You ue the Di Littl, went you who wis 
named the Family Doctor of the Year by the Ladies Home 
Journal last month ¢ 

umire Yes — that’s nght Idon t know how in the hell they 
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decided. And I’m even more flabbergasted that a man of 
your calibre would know about it 

FRANKENSTEIN I read the I adtes’ Home Journal from cover 
to cover every month 

LITTLE You do? 

FRANKENSTEIN I only got one patient, Mrs Lovejoy. And 
Mrs Lovejoy reads the Ladies’ Home Journal, so | read it, 
too Thats what we talk about — what’s in the / adies’ 
Home Journal We read all about you last month. Mrs 
Lovejoy kept saying, ‘Oh, what a nice young man he must 
be So understanding ` 

Littik Um 

FRANKENSTEIN Now here you are in the flesh I ber she 
wrote you a letter 

LITTLE Yes— she did 

FRANKENSTEIN She writes thousands of letters a year, gets 
thousands of letters back Some pen pal she is 

LittTLe Isshe uh generally cheerful most of the ame ? 

FRANKENSTEIN If she isn’t, that’s our fault down here If 
she gets unhappy, that means something down here isn't 
working right She was blue about a month ago [urned 
out it was a bum transistor in the console (He reaches 
over SWitt’s shoulder, changes a setting on the console 
The machinery subtly adjusts to the neu’ setting ) There 
- she'll be all depressed for a couple of minutes now 
(He changes the setting again) There Now, pretty quick, 
she'll be happier than she was before She'll sing hke a 


bird 


LITLE conceals his horror wnperfectly Cur TO patient's 
room, which is full of flowers and candy boxes and books 
The patient 1s SYLVIA LOVEJOY, a billtonatire’s undow 
SYIVIA 15 No longer anything but a head connected to pipes 
and wires coming up through the flogr, but this is not 
immediately apparent The first shot of her is a CLOSE-UP, 
with GLORIA, a gorgeous beautician, standing behind her 
SYIVIA ts a heartbreakingly good looking old lady, once a 
famous beauty She ts crying now. 


SYLVIA Gloria — 
GLORIA Ma’am? 
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sYIVIA Wipe these tears away before somebody comes in 
and sees them 

GLORIA (wanting to cry herself} Yes, ma’am (She wipes the 
tears away with Kleenex and studies the results) There 
There 

sytviA I don’t know what came over me Suddenly I was so 
sad I couldn’t stand it 

GLORIA Everybody has to crv some times 

SYIVIA It’s passing now Can you tell J ve been crying? 

GLORIA No No 


She 1s unable to control her oun tears anvmore She soes to a 
uindou so SYLVIA cant see hor cry CAMERA BACKS AWAY 
to rev-cul the tidy clinical abomination of the head and uires 
and pipes The bead ts on a tripod There is a black box uith 
ninking coloured lights banging under the head where the 
chest would normally be Mech uucal arms conte out of the 
box ubere arms would normally be Theres a table uithin 
easy roach of the ims On it ire a pen and piper 1 partially 
soltid pgsin puede and a bulky korttine bie Sticking out of 
the bug ire needles ind a suedter in progress Hanging over 
SYLVIA s bead is a murophom on i boom 


syYIvIA sighing) Oh whai a foolsh old woman you must 
think fam (CLOREA shakes her headain demal rs unal h to 
reply) Gloria? Are vou sull there 

GLORIA Yes 

syived Is anything the matter ? 

GLORIA No 

syivia Youre such i good trend Gloria | want you to 
know I tee! thar with all my he art 

GLORIA DPhike you too 

SYLVIA Tt youever hive any problems I can help you with | 
hope you TH isk me 

GORIS Ewall Daal! 


HOWARD DERBY the hospital mul dok dances m uith an 
irmload of letters He is a merry old fool 


DERBY Mailman! Madman! 
SYLVIA (brightening) Mailman! God bless the mailman! 
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DERBY : How’s the patient today ? 

SYLVIA: Very sad a moment ago. But now that I see you, I 
want to sing like a bird 

DERBY: Fifty-three letters today. [here’s even one from 
Leningrad. 

syLViA. There's a blind woman m Leningrad. Poor soul, 
poor soul 

DERBY (making a fan of the mail, reading postmarks). West 
Virginia, Honolulu, Brisbane, Australia -- 


SYLVIA selects an envelope at random 


syevta Wheeling, West Virgina Now, who do I know m 
Wheeling? (She opens the envelope expertly urth her me 
chanical bands, reads) ‘Dear Mrs Loveyoy You don’t know 
me, but f just read about you in the Reader's Digest, and 
Pm sitting here with tears streaming down my cheeks’ 
Reader's Digest? My goodness that article was printed 
fourteen years ago! And she just read ait? 

DERBY Old Reader's Digests go on and on Ive got one at 
home lH bet is ten years old. Esull read it every me I need 
a httle inspiration 

SYLVIA (Qegding owd Eam never gomg to complam obon 
anything that ever happens to me ever agam Í thought | 
was as untortumate as a person can get when my husbond 
shot his gudtrend six months ago and then blew his own 
brains out He left me with seven children and with eight 
payments stl to go on a Bunk Roadmaster with three thi 
tyres and a busted transmission After reading about you 
though, Ewit here and count my blessings ` Isn't that a ni 
letter ? 

DERBY Sure ds 

syIvVIA Theresa PS ‘Ger well cecal soon, vou bear? (Shi 
puts the fetter on the table) There isn’t a letter from 
Vermont, is there ? 

DERBY Vermont ? 

syivta Last month, when I had that low spell, F wrote what 
Im afrad was a very stupid, self centred, self-pitying letter 
to a young doctor { read about an the fudres’ Horu 
Journal Fm so ashamed I live m fear and trembling of 
what he’s going to say back to me 1f he answers at all. 
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GLORIA What could he say ? What could he possibly say? 

SYLVIA He could tell me about the real suffering going on 
out there in the world, about people who don’t know 
where the next meal ıs coming from, about people so poor 
they’ve never been to a doctor in their whole fives And to 
think of all the help I’ve had - all the tender, loving care, 
all the latest wonders science has to offer 


CUT 10 corridor outside sytvia’s room There ts a sign on 
the door saying ALWAYS ENIER SMILING! FRANKENSTEIN 
and VALLLE are about to enter 


uiri She’sin there? 

FRANKENSTEIN: Every part of her that isn’t downstairs 

umri And iverybody obeys this sign, Pm sure 

ERANKENSTEIN Part of the therapy We treat the whole 
patient here 


GLORIA comes from the room closes the door tightly then 
bursts into noisy tears 


IRANKENSTEIN (fO GLORIA, disgusted) Oh tor crving out 
loud And whit is this? 

GLORIA. Let her dre, Dr Frankenstein For the love of God, 
let her die! 

irrite Phisas her narse? 

FRANKENSTEIN She hisn’t got bruns enough to be 1 nurse 
She is a lousy beautician A hundred bucks 12 weck she 
makes just to take cue of one womin’s fice ind hair 
(lo GLorRtIA) You blew it, honevbunch You're through 

GLORIA What? 

KRANKENSTEIN Pick up your cheque ind scram 

GLORIA I'm her closest friend 

FRANKENSTEIN Some frend! You just asked me to knock 
her otf 

GLORIA Inthe name of mercy, yes, I did 

FRANKENSTEIN You're that sure there's 1 heaven, ch? You 
want to send her right up there so she can get her wings 
and harp 

GLORIA I know there's a hell I’ve seen at It’s in there, and 
you're its great inventor 
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FRANKENSTEIN (stung, letting a moment pass before reply- 
ing): Christ — the things people say sometimes. 

GLORIA: It’s nme somebody who loves her spoke up. 

LRANKENSILEIN Love. 

GLORIA: You wouldn't know what that is. 

FRANKENSTEIN: Love. (More to himself than to her) Do I 
have a wife? No. Do I have a mistress? No. I have loved 
only two women in my lite - my mother and that woman 
in there. I wasn’t able to save my mother from death. I 
had just graduated from medical school and my mother 
was dying of cancer of the everything. ‘OK, wise guy,’ | 
said to myself, ‘you’re such a hot-shot doctor from Heidel- 
berg, now, lets see you save your mother trom death.’ 
And everybody told me there wasn’t anything I could do 
for her, and I said, ‘I don’t give a damn. [I’m gonna do 
something anyway.’ And they finally decided 1 was nuts 
and they put me in a crazyhouse for a little while. When I 
got out, she was dead - the way all the wise men said she 
had to be. Whar those wise men didn’t know was all the 
wondertul things machinery could do and neither did 1, 
but I was gonna find out. So I went to the Massachusetts 
Institute of Technology and I studied mechanical engineer- 
ing and electrical engineering and chemical engineering for 
six long years. I lived in an atte Tate two day old bread 
and the kind of cheese they put in mousetraps. When | 
got out of MIT, | said to myself, “OK, boy -- its just 
barely possible now that you're the only guy on earth 
with the proper education to practise zoth century medi- 
cine.” IT went to work for the Curley Clinic in Boston. 
They brought in this woman who was beautiful on the 
outside and a mess on the inside. She was the image of 
my mother. She was the widow of a man who had left 
her five-hundred milhon dollars. She didn’t have any rela- 
tives. The wise men said agam, ‘This lady’s gotta die.’ 
And I said to them, ‘Shut up and listen Pm gonna tell 
you what we're gonna do.’ 


Silence. 


LITTLL: That’s - that’s quite a story. 
FRANKENSTEIN: It’s a story about love. (To GLORIA) That 
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love story started years and years before you were born, 
you great lover, you And it’s still going on 

GLORIA Jast month, she asked me to bring her 1 pistol so 
she could shoot herself 

IRANKENSTEIN: You think | donr know that’ (Jerkmg a 
thumb at viirit) Last month, she wrote him a letter and 
said “Bring me some cvinide doctor if vou’re a doctor 
with iny heart at all 

innit (startled) Youdnen that You vou read her mul” 

PRANKENSTEIN: So well know what she s reilly feeling She 
might try to tool us sometime just pretend to be happy | 
told you about the bum transistor vist month We maybe 
wouldnt have known anything was wrong if we hadnt 
road her mul and listencd to what she was saving to hme 
bruns hke this one here Peelinye challenged; Pook you 
goan there all bv yourself Stiv as long as vou want ask 
her anything Then vou come bak out ind rll me the 
uth os thit i hippy woman an there oras thu iwoman 
m hell? 

HLI I bewtitmngi | 

ERANKENSIEIN Go onan! l got some more thinas to say to 
ths young lads to Mass Metros Killing ot the Your Id 
like to show her a body thats Deanin a casket for i couple 
of years sometime kt her see how pretty death is this 
thing she wants for her friend 


nart wopes for something to say final mimis brs wish to 
be fur to ectervone Ele crters the pitits room CULL TO 
room SYLA Hone faced ae tromaile door 


syiviA Whosthit’ 

LILE: Virend somebody vou wrote a letter to 

syivid [hat could be anybody Can f we vou phac? 
Gibttt oblees She looks hunt otier with growing iffec 
ton’) Di Litth fannly doctor from Vermont 

uiti bonan, shgbth) Mrs bovciey how ire vou today ” 

syi via Did vou bring me oy mide ? 

urit No 

SYUVIA [ wouldnt tike it today Its such a lovely day I 
wouldnt want to miss it, or tomorrow ther Did you 
come on a snow white horse ? 
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LITTLE Ina blue Oldsmobile. 

sytvrA What about your patients, who love and need you 
so? 

uirre Another doctor ts covering for me I’m taking a week 
otf 

SYIVIA Not on my account 

LIITLE No 

SYLVIA Because I’m hne You can sce what wonderful hands 
Pm in 

LITTILF Yes 

SYLVIA One thing I don’t need 15 another doctor 

LITTLE Right 


Pause 


syiViA_ I do wish I had somebody to talk to about death, 
though You’ve secn a lot of it, I suppose 

LITILE Some 

sytvid And it was a blessing for some of them when they 
died ? 

LITTLE I've heard that said 

SYLVIA But vou don’t say so yourself 

LittiF It’s not a professional thing for a doctor to say, Mrs 
Lovejoy 

SYLVIA Why have other people said that certain deaths have 
been a blessing ? 

LILITILE Because of the pain the patient was in, because he 
couldn’t be cured at any price — at any price within his 
means Or because the pitient was a vegctible, had lost his 
mind and couldn't ger it back 

SYIVIA At any price 

tirtik As far as I know, it is not now possible to beg, 
borrow or steal an artificial mind for someone who's lost 
one If I asked Dr Frankenstein about it, he might rell me 
that it’s the coming thing 


Pause 
SYLVIA It ss the coming thing. 


ITILIE He’s told you so? 
SYtVIA I asked him yesterday what would happen if my 
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brain started to go. He was serene. He said I wasn’t to 
worry my pretty little head about that ‘We'll cross chat 
bridge when we come to it,” he told me (Pause) Oh, God, 
the bridges I’ve crossed! 

CUT 10 room full of organs, as before, Swit ts at his 
console 

HRANKFNSITLIN anid 11111 + enter 

FRANKENSTEIN You’ve made the grand tour and now here 
you are back at the beginning 

tirrir And I still have to say what I said at the beginning 
‘My God - oh, my God’ 

IRANKENSTEIN It’s gonna be a httle tough going back to the 
aspirin-and-laxative trade after this, eh ? 

rittit Yes. (Pause) What's the cheapest thing here? 

FRANKENSTEIN The simplest thing It’s the goddamn pump 

tiriti What does a heart go for these days? 

FRANKENSTEIN Sixty thousand dollars There are cheaper 
ones and more expensive ones The cheap ones are junk 
The expensive ones arc jewellers 

uT And how many are sold a ven now ? 

PRANKENSIEIN Six hundred, give or take a tew 

LILI Giveone that's hfe Take one, that’s death 

FRANKUNSEFIN. It the trouble is the heart It’s lucky af you 
have trouble that cheap (To switt) Hey, Lom put ber to 
sleep so be can see how the day ends around bere 

switi its twenty minutes ahead of time 

FRANKENSTEIN What's the difference? We put her to sleep 
for twenty minutes extra, she still wakes up tomorrow 
fecling hke a millon bucks, unless we got another bum 
transistor 

1irtit Why don’t you have a television camera aimed at 
her, so you can watch her on a screen ? 

ERANKENSIEIN She didn’t want one 

LtiTL# She gets what she wants? 

KRANKENSILIN. She got that What rhe hell do we have to 
watch her face for? We can look at the meters down here 
and find out more about her than she can know about 
herself. (fo swirt) Put her to sleep, Fom. 

SWEET (to Liter) It’s just hke slowing down a car or 
banking a furnace. 

LITI LE: Um. 
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FRANRKENSLEIN Tom, too, has degrees in both engineering 
and medicine 

buiTik Are you tired at the end of a day, Tom? 

switt It’s a good kind of tiredness - as though Fd flown a 
big yet trom New York to Honolulu, or something like 
thit (Taking bold of a lerer) And now we'll bring Mrs 
Lovejoy in for ə happy landing (de pulls the let er gradually 
and the machinery slows duu n \ Phere 

IRANKENSTEIN: Beaunful 

Liira Shes askeep? 

FRANKENSTEIN Like a bibs 

switi All L have to do now is wut tor the might man co 
come on 

raare Has anvbods over brought her a sunidi we won ? 

PRANAKENSTEIN: No We wouldnt worry about itat they did 
The arms are designed so she cani posstbls port i gun u 
herself or get poson to her hps no matter how she tues 
That was Lom s stroke of EUNIUS 

LITE Coneratublitions 


Alarm bell rings Light flashes 


FRANKENSILIN Who could that bes (fo rreiii! Somebody 
just went inte her room We benr chah! Jo SAHI 
Pook the door up thar Pom so whoever tt as, we go 
em SWEET pushes i button that locks door uf stans Tk 
IJLE You come with mic 


CLE 1O patronts roger sini ds aslap smoring genti 
GIORRA bas just snesheaan She looks around furtively take 

d ret oltar from hir purse mrikes sure ait s loaded then hides 1 
im syesta kmttmg bag Shes barely forshed when IRANA 

PNSTEIN and iiti enter breathlessly, tRANKENSTLIN open 
mg the door with a Rey 


FRANKENSTEIN Whats this? 

GLORIA lett my watch up here (Pointing to u ateh Vv got 
if now 

IRANKENSTEIN Thought Í told vou never to come into this 
building again 

GIORIA [wort 
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FRANKENSILIN (to LITTIE) You keep her nght there Pm 
gonna check things over Maybe there’s been a little huggery 
buggery (To Grorta) How would you like to be in court 
for attempted murder, eh? (Into microphone) Tom? Can 
you hear me? 

switl (voice from squawk box on wall) Lhear you 

TRANKENSTEIN Wake her up again I gotta give her a check 

switt Cock a-doodle doo 


Machinery can be beard speeding up belou svt via opens 
her eyes, su ee tly dazed 


SYLVIA (fO ERANKINSEEIN) Good morning, Norbert 

ERANKENSSIIN How do vou teel? 

syiviAd The way I always feel when I wake up fine — 
vaguely atsea Gloria! Good morning! 

GIORIA Good morning 

SYUVIA Dr Littl ! You're stiyimg another div? 

FRANKENSTEIN [tisnt morning We'll put vou bich to skep 
in a minute 

sytviA Vin sick agun? 

FRANKENSTEIN I| don’t think so 

SYEVIA. I’m gomg to have to have another operation? 

FRANKENSTEIN Calm down, calm down (He takes an oph 
thalmoscope from his packet) 

syividA How can F be calm when f chink about another 
operation ° 

PRANKENSTEIN (into mucrophone) Tom give her some 
tranquillizers 

swiri (squawk bor) Coming up 

Syivia Whar clse do I have to lose ? My ears? My harr? 

PRANKENSTEIN You'll be calm in a minute 

SytEVIA My eves? Mv eyes, Norbert are they going next? 

FRANKENSTEIN (to GLORIA) Oh, boy, baby doll - will you 
look what you’ve done? (Into mn ropbone) Where the hell 
are those tranquillizers ? 

swit Should be taking ettect just about now 

Sy¥tviIA Oh, well. Ie doesn’t matter (As TRANKENSTLIN 
examines her eyes) It 1s my eves, isn't it? 

FRANKENSIFIN It isn’t vour anything 

SYLVIA Easy come, easy go 
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FRANKENSTEIN: You’re healthy as a horse. 

SYLVIA: I'm sure somebody manufactures excellent eyes. 

FRANKENSTEIN: RCA makes a damn good eye, but we 
aren’t gonna buy one for a while yet. (He backs away, 
sutisfied) Everything’s all right up here. (To GLorta) Lucky 
for you. 

SYLVIA: I love it when friends of mine are lucky. 

SWIFT: Put her to sleep again? 

FRANKENSTEIN: Not yet. I want to check a couple of things 
down there. 

SWIFT: Roger and out. 


CUT TO LITTLE, GLORIA atid FRANKENSTEIN entering the 
machinery room minutes later. switt is at the console. 


swikt: Night man’s late. 

FRANKENSTEIN: He’s got troubles at home. You want a 
good piece of advice, boy? Don’t ever get married. (He 
scrutinizes meter after meter) 

GLORIA (appalled by her surroundings): My God - oh, my 
God — Lit rte: You've never seen this before ? 

GLORIA: No. 

FRANKENSTEIN: She was the great hair specialist. We took 
care of everything else — everything but the hair. (The 
reading on a meter puzzles him.) What's this? (He socks 
the meter, which then gwes him the proper reading) that’s 
more like it. 

GLORIA (emptily) : Science. 

FRANKENSTEIN : What did you think tt was like down here? 

GLORIA: I was afraid to think. Now I can see why. 

FRANKENSTEIN: You got any scientific background at all - 
any way of appreciating even slightly what you’re secing 
here? 

GLORIA: I flunked earth science twice in high school. 

FRANKENSTEIN: What do they teach in beauty college ? 

GLORIA: Dumb things for dumb pcople, How to paint a face. 
How to curl or uncurl hair. How to cut hair. How to dye 
hair. Fingernails. Toenails in the summertime. 

FRANKENSTEIN: I suppose you're gonna crack off about this 
place after you get out of here — gonna tell people all the 
crazy stuff that goes on. 
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GLORIA Maybe 

FRANKENSTIIN Just remember this You havent got the 
brains or the education to talk about any aspect of our 
operation Right? 

GLORIA Maybe 

FRANKENSIFIN What will you say to the outside world ? 

GLORIA Nothing very complhicatcd just that 

FRANKENSTEIN Yes? 

GIORIA That you have the head of a deid woman con 
nected to a lot of machinery ind you plav with it all day 
long, and you aren't murud or anything and that’s all 
you do 


ERIZE SCENE ds 7 still photograph rapt to black FADE 
iN samme still Figures begin to more 


PRANKENSEEIN (zgbhast) How can you call her dead? She 
reads the Ladus Homi Jonim d' She talks! She knits’ She 
writes fetters to pen pals allover the world! 

GLORIA Shes Uke some honable fortune cllng machine an a 
peony are ide 

PRANKENSTEIN, Tthought you loved har 

GLORIA Every so often Iseo a uns firth spark of what she 
uscd to be Titove thar spark Most people say they love hur 
tor her courage Whats thar counipe worth when it comes 
trom down here 2 You could turn r few caps and switches 
down here and he d be volunmtccrmng to fly vrocker ship to 
the moon But no matta whar yon do down here that lek 
spuk goes on thinking For the love of God somebody 
get me out of here! 

FRANKENSTEIN gione at the console Ds Swdt ois that 
mictophone opn? 

swi Yeah Snapping bas fingas Lm sor 

FRANKENSTEIN feae at open clo Grorial Shes heard 
every word vou se sud How does thit mike vou teel? 

GLORIA She cin how me now? 

IRANKENSTEIN Run off at the mouth some more You're 
saving me a lot of troubk Now PT wont hive te explun to 
her What sore of friend vou reilly were and why [gave vou 
the old heave ho 

GLORIA (dranie nearer to the mrorophone) Mis Lovejoy? 
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SwitT (reporting what be has beard on the microphones) She 
says, ‘What 1s it, dear ?” 

GLORIA’ There’s a loaded revolver in your knitting bag, Mrs 
Lovejoy ~ in case vou don’t want to live anymore 

FRANKENSIEIN (not in the least worried about the pistol but 
filled with contempt and disgust for GLORIA) You total 
imbecile Where did vou get a pistol? 

GLORIA From a mail-order house in Chicago They had an 
ad m True Romances 

FRANKENSIEIN They sell guns to crazy broads 

GLORIA | could have hid a bazooka sf Pd wanted one 
Fourteen ninetv eight 

FRANKENSIEIN [am going to get that pistol now and it 15 
going to be exhibit A at vour trial (He leaves) 

LATLE (to switt) Shouldn't you put the patient to sleep? 

swikt There's no way she can hurt herself 

GLORIA (to Linn L, What does he mein? 

LITTLE Her arms are fixed so she can’t point a gun at 
herself 

GLORIA (sickened) They even thought of that 


CUT TO SYLVIA’S room TRANKENSIEIN Js entenng SYLVIA 
ts holding the pistol thoughtfully 


FRANKENSTEIN Nice playthings you have 

syivid You mustn’t get mad at Gloria, Norbert L asked her 
for this I begged her for this 

FRANKENSTEIN Last month 

SYIVIA Yes 

FRANKFENSTIIN But everything 1s better now 

SYLVIA Everything but the spark 

FRANKENSTEIN Spark? 

syivia The spark that Gloria says she loves the tiny spark 
of what I used to be As happy as I am nght now, that 
spark 15 begging me to take this gun and put it out 

FRANKENSTEIN And what ıs your reply ? 

SYLVIA [am going to do it, Norbert. This ts goodbye (She 
tries every which way to aim the gun at herself, fails and 
fails, while FRANKENSTEIN stands calmly by) That's no 
accident, isit? 


Fortitude 713 


FRANKFNSTEIN: We very much don’t want you to hurt 
yourself. We love you, too 

sy_tvia‘ And how much longer must I live like this? I’ve 
never dared ask before. 

KRANKENSTLIN I would have to pull a figure out of a hat 

SYLVIA. Maybe you’d better not (Pause) Did you pull one 
out of a hat? 

FRANKENSTEIN At least five hundred years 


Silence 


SYLVIA Sol will still be alive - long after you are gone? 

IRANKENSIEIN Now ıs the time, my dear Svivia, to tell you 
something I have wanted to tell you for years Every organ 
downstairs has the capacity to take care of two human 
beings instead of one And the plumbing and wiring have 
been designed so that a second human being can be hooked 
up in two shakes of a lamb’s tail (Silence) Do you under- 
stand what I am saying to you, Sylvia? (Silence Passion 
ately) Sylvia! I wall be that second human being! [alk 
about marriage! Talk about great love stories from the 
past! Your kidney will be my kidney! Your liver will be my 
hver' Your heart will be mv heart! Your ups will be my 
ups and vour downs will be my downs! We will live in 
such perfect harmony, Sylvia, that the gods themselves will 
tear out their hair in envy! 

syivia Thisias what you want? 

FRANKENSTEIN More than anything in this world 

syLVIA Well, then - here it is, Norbert (She empties the 
revolver into him) 


CUT 10 same room almost a half hour later A second 
tripod has been set up, with yRANKUENSIELN’s bead on top. 
IRANKENSIEIN 15 asleep and so 1s SYLVIA SWIET, auth 
uriti standing by, is feverishly making a final connection 
to the machinery belou There are pipe wrenches and a 
blowtorch and other plumbers’ and electricsans’ tools lying 
around. 


swier That’s gotta be it. (He strarghtens up, looks around) 
That’s gotta be ıt. 
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LITTLE (consulting watch) Twenty eight minutes since the 
firse shot was fired 

swift Thank God you were around 

Littti What you really needed was a plumber 

SWIFT (into microphone) Charley were all set up here 
You all set down there? 

CHARLEY (squau k bor) All set. 

sWitt Give’em plenty of martinis 


GLORIA appears numbly in doorn ay 


CHARILY They've got’em They ll be higher than kites 

swng Better given ‘em a touch of LSD, roo 

CHARLEY Coming up 

swik Hold itt I torgot the phonograph (Jo rnai) Dr 
Frankenstein said that it this cver happened, he wanted 1 
certun record playing when he came to He sad it was ip 
with the other records - in a plain white sleve. (le 
GIORN Sec af vou can hnd tt 


GLORIA goes to phonograph, pends the record 


GLORIA This tu? 

swir Putit on 

GLORIA Which side ¢ 

swr l dort know 

GLORIAN There’s tape over one side 

swari Phe side nithout rape (GLORIES put record on lnt 
microphone ) Stand by to w aiki up the patients 

CHARTLY Standing by 


Record begins to play Its a jeanette MacDonald Neisor 
Fddy duet, ‘Ab, Sweet Mystery of Life’ 


SWIRL (into murophone) Wake cm upt 


FRANKENSIEIN dnd syi Vid wake up, filled with formless 
pleasure They dreamily appreciate the music, eventually catch 
sight of each other, perceve each other as old and belowed 
friends 


Fortitude 


sYIVIA Hi, there 
!RANKINSIFIN Hello 
syiVIA How do you feel? 
FRANKENSTEIN Fine Just fine 


735 


Summertime Was 
Nearly Over 


By BRIAN ALDISS 


Apart from all the short stores which have continued the 
Frankenstein legend, im recent years an increasing number of 
novels have also appeared im Britain and America Some of 
these have been merely adaptations of the original, others 
novelisations of the various film versions, while a few hae 
been quite commendable works of fiction in then own right 
Among these I would list Paul W Fatrrman’s The Frankenstein 
Wheel (1972) in which the creature arises from its Arctic tomb 
and goes in search of a bride once more, The Frankenstein 
Dianes Edited by the Reverend Hubert Venables ‘from the 
personal papers of Viktor Frankenstein’ (1980), and, most 
notably, Frankenstein Unbound by Brian Aldiss (1973) Aldiss 
book tells the story of Joe Bodenland, a 21st Century Ameri an 
who passes through a time warp and finds himself on the 
shores of lake Genera im company with Byron and th 
Shelleys Further, he 1s confronted by a real Frankenstein - a 
doppelgunger inhabiting a complex world ubere fact and 
fiction intertwine. The novel was enthusiastically reviewed on 
publiation ‘Brian Aldiss’s monster ts a beaut,’ said the 
Sunday Times, while the Sunday Telegraph declared that the 
book was ‘the kind of fantasy of which he is one of the finest 
exponents alive today ’ 

Before becoming a full tıme author, Brian Aldiss (1925- ) 
was an assistant in a bookshop, thereafter working as the 
literary editor of the Oxford Mail where be reviewed hundreds 
of SF novels — in so doing revealing bis own unde-ranging 
knowledge of the genre and admiration for the classic British 
authors such as H.G. Wells and Mary Shelley. Frankenstein's 
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creature has haunted him ever since he first read the book in 
his youth, says Brian, and his novel and the following short 
story, written in 1991, are his tribute to the genius of Mary 


Shelley. 


| am resolved to leave some brief account of my days whilst I 
am still able. It does not escape me that a far hand has 
already written some account of my early days; but that 
account broke off too soon, for | returned from the realms of 
ice, to which solitudes my soul - if I may be presumed to have 
one -- was attracted. 

In due time, | returned to the country about the city of 
Geneva. Although I had hoped for justice and understanding 
when my story was known., that was not to be. 

Persecution remained my lot. Ehad to escape to the nearby 
Wilderness of mountain and me, to hve out my days among 
chamois and eagle. which were being hunted as avidly as L 

Before leaving the city for ever, came across a philosopher, 
Jean-Jacques Rousseau. even more noted than the fannly of 
my accursed Master. At the beginning of one of his books I 
discovered these words, which to me in my lowly condinon 
were more than words: `am made unhke anyone | have ever 
met; | will even venture to say that |} am hke no one in the 
whole world.’ 

Here was a sentiment Limight have uttered myself. To find 
such understanding in a book gave me strength. Ever since 
coming upon Rousseau’s writings so tong ago, [have tried to 
hve with my dear wite above the glaciers m the condition he 
would have approved, that ot the Noble Savage - m defiance 
ot those citified creatures who multiply in the valleys far 
below. 


The placidity of a late August day lingers over the Swiss Alps. 
The sound of automobiles wending their way along the road 
far helow does not reach me; I hear only a distant occasional 
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cowbell and the cheerful nearer transactions of insects, I am 
at peace. The helicopters appeared after noon, when the 
clouds cleared from the brow of the Jungfrau. They had been 
active all week, unsettling me with their norse. Phere were 
two of them, blue, belonging to the Swiss police. Soon they 
disappeared behind a nearby slope, and I crawled from under 
the bush where I had hidden. 

Once all was peace here. We did not know of tourists and 
helicopters. 

Now the numbers of the People are increasing If it isn’t 
helicopters, it’s cars on the way to the Silberner Hirsch below, 
or machines roaring in distant valleys. Elsbeth and I will have 
to move to a more remote place, if I can find one. 

Elsbeth says she does not wish to move again Our cave on 
the upper slopes of the Aletschhoin suits her well, but ours is 
a fugitive life, as | explain to her. 

In summer, the People drive off the highway up the track 
leading to the Silberner Hirsch, with its fine view of the 
mountains to the north Occasionally, one or two ot them 
will leave their cars and climb higher, almost as far as the 
winter shelters. Perhaps they will pick the wild flowers grow 
ing in the lush grasses, cornflower, poppy, clover, eglantine, 
and the frail vetch 

- They rarely reach the cave on its precipttous slope TE never 
molest the People. Elsbeth and I stay hidden I protect her in 
my arms. 

In winter, she and [ are completely alone with the elements 
My temperament 1s compatible with the wind and the snow 
and the storms born from the cold wombs of northern lakes 
The People’s machines do not threaten us then. We survive 
somehow I have learned not to be afraid of fire | sit over tts 
red eye m the cave and listen to the music of the atmosphere. 

I am kin with the slopes hereabouts. [They are steep and 
treacherous with outcropping rock. No People come to ski on 
them. In the autumn, before the first snows fall, when tog 
rolls up from the valley, the hotel closes down, the People all 
depart. Only a boy lives at the hotel to act as watchman with 
his goats and chickens. That's far below our eyne - 1 go 
down there to scavenge. 

Oh, I have seen that boy's face full of fear as he stares 
through a window at me passing in a swirl of snow. 
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The winter world 1s without human mhabitants. I can’t 
explain it. I cannot explain to Elsbeth where the People go. 
Do they sleep all winter, hike the waterfall? 

This is the trouble that I understand nothing Long though 
] have lived, I never understand better as years pass. I never 
understand why the teeth of winter bite so cruelly down into 
the bone, how daylight sickens from the east, why Elsbeth ıs 
so chill as I he with her, why the nights are so Jong, without 
word or gleam 

Iam troubled by my lack of understanding. Nothing re- 
mains, nothing remains 

Best not to think of another winter It 1s summer now, time 
of happiness But summertime is nearly over 

All this livelong day I lay on my favournte rock in the sun 
The flies visited and crawled on me Also many other small 
things that may have hfe and thought — butterflies, snails in 
curled shell, spiders, maggots | lav staring at the People 
below, coming to and going from the Silberner Hirsch They 
climb from their machines They walk about and photograph 
the valley and the hill peaks They ¿nter the restaurant In 
time, they come trom it agan Then thes drive away Their 
cars are beads on the thread of highway They have homes, 
often far distant Theu homes are full of all manner ot 
possessions They are capable of mans kinds of activity I 
hear their planes roar overhead, leaving a trail of snow 
across the sky People are alwavs busy. hke the flies and 
ants 

This also they can do procreate J have mated many times 
with Elsbeth. She brings forth no child Here is another thing 
| cannot understand Why does Fisbeth not bring forth child? 
Is the fault in her or m me, because I am strangely made, 
because, a6 Rousseau said, ‘bam made unlike myone I ever 
met’ ? 

The grass grows high before my sight I peer through its 
httle ambush at the scene below Even the grass makes more 
gtass, and all the small things that live in the prass reproduce 
their kind, unul summer is over Evervthing conceives more 
things, except Elsbeth and 1 

Elsbeth remained as usual in our cave beside the watertall. 
When the good season is spent and cold bites to the bone, the 
waterfall dies hke most other living things Its music ceases. It 
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becomes rigid and mute What ıs this guef that visits the 
Earth so regularly ? How to explain it? 

Only in the spring does the waterfall recover, and then it 
roars with delight at regaining life, just as I did Then Elsbeth 
and I are happy again 

My head becomes cloudy as I he on my rock peering 
through the grass at the scene down below After mght has 
fallen, I will climb down the slopes to walk about unseen 
round the hotel and retrieve what the People have discarded | 
find there something to eat, and many other things, discarded 
papers and books, this and thart Ihe night is my trend I am 
darkness itself 

Whv it has to be thus I know not Yer 1 have thought 
myself not to feel discontent Once | was malictous because | 
was miscrable, but no more Now l have my lovely mate, | 
have schooled myself to be netther malicious nor miserable, 
and not to hate People 

In the discarded newspapers | read that there are People far 
more evil than ever | was They take pleasure in killing the 
innocent This murder they do not only with their bare hinds 
but with extreme weapons, the nature of which Iam unible 
to comprehend Thousands dic in thar wars every vear 

Sometimes | read che name of my Maker in the newspapers 
+ven atter all this ume, they sull speak ill of him, why it docs 
not therefore mike me, his victim, welcome imong People I 
do not know This is something «dse cluding ms 
understanding 

Lying m my cloudy state, FE fall askep without knowing it 
The flies buzz and the sun 1s hot on my spine 

To dream can be very crucl Itry to tear these visions from 
myself In my droims memories of dead People rise up Onc 
claims that I have his thiphs ind legs. another that E hive his 
torso One wretch washes his head returned, another evan 
claims his internal organs These desperate People parade in 
my sleep | am a living cemetery, a hospital of flesh for those 
who lack flesh What can | do? Within me 1 teel dreadtul 
ghosts and crimes locked within my bones, knotted into my 
very entrails Lcannot pass water without a forgotten cd umant 
reaching for what is his 

Do People suffer in this way ’ Being a mere composite from 
charnel houses, | fear that J alone undergo this sorrow behind 
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the eyebrows. Residual scenes from dreadful other memories 
play like lice inside veins I hardly dare look on as mine. I feel 
myself a theatre of other lives and deaths. 

Why then do People shun me? Have I not more humanity 
than they trapped inside me ? 

While I suffered from these dreams on my slab of rock, 
something woke me I heard the sound of vores carried on 
the thin air Two People, females, were climbing upwards. 
They had left behind the Silberner Hirsch and were moving 
towards the place where I lay 

I observed them with the silent attention a tiger must give 
its approaching prey And yet not that exactly, for there was 
fear m my heart The People always awaken fear in me The 
elder of these two women was gathering wild flowers, exclaim- 
ing as she did so Ir was innocent enough, yet still I felt the 
fear. 

The elder female sank down on a trec stump to rest, 
tanning herselt with her hand The othcr one came on, picking 
her way caunously |] saw the brown hur on the crown of her 
head, gleaming in the sun with a beauty 1 cannot describe 

She would have passed me by a few feet. perhaps not 
notang me Yet because I could not bear to he where I was 
and chance being scen, J jumped up with a great bound and 
contronted her 

The female gave a gasp of fear, looking up at me with her 
mouth open, revealing tongue and white teeth 

‘Help! she called once, unul I had my hand over the lower 
part of her face The look she gave me changed from fear to 
disgust 

Oh, Pve seen that look on the faces of People betore. It 
always awakens my fury The taces ot People are unhke mine, 
plastic, mobile, given to expressing emotion With one blow | 
could wipe that expression and the flesh chat paints it right 
trom their skulls. 

As I lifted her, her toes dangled in their white trainers. | 
thrust my face into hers, that female face dewed with the heat 
of afternoon. As | considered whether to smash her and throw 
her down on the mountainside, I caught her scent It hit me as 
forcibly as a blow to the stomach. 

That scent ... So different from the scent of Elsbeth ... It 
caused a kind of confusion in my brain, making me pause. 
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One of those old elusive memories from the back of my brain 
returned to baffle me — a memory of something that had 
never happened to me. | have said | understand little, at that 
moment I understood nothing, and that terrible Jack ran 
through me like an electric shock Iput her down. 

‘You monster ..”’ the female said, staggering. Beneath us, 
the descents were toothed with jagged rock Rather than fall, 
she clung to my arm — a gesture so trusting in its way as to 
melt the remains of my anger I could remember only how 
vulnerable People were, the females in particular. At that 
instant, I would have tought a wild beast in order to preserve 
her unharmed 

As though sensing some abatement of my ferocity, she said 
in a natural tone, ‘I did not mean to startle you ’ 

When | could not think how to answer this, unaccus- 
tomed as I was to conversing, with People, she went on, 
‘Do you speak Enghsh? I am just a tourist here on 
vacation ” 

Sull I could not answer, from her scent and from the look 
of her It was as tf a little wild doe had come to me, all 
quivering with a half mistrust She was young Her face was 
round and open, without scars from medical science. Her grey 
eyes were set in a brown skin smooth hke the shell of a hen’s 
égg. The hair I had watched trom above had become disturbed 
when I hfted her, so that it shaded the line of her left cheek. 
She wore a T-shirt with the name of an American university 
printed on tt, and denim shorts cur ragged round her plump 
thighs Beneath the shirt I saw the outline of her breasts. Phat 
outhne held so entrancing a meaning that I was further 
disarmed 

My difficulty tn breathing was such that [ clutched my 
throat. 

She looked at me with what I took to be concern. 

‘Say, you okay? My frend’s a doctor Maybe Pll call her to 
come on up ` 

‘Don’t call, Isad Isat down im the long grass, puzzled to 
understand my weakness. In some elusive way, here before me 
was the representative of something, some enormous sphere 
of sensations and transcendent values such as I had only read 
about, something my Maker had withheld from me which | 
desperately needed. That I could put no name to it made tt all 
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the more tantalising, like a song when only the tune remains 
and the words are lost by time 

‘My friend can help,’ said this astonishing young person 
She turned as if to call but I growled at het again, ‘Don’t call,’ 
in so urgent a voice thit she desisted When she looked up the 
mountainside, as rf searching for help there F realised that she 
sull had tear of me, littl knowing the true state of aftatrs, 
and felt herself like an animal in a trap 

‘Bue you're all, she sud Or cise in trouble with the hw ’ 

Hier remark released ms ability to speak to her My trouble 
s with the hw of humanity which rules agunst me Law as 
invented to protect the rulers not the ruled, the strong not 
the waak No court on Larth is conceracd with justice, only 
the law The weak cin antiipite persecution not pustice 

‘But you are not werk she said 

Her grev coves when she looked it ome made me rremble 
When the moon is high } roim the n ountunside much of the 
mehr That dear silver dish in the shy is hhe an eve, guarding 
me But m the gry eves of this komak | read only a Kind ot 
conce ted hosrilits 

Justice i only a ame Persecution ind weakness are real 
cnough Thos who for whatsoever reason hi e no root over 
ther heads are no betre thin de t to be hunted down 

My words appeared to maike no mpression on ber Jn my 
country, thae is Welfare to dook atta the hon cess 

You know ne thing 

She did not dispute that mondy standing before me head 
bowed ver sneaking side elinees aime wd round bout 

‘Where do vou hise- she asked an a minute 

fyerked my head inthe ducction of the mountams abog us 

Alone ” 

With my wite Are you vwite ” 

She dismissed the question with i ross of her head 

l listened to the thes buzzing about me ind the murmur ot 
the bees in the clover w they tumbled at our feet These small 
sounds were the building bricks of the silence that cntolded 
us 

She stuck out a small brown hand ‘Pm not atraid any 
more Pm sorry Lstanded you Why dort vou take me to visit 
vour wife ? What’s her name ?’ 

At that, | was silent with mistrust 2 long time Her scent 
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reached me as I took the hand gently into mine and looked 
down at her 

Finally, I spoke the sacred name ‘Elsbeth ’ 

She too paused before responding ‘Mine’s Vicky ° She did 
not ask my name, nor did I offer ıt 

There we stood on the perilous slope This encounter had 
used much of my courage | had caught her, yet sull I feared 
her While I contemplated her, she continued to look about 
with uneasy glances like a trapped animal, and I saw her 
breasts move with her breathing Now those honest grey eyes, 
which [ associated with the moon, were furtive and unkind 

‘Well then,’ she said, with an uneasy laugh, ‘what’s keeping 
us’ Let’s go’ 

Perhaps my Maker did not intend that my brain should 
function perfectly This little thing whose hand I held could 
easily be crushed There was no reason for me to fear it Yet 
fear it l did, so greatly did the idea come to me that 1t I took 
her up to the cave to meet Fisbeth, she would somehow have 
trapped me instead of her 

Yet this notion was conquered by a stronger urge l could 
not deny 

If 1 led this tender scented temale to the cave, she would 
then be far away from her frend and entirely within my 
power We would be private to do that supreme thing, whether 
she wished for it or not Lisbeth would understand 1f I 
overpowered her and had my way with her Why should I 
not? Why else was this morsel, this Vicky, sent to me? 

Fven at the cost of revealing the whereabouts of the cave to 
one of the People J must take this specimen there - 1 must, so 
great was my urge, thundering in me hike che breakers of an 
ocean When I was finished with her, | would make sure she 
did not give our hiding place away Elsbeth would approve ot 
that Then our secret life could continue as before, with only 
the smal! wild things knowing of our existence 

So thereupon I echoed her words ‘Lets go’ 

The way was steep She was puny I kept good hold of her, 
part-dragging her after me. [he afternoon sun blazed on us 
and her scent rose to me, together with her sobs 

The bushes became smaller, more scancy I had come this 
way a hundred times, always varying my route so as to avoid 
making more of a track than a rabbit might do. We came to 
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the Cleft, a shallow indentation, a fold in the flesh of the 
mountain. Here the infant waterfall played its rune, gushing 
with pure water which, several hundred feet down the valley, 
would become a tributary of the Lotschental river. Behind the 
fall, hidden by a dark-leaved shrub, was the entrance to the 
cave. 

Here we had to pause She claimed she must get her breath 
back. She bent double and stayed that way, and her brown 
hair hung down, and her little fingertips touched the ground. 

Great white clouds rolled above us, tumbling over the 
mountam summit as if eager to find quieter air Of a sudden, 
one of the police helicopters shot overhead, startling me with 
its enormous clatter, as if the thing were a flying tree, streaking 
out of sight behind the crisp crest of the Jungfrau. £ had no 
time to hide before it was over and gone. 

1 grabbed the girl and pulled ‘Into the cave with vou ’ 

She struggled ‘Whar if Elsbeth doesn’t want to sec me? 
Shouldn't you warn her first? Why don’t you call her out 
here>” 

Not answering, | dragged her towards the cave She seized 
ata bush but I beat her hand away 

‘L don’t want to see Flsbeth,’ she screamed. “Help! Help" 

Sdencing her with a hand enveloping her face, | half-htted 
her and so we entered the cave, the girl struggling turtously. 

Elsbeth lay there in the shade, watching everything, saving 
nothing [let the girl loose and pushed her towards my wite. 

The girl went motionless, staring torward, onc hand to her 
lps There was no sound but the high buzz ot thes I waited 
for her to try to scream again, readving myself to leap upon 
her and bear her down But when she spoke, it was softly, 
with her gaze on Elsbeth, not me 

‘She's been dead a very long ame, hasn't she ?’ 

Some People can crv. E have no taahty for tears Yet as 
soon as this activity began m Vicks. a storm of weeping -~ as | 
judged the sensation accumulated in my breast hke a storm 
over the Alps. In Fisbeth's eves no movement showed. The 
maggots had done their work in those sockets and moved to 
other pastures 

As I raised my hands above my head and let out a howl, 
two male people rushed into the cave Thes yelled as they 
came. The weeping girl, Vicky, threw herself out of danger 
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into the recesses of the cave, where I stored the fruits of the 
autumn. The men flung a net over me. 

Wildly though I struggled, using all my strength, the net 
was unbreakable. The male People drew tt tight, as fishermen 
must have done when they hauled m a catch in olden times, 
They shackled my legs so that I could not run. Then they 
felled me, so that I lay by Flsbeth and was as helpless as she. 

Those People treated me as if E were no better than an 
animal. | was dragged out of the cave, through the waterfall, 
to he on my back gazing up at the fast-moving clouds m the 
blue sky, and I thought to myselt, Those clouds are free, just 
as | was until now 

More male People arrived [| found out how they came there 
soon enough One of their helicopters was standing on a level 
ledge of mountainside above my refuge The female, Vicky, 
came to me and bent down so that I could look again into her 
grey eyes 

‘I regret this,” she said ‘Thad to act is decoy We knew you 
were somewhere up on the Alerschhorn, but not cxacthy 
where We've been combing this mountainside all week ” 

My faculty of specch was deserting me along with my other 
powers. | managed to say, ‘So you are just an accomplice of 
these other cruel beasts ’ 

‘Lam working with the local police, yes. Don’t blame 
me 

One of the male police nudged her ‘Out of the way, niss 
He’s soll dangerous Stand back there > And she moved away 

I wais lifted up and lashed tov stretcher Her tace disap 
peared from my sight Sull encased in the net, E was dropped 
on the ground asaf E were an old plank [hey shouted a great 
deal, and waved their army Only then did I realise they were 
going to transport me up the mountain Live male People 
were there, one of them controlling the other four. They 
looked down on me Again those expressions of disgust | 
might have been a leopard trapped by big-game hunters, 
when mercy did not enter into their thoughts 

The male person who ordered the others around had a 
mouth tull of small grey teeth Staring down, he said, “We're 
not letting vou escape this time, you freak of nature. We have 
a list of murders stretching back over the last two centuries 
for which you are responsible.’ 
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Though l read no sympathy ın his face or mouth, 1 found a 
few words to offer. ‘Sir, I had never an intent to offend. It 
was my Maker who offended against me, acting so unfatherly 
against one who never asked to be born in any unnatural 
way. As for these murders, as you name them, the first one 
only, that of the child, was done in malice, when I had no 
knowledge of those states of being which you, not I, can enjoy 
— to wit, life and death. The rest of my offences were commit- 
ted in self-defence, when [ found the hands of all People were 
against me. Let me free, I pray. Let me live upon this blessed 
mountain, in the state of nature and innocence described by 
Rousseau.’ 

His mouth thinned and elongated like an earthworm. ‘You 
shit,’ he said, turning away. 

Another male appeared over the ragged skyline. 

‘Chopper’s ready,’ he called. 

They swung into action l was lifted up It took four of 
them to carry me. I could not see the female but, as I was 
raised to their shoulders, E caught a glimpse of mv happy 
home, that cave where Elsbeth and J had been so content. 
Then it was gone, and they laboured up the slope with me, 
trussed and helpless. 

As we approached the helicopter, a shower burst over us, 
one of those unheralded showers which sweep the Alps. I 
tasted the blessed rain on my hps, drinking it even while the 
People complamed. I thought, this is the last ume I taste of 
the benisons of nature. | am being taken to the realms of the 
People, who hate nature as much as they hate me, who am 
unnatural. 

A chill sharpened the flavour of the water. It carried the 
taint of autumn, that melancholy transition time before winter. 
Summertime was nearly over, and my wite would he alone 
and lonely in our cave, waiting for my return, looking with 
her sightless eves for her lover, uttering never a word of 
complaint. 


At Last, The True Story 
of Frankenstein 
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By HARRY HARRISON 


Although this story by Harry Harrison (1925- ) 1s not by any 
means the latest to be written on the Frankenstein theme, tt 
nevertheless seems the most appropriate on whtch to end the 
collection. For here we have a descendant of the original Dr 
Frankenstem forced to earn his ling by exhibiting what be 
claims to be his forebear’s original creature When an inguist- 
tne news reporter investigates the showman’s claims, how- 
ever, he soon uncovers a quite different account of the origins 
of the legend and, im particular, Mary Shelley's part int... 

Harrison was born in America, but bas spent much of his 
lıfe travelling in places such as Mextco, Italy, Scandinavia 
und, latterly, Britain where he hus now lwed for a number of 
ears. Prior to becoming a full-time writer, he was a commer- 
aal artist working mainly on comics lhe creation of a 
humorous interstellar criminal-turned-lawman, Slippery Jim 
DiGriz. m The Stainless Steel Rat (1957), which has been 
followed by numerous sequels, bas ensured his fame, One of 
Harry Harrison's closest friends is Brian Aldiss, and the tuo 
writers have been involved in a number of projects together 
including critual appratsals of Science Fiction and editing 
‘best of the year’ anthologies. lhey share an interest in the 
Frankenstein theme, and Harry’s mgentous contribution here 
was written origmally for the British magazine, Science Fan- 
tasy, appearing in September 1965. It ends on a high note of 
frisson which I believe will remain in the mind long after the 
book has been put down... 
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‘Und here, before your very eyes, ıs the very same monster 
built by my much admired great-great-grandfather, Victor 
Frankenstein, built by him from pieces of corpses out of 
dissecting rooms, stolen parts of bodies freshly buried in the 
grave, und even chunks of animals fiom the slaughterhouse. 
Now look. ” The tail-coated man on the plartorm swung his 
arm out in a theatrical gesture and the heads of the close- 
packed crowd below swung to follow it The dusty curtains 
flapped aside and the monster stood there, dlununated from 
above by a sickly green ght Phere was a concerted gasp 
trom the crowd and a shiver of motion 

In the front row, pressed against the rope barrier, Dan 
Bream mopped his face with a soggy handkerchiet ind smuled 
It wasn’t such a bad monster, considering thar this was a 
cheapyack carnival playing the small town creuit Ir had a 
dJead-white skin, undampened by swiat even in this steambath 
of a tent. glazed eyes, stitches and scams showing where the 
tae had been patched together, amd the two metal plugs 
projecting from the temples just like in the movie 

‘Raise vour right arm” Victor brankcnstam V commanded, 
his brusque German weent giving the words 7 Prussian ur of 
wuthorry Phe monsters body did net move, bat slowly 
with the yorking motion of a badly operating machine the 
creature's arm came up to shoulder height and stopped 

“This monster, built from pieces from the dead, cannot die, 
und if a piece gets too worn out E simply stitch on a new piece 
with the secret formula passed down trom tather to son from 
my great preat grandfather ht cannot du nor teel pam — as 
you see 

This time the gasp was even louder and some of the 
audience turned away while others watched with eager eves 
Lhe barker had taken a toot long and wickedly sharp needle, 
ind had pushed it tirmly through the monster's biceps unul tt 
protruded on both sides No blood stamed it and the creature 
made no motion, as though completely unaware that anything 
had been done to its flesh. 

impervious to pain, extremes of heat and cold, and 

possessing the strength of ten men 

Behind him the vore droned on, but Dan Bream had had 
enough He had seen the pettormance three umes betore, 
which was more than satisfactory for what he needed to 
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know, and if he stayed ın the tent another minute he would 
melt. The exit was close by and he pushed through the 
gaping, pallid audience and out into the humid dusk. It wasn’t 
much cooler outside. Life borders on the unbearable along the 
shores of the Gulf of Mexico in August, and Panama City was 
no exception. Dan headed for the nearest air conditioned beer 
joint and sighed with relief as the chill atmosphere closed 
around his steaming garments. The beer bottle frosted in- 
stantly with condensation as did the heavy glass stein, cold 
from the freezer. The first big swallow cut a path straight 
down to his stomach. He took the beer over to one of the 
straight-backed wooden booths, wiped the table with a hand- 
ful of paper napkins and flopped onto the bench. From the 
mner pocket of his jacket he took some folded sheets of 
yellow copy paper, now slightly soggy, and spread them 
before him. After adding some lines to the scribbled notes he 
stuffed them back into his yacket and took a long pull on his 
beer. 

Dan was half-way through his second bottle when the 
barker, who called himselt Frankenstein the Fifth, came in 
His stage personality had vanished along with the frock coat 
and monocle, and the Prussian haircut now looked like a 
common crew cut. 

‘You've got a great act, Dan called our cheerfully, and 

waved the man over. ‘Will you join me tor a drink *” 
- ‘Don’t mind if I do,’ Frankenstein answered in the pure 
nasal vowels of New York City, the German accent apparently 
having disappeared along with the monocle. ‘And see if they 
have a Schlitz or a Bud or anything beside the local swamp 
water,’ 

He settled into the booth while Dan went for the beers, and 
groaned when he saw the labels on the bottles. 

‘Ac least it’s cold,” he said, shaking salt into his to make it 
foam, then half draining the stein in a long deep swallow. “I 
noticed you out there m front of the clems for most of the 
shows today. Do you hke the act - or you a carny buff” 

‘It’s a good act. I’m a newsman, name’s Dan Bream.’ 

‘Always pleased to meet the press, Dan. Pubhiaty 1s the hfe 
of show business, as the man said. I'm Stanley Arnold: call 
me Stan.” 

‘Then Frankenstein 1s just your stage namme ? 
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‘What else? You act kinda dim for a reporter, are you 
sure ...?” He waved away the press card that Dan pulled from 
his breast pocket. “No, 1 believe you, Dan, but you gotta 
admit the question was a little on the rube side I bet you even 
chink that l have a real monster ın there” 

‘Well, you must admit that he looks authentic The skin 
stitched together that way, those plugs in his head . ’ 

‘Held on with spirit gum and the embroidery 1s drawn on 
with eyebrow penal That’s show business for you, an ilusion 
But I’m happy to hear that the act even looked real to an 
experienced reporter like yourself What paper did you say 
you were with?’ 

‘No paper, the news syndicate I caught your act about six 
months ago and became interested Did a little checking when 
I was in Washington, then tollowed you down here You 
don’t really want me to call you Stan, do you? Stein nught be 
closer After all - Victor Irankenstem zs the name on your 
naturalisation papers ° 

‘Tell me more,’ Frankenstem said in a voice suddenly cold 
and emotionless 

Dan niffled through the yellow sheets ‘Yes here it is, 
from the ofhħhual records Frankenstein, Victor born in 
Geneva, arrived in the US in 1938 ind more of the same ’ 

‘The next thing youll be teling me is that mv monster is 
real" Frankenstein smiled, but only with his mouth 

‘Pm betting that it 1s No yoga training or hypnotism or 
such can make a man as indifferent to pain as that thing ts 
and as terribly strong T want the whole story, the truth tor a 
change! 

‘Do vou >” Frankenstein asked in a cold vore and for a 
long moment the ar filled with tension [hen he laughed and 
clapped the reporter on the arm “All right, Dan ~- PH give at 
to you. You are a persistent devil and a good reporter and it ts 
the least you deserve But first vou must get us some more 
drinks, something a measurable degree stronger than this 
execrable beer” His New York accent had disappeared as 
easily as had his German one, he spoke English now with 
skill and perfection without any recognisable regional accent. 

Dan gathered their empty glasses ‘It'll have to be beer — 
this is a dry country.’ 

‘Nonsense! This 1s America, the land that raises its hands 
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in horror at the foreign conception of double-think yet prac- 
tises it with an efficiency that sets the Old World to shame. 
Bay County mav be otfiuially dry but the law has many itchy 
palms, and under that counter you will find a reasonable 
supply of a clear liquid that glories in the name of White 
Mule and 1s reputed to have a kick of the same magnitude as 
ts cognate beast If vou are sll in doubt you will see a 
framed federal liquor licence on the far wall, legiumatising 
this endeavour tn the eyes of the national government. Simply 
place a five-dollar bill on the bar, say Mountain Dew, and do 
not expect any change ’ 

When they both had enjoyed thar hrst sips of the corn 
liquor Victor Frankenstein lapsed mto a triendly mood 

‘Call me Vie, Dan T want us to be friends I'm going co tell 
you a story that tew have heard before, a story that is 
astounding but true True mark that word not a hodge 
podge of distortions and halt-rruths and outright ignorance 
hike that vile book produced by Mary Godwin Oh, how my 
father ever regretted meeting that womin ind, in a moment 
of weakness, confiding im her the secret of some of his 
original lines of research 

‘Just a minute,” Dan broke in ‘You mennoned the truth, 
but I can’t swallow this gutt Mary Wollstoncerate Shelley 
wrote Frankenstein, or, The Modern Prometheus m 1818 
Which would mike you and vour futher so old 
e ‘Plase Dan no interruptions | mentioncd my father’s 
rescarches, m the plural you wall nore, all of them devoted to 
the secrets of dite The monster, as it has come to be called, 
wis just one of his works Longevity was whit he was 
interested in, and he did live to r very, very old age, as will I I 
will not stretch your credulity any further at this moment by 
mentioning the year of my birth, but will press on That Mary 
Godwin She and the poet were living together at this penod, 
they had not married as yet, and this permitted my tather to 
hope that Mary might one day find him not unattractive, 
since he was quite taken by her Well, you can easily imagine 
the end. She made notes of cvervthing he told her then 
discarded him and used the notes to construct her despicable 
book. Her errors are legion, listen ` He leaned across the 
booth and once agam clapped Dan on the shoulder in a 
hearty way It was an intimate gesture that the reporter didn’t 


At Last, The True Story of Frankenstein 733 


particularly enjoy, but he didn’t complain Not as long as the 
other kept talking. 

‘Firstly she made papa a Swiss, he used to tear his hair out 
at the thought, since ours is a good old Bavarian family with a 
noble and ancient lineage Then she had him attending the 
University of Ingolstadt in Ingolstadt when every schoolboy 
knows that ıt was moved to Landshut tn 1800 And tather’s 
personality, what crimes she committed there! In this Itbellous 
volume he 15 depicted as a weeping and ineftectual man, when 
in reality he was a tower of strength and determination And 
if this isn’t enough, she completely misunderstood the meaning 
of his experiments Her gimcrack collection of cast-off parts 
put together to make an artificial man 1s ludicrous She was 
so carried away by the legends of Talos and the Golem that 
she misinterpreted my father’s work and cast it into that 
ancient mould Father did not construct an artificial man. he 
reactivated a deud man! That is the measure of his gemus! He 
travelled for ycars in the darkest reaches of the African jungle, 
learning the lore of the creation of the zombie He regularised 
the knowledge and improved upon it unnl he had surpassed 
all of his aboriginal teachers Raise the dead, that was what 
he could do Thar was his secret and how can it be kept a 
secret in the future, Mr Dan Bream” 

With these last words Victor Frankenstein's eves opened 
wide and an unveiled light seemed to glow in their depths 
Dan pulled back instinctively, then relaxed He was in no 
danger here in this brightly ht room with men on all sides of 
them 

‘Afraid, Dan? Don't be ` Victor smiled ind reached ont and 
patted Dan on the shoulder once again 

‘What was shat è Dan asked, startled at the uny bref pain 
in his shoulder 

‘Nothing - nothing but this? Frinkenstem smiled again, 
but the smile had changed subtly and no longer contamed any 
humour He opened his hand to reveal a small hypodermic 
needle, its plunger pushed down and its barrel empty 

‘Remain seated,’ he said quietly when Dan started to rise, 
and Dan's muscles relaxed and he sar down again, horrified 

‘What have you done to me” 

‘Very little - the injection is harmless. A simple little 
hypnotn drug, che etfect of which wears off in a few hours. 
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But until then you will not have much will of your own. So 
you will sit and hear me out Drink some beer though, we 
don’t want you to be thirsty ’ 

Hornhed, Dan was a helpless onlooker, as, of its own 
volition, his hand raised and poured a measure of beer down 
his throat 

‘Now concentrate Dan, think of the significance of my 
statement The so called Frankenstein monster 1s no stitched 
up collection of scraps, but a good honest zombie A dead 
man who can walk but not talk, obey but not think Animate 
— but still dead Poor old Charley 15 one, the creature whom 
you watched going through his act on the platform But 
Charlev ıs just about worn out Since he 1s dead he cannot 
replace the body cells that are destroyed during the normal 
wear and tear of the day Why, the fellow ts like an animated 
pincushion from the act, holes everywhere His tect - terrible, 
not a toe left, keep breaking off when he walks too fast l 
think it’s time to retire Charley He has had a long hfe, and a 
long death Stand up, Dan’ 

In spite of his mind saying No! No! Dan rose slowly to his 
feet 

‘Aren’t you interested in what C harley used to do before he 
became a sideshow monster? You should be, Dan Old Char 
ley was a reporter ~— just like you And he ran across what he 
thought was a good story [Tike you, he didn't realise the 
inportante of what he had discovered and talked to me about 
it You reporters are a very inquisitive bunch I must show 
you my scrapbook, it's simply filled with press cards Before 
you die of course You wouldn’t be able to appreciate it 
afterwards Now come along `° 

Dan walked after him, into the hot night, screaming inside 
ın a haze of terror, yet walking quietly and silently down the 
street 
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